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SCENS,  difperftaly,  in  feveral  parts  cf  England. 

ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

The  court. 

Ei.ter  King  Rlc'iard,  John  of  Gaunt,  -with  other  Nobles 
and  Attendants, 


K.  Riib. 


O 


LD  John  cf  Gaunt,  time  honour'd  Lan- 
carter, 
Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  an4 
bond, 

A  2  Brought 


4  King  Richard  ir.  AAi, 

Brouglit  hither  Henry  Hertford  ihy  bold  Coa, 
Hce  to  make  good  the  boift'rous  late  appeal, 
"Which  then  our  leifure  would  not  let  iis  htar, 
A^^'nfl  the  Diike  of  Nc; folk,  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Gaunt.  I  have,  my  Liege. 

K  Rich.  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  hlra, 
If  he  appeal  *  the  Duk-;  on  ancient  malice, 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  fuh]e£i.  ftuuld, 
On  fome  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument, 
On  Come  appirent  danger  fecn  in  him 
Alnj'd  2t  your  Higl.nefsj  no  invet'rate  malice. 

K  Rich.  Then  call  them  tc  our  prefence;  face  to  face 
And  frown'ng  brow  to  hrow,  ou-felves  will  hear 
Th' ac  ;!ie;  and  th' accufed  freely  /peak: 
High-llomacti'd  are  they  boih,  and  full  of  ire: 
In  rage,  deaf  as  the  Tea;  hafty  as  fire. 

SCENE         II. 
Euler  Bolingbroke  and  Mowbray. 

BoUng.  May  meny  years  of  happy  day*  bcfal 
My  gracious  Sovereign,  my  nioft  loving  Liege  I 

Mo-wb.  Each  day  ftii!  betf.r  other*?;  happinefs; 
"Until  thf  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap. 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown! 

K,  Rich.  We  thank  you  both,  ytt  one  but  flatters  us, 
As  well  appeareth  by  th?  caiife  you  come; 
Namely,  t' appeal  each  other  of  high  treason. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  what  doft  thou  objcfl 
/igainfi  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,   Thomas  MowSrsy  ? 

Bolwg.  Firft,  (Heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpcech!}, 
Tn  the  devotion  of  a  fubjcfl's  love, 
Tcnd'ring  the  precious  fiifety  of  my  prince, 
And  free  from  other  minjegotten  hate, 
C)me  I  appellant  to  this  princely  prelence. 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  1  turn  to  thee ; 
And  mark  my  greeting  well;  for  what  I  fpeak, 
My  body  (hall  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
Or  my  divine  f  jul  ar.ftver  it  in  hcav'n. 

•  i.  c.  call,  dim«nd,  challenge^  fnm  appello-    Mr  Pope* 
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Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  mifcreanr. 
[Too  go.^d  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  live  ; 
jincc  the  more  fair  and  cryOal  is  ihe  (ky, 
rhe  uglier  feem  tht  clouds  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggr  ivate  the  note, 
^\  nh  a  foul  traitor's  name  ftuff  I  thy  throat; 
And  wi(h,  Co  p'.cafe  my  Sov 'reign,  eve  I  move, 
What  my  tongue  ipeaks,    my   right  drawn   f\vo;d   may 
.  prove.] 

Mo-wb.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  zeal; 
'Tis  not  the  trial  if  a  woman's  war, 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues, 
Can  aibitratc  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain  ; 
The  blood  is  hot  that  mud  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft, 
As  to  be  hu(h'd.  and  nought  at  all  to  (ay. 
Firft,  the  fair  rcv'rence  of  your   Highnefs  curbs  me, 
From  giving  reins  and  C\  Mrs  to  my  free  fpeech; 
"Which  elfe  wjuid  port,  uniil  it  h.d  rcturn'd 
Thcfe  terms  of  trealbn  doubled  down  his  throat. 
Setting  afide  his  high  blood's  royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  kinfman  to  my  Liege, 
I  do  oefy  him,  and  I  fpit  at  hiiti  ; 
Call  him  a  iland'rous  cowaid,  and  a  villain  ; 
Which  to  rjiaintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds, 
And  meet  him,  were  I  ty'd  to  rim  afoot 
Even  to  the  fiozen  lidgcs  of  the  Alps, 
Or  any  other  grouid  unhabitable, 
Where  never  Lnjiihwzn  durft  fet  Ms  foot. 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyally ;_ 
By  all  my  hopes,  mod  falf^ly  doth  he  Ve. 

Boiing.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my  gagJ, 
Diftlaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  King, 
And  lay  afiue  my  high  blood's  royalty; 
(Which  fear,  not  lev'ici.ce,  makes  ihec  to  except); 
It  guiKy  diead  h^th  left  thee  fo  much  (Irenoth, 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  ilo.p. 
By  ihat,  ar.d  i-.ll  the  rights  of  knighthood  e!le, 
W.ll  1  a.ake  good  againft  thee,  arm  to  aim, 
What  I  huve  Jpokcn,  or  thou  cantt  dtYifs, 

A  5  i'lcu-^ 
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Movfh.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  fworJ  I  fwear, 
Which  gc  ;tly  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  fhoulder, 
i  11  anfwer  thee  m  any  fair  degree, 
Or  chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  trial; 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
in    be  traitor,  or  unjurtly  fight ! 

AT.  Rich.  What  doth  our  coufin  lay  to  Mowbray^s  charge  > 
It  mu  i  he  great,  that  can  inhabit  us  J  &  ' 

So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Soling.  Look  whit  [  faid,  my  life  (hall  prove  it  true. 
That  Mowbray  hath  receive  eight  thoufand  nobles, 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  Highnefs'  foldiers, 
The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  lewd  employments  • 
Like  a  falfe  traitor  and  injurious  villain.  * 

Befides,   I  fay,  and  wi!l  in  battle  prove, 
Or  here,  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furtheft  verge 
That  ever  wa^  furvej'd   by  Englifh  eye, 
Thar  all  the  treafons  for  thefe  eighteen  years, 
Coroplotted  and  contrived  in  this  land, 
Fetch  f.om  falfe  vfowbray  their  firft  head  andfpnn? 
Further,  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain, 
Upon  his  bad  life  to  make  all  this  good. 
That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter's  death  • 
Suggeii  his  foon- believing  adverfaries;  ' 

And  confequently,  l;ke  a  traitor-coward, 
f:'^^!^°"^,h's  '^nn'ccntfu)  through  fl reams  of  blood; 
Which  blood,  like  facrificing  Abel's,  cries 
Even  from  the  tonguclefs  ca°verns  of  the  earth, 
To  me.  for  juftice,  and  r  ugh  chaHifcment. 
And,  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  dc(cent, 
This  arm  (hall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

K.  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolution  /oars^ 
Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  fay'H  thou  to  this? 

A  •^/'•'f*.'.  ^'  '^'  "^y  Sovereign  turn  away  his  face. 
Ana  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf. 
Till  I  have  told  this  Handcr  of  his  blood, 
How  God  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a  liar. 

K.  Rich.   MoWuay,  impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears. 
Were  he  our  brother,  nay,  our  kingdom's  heir. 
As  he  IS  but  cur  faihu's  biu.her '5  ion ; 

Jfow 


Sc.  I.  King  Richard  II.  7 

Now  by  my  fccptre's  awe,  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour-nearnels  to  our  lacicd  blood, 
Should  nothing  priv'Icgc  him,  nor  pariial:2e 
Th'  unHooping  fiimncfs  of"  my  upright  ioul. 
He  is  our  fuhjtrt,   Mowbray,  fo  art  thou; 
Ftee  Ipecch  and  fcarlefs  I  m  ihee  ollow, 

AUwb.  Then,   Bolingbnke,  a?  low  as  to  thy  heart, 
Through  the  falfe  padage  of  thy  throat,  thou  hell  I 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais, 
r>i(burs'd  I  to  his  Highnefs'  (I>Idiers  ; 
The  other  part  refcrv'd  I  by  conlcnt, 
For  that  my  Sovereign  Liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  renoainder  of  a  dear  account, 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Qiieen. 
Kow,  fAailow  down  that  lie. — -For  Gluuccfiei's  death, 
I  flew  him  not ;    bur,  to  mine  own  difgrace, 

Neglected  my  (worn  duty  in  that  cafe. 

For  you,  my  Noble  Lord  of  Lancifier, 

The  honourable  father  to  my  foe, 

Once  did  I  lay  an  ambulb  for  your  life, 

A  trcfpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul  ; 

But  ere  I  lart  rcceiv'd  the  facrament, 

I  did  conftfs  it,  and  cxaftly  begg'd 

Your  Grace's  pardon  ;  and  I  hope  1  had  It. 

This  is  my  fault  ;  as  for  the  reft  appeal'd, 

It  iflucs  from  the  rancour  of  a  villain, 

A  recreant  and  mnft  degenerate  traitor  : 

Which  in  myfelf  I  boldly  will  defend, 

And  interchangeably  hurl  down  my  gag« 

Upon  this  overweening  traitor's  foot, 

To  prove  myfelf  a  loyal  gentleman, 

Even  in  the  bert  blood  chamber'd  in  his  bofom. 

In  hafte  whereof^    moft  heartily  I  pray 

Your  Highnefs  to  alTign  our  trial-day. 

K.  Rich.  Wtath-kindled  gent!cmtn,  be  rul'd  by  me; 

Let's  purge  this  choltr  without  Icttirfg  blood. 
'[  I  his  *e  prcfciibe,  though  no  phyfician; 
Jctp  malice  nukes  too  deep  incifion: 
I'orgcr,  forgive,  conclude  and  be  agreed  : 

Our'dcil.rs  f^^y,  this  is  no  tiais  io  blecd-J 

Gooct 
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Good  Uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun  ; 

V  e'l!  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,   you  your  Con. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace  Qiali  become  my  age ; 
Throw  down,   my  Ion,   the  Duke  of  NorK.lk's  gage. 
K.  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 
Gaunt.  When,   Harry,  when  ■» 
'   Obedience  hid'?  I  (houM  not  bid  again. 

K.  Rich.   Norfolk,  throw  down    we  bid  j- there  is  n» 

boot. 
Mowh.  Myfelf  I  throw,  dread  Sovereign,   at  thy  foot. 
My  life  thou  fhalt  command,    but  not  my  fhame  j 
The  one  my  duly  owes  ;    but  my  fair  name, 
(Defpight  of  death,    that  lives  upon  my  grave), 
To  dark  d  (honour's  ufe  thou  (halt  not  have. 
7  am  difg-^ac'd,    impeach'd,    and  bafiled  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul  with  (lander's  venom 'd  fpear  : 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heaxt-blood 
"Which  brcath'd  this  poifon. 

K.  Rich.    Rage  mufl:  be  withrtood  : 
Give  mc  his  gage  :    lions  make  leopards  tame. 

Mo-wb.   Yea,  but  not  change  their  fpots :  take  but  my 
And  I  refign  my  gage.    My  dear,  dear  Lord,         [(barae, 
//     The  pureft  treafure  mortal  times  afford, 
Is  fpotlefs  reputation  ;  thaf  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,   or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten  times-barr'd-up  cheft, 
]s  a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breaft. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life,  boih  grow  in  one  ; 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 
Then,   dear  my  Liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try  ; 
\\       In  that  I  i:ve.  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Rich*    Coffin,    throw  down   your  gage  ;    do  yon 

begin. 
Bol:,!^.  O  heav'n  defend  my  foul  from  fuch  foul  fin ! 
Shall  I  feem  crcft  fall'n  in  my  father's  fight, 
Or  with  pa'c  beggar-face  impeach  my  height, 
Before  thii  our-dard  dafhid  ?   ->e  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  my  i.a.iour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong, 
Of  found  Cq  bafc  a  pa:le,   my  tuth  lliall  tear 
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The  flavKlj  motive  •  of  recanting  fear, 

And  fp.t  it  blecdmg.  in  his  high  d'/grace» 

t  hcr^c  Ihame  doth  harbour,  ev'u  tn  Mo.hra^y^s^fac^^^^^^ 

J^   J?ifi    Wc  were  not  horn  to  fue,   but  to  command  i 
Which  fince  we  cannot  d-  to  make  you  f  nends, 
Be  leady,   as  your  lives  (hall  aniwer  it, 
At  Coventry  up-n  -^t  Lambert's  day. 
There  (hall  you.  (words  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  fwellifg  d.ff'rcnce  of  your  fettled  hate  : 
Since  we  cannot  attonc  you.  you  (hau  lee 
JuOite  decide  the  v.aor's  chivalry. 

Lord  Mar(hal,  liid  out  cfficers  at  arms  rr..,nt 

Be  ready  to  dirtft  thcfe  home-alarms.  ItLX.uitU 

^  SCENE        III. 

Chavgcs  10  the  Duke  of  Lircajlcr's  pahce. 
Erdcr  Gaunt,  and  Duchcjl  cf  G!ouce(^er. 
GaunU   Alas  !  the  part  I  had  i^  Glo'ftcr's  blood  • 
poth  morefolicit  me  than  your  exclaims, 
To  Hir  againll  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
Bu    fince  correOion  iieth  in  thofc  hands, 
Wltich  made  the  fault  that  wc  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  cur  quarrel  to  the  will  of  Heav'n  ; 
Who  when  it  fees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  c  (Tenders' heads. 

Duch.  Finds  brotherhood  in  theero  (harper  fpur. 
Ha'h  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire? 
Edwards'  fev'n  fms,  whereof  thyfclF  art  one, 
Were  as  fev'n  vials  of  his  facred  blood; 
Or  fev'n  fa'r  branches  fpr  nging  from  one  root : 
Sorr-e  of  thcfe  Ctw'n  are  dry'd  by  Nature's  courfc  J 
Some  oflhofe  branches  by  thedeft'nies  cut  : 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  Lord,  my  life,  my  Glo  Iter, 
(One  via!  full  of  Ed>Aard's  Gtred  blood, 
One  f^ourilhlng  branch  of  his  moa  royal  root), 
Is  crack'd,  and  ajl  the  pncious  liquor  fpilt ; 
Is  hack'd  down,  and  hisfuramer-leaves  all  faded, 
4 
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By  Envy's  hand,  and  Murder's  bloody  axe  ! 

Ah,  Gaunt!   his  blood  was  thine  :   that  bed,  that  vpomb, 

Thar  metal,   that  felf  mould  that  fafhion'd  thee, 

Made  him  a  man  ;  and  though  thou  liv'a  and  brcaih'rt, 

Yet  art  thou  flain  in  him  ;   thou  doft  confent 

In  forre  large  meafure  to  thy  father's  death  ; 

In  that  thou  feeft  thy  wretched  brother  die/ 

Who  was  the  model  of  thy  fathei's  life. 

Call  it  not  pafience,    Gaunt,  it  is  dc-fpair. 

In  fuffVing  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughter'd 

Thou  (hew'ft  the  naked  path-way  to  thy  life 

Teaching  ftern  Murther  how  to  butcher  thee. 

That  which  in  mean  men  we  intitle  patience, 

Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breads. 

What  (hall  I  fay?  to  fafcguard  thine  own  life, 

The  beft  way  is  to  'venge  my  Glo'Iltr's  death; 

Gaunt.  God^s  is  the  quarrel;    for  God's  fubftitute^ 
KIs  deputy  anointed  in  his  fight, 
Hath  caus'd  his  death  :  the  which  if  wrongfully, 
Let  God  revenge  ;  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  againft  his  minifter. 

Duch.  Where  then,  alas,  may  I  complain  myfelf? 

Gaunt.  To  Heav'n,  the    widow's  champion   and  de» 
fence. 

"Duch.  Why  then,  I  will ;    farewel,   old  Gaunt,  fare-        3? 
Thou  goe'd  to  Coventry,  there  to  behold  [wcl. 

Our  coudn  Hcieford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 
O,  fit  my  halband's  wrongs  on  Hereford's  fpear. 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbray's  breall  ! 
Or,  if  misfortune  mils  the  firft  career, 
Be  Mowbf  ay's  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bolbm. 
That  they  may  bieak  his  foaming  courfer's  back-, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  caitiff  recreant  to  my  coufiu  Hereford  ! 
Farewel,   eld  Gaunt;   thy  fbmetime  *  brother's  wifis 
With  her  companion  Gritf  muft  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.    Sifter,  farcwcl;   I  muft  to  Coventry, 
Ai  much  good  ftay  with  thee,   as  go  wiih  me  I 
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Duch.  Yet   one  word  more  ;  grief  boundeth   where  ?t 
>Jot  with  the  empty  hollownefs,    but  weight  :  [falls, 

I  take  tny  leave  before  I  have  begun  ; 
For  forrowends  not  when  it  feemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  brother,  Edmund  York  : 

Lo,  this  is  all nay,   yet  depart  not  fo; 

Though  this  be  all,  dn  not  Co  quickly  go  : 
1  (hall  remember  more.     Bid  him         oh,  what  • 
\^\th  all  good  fpeed  at  Piafhic  vifit  me. 
Alack,  and  what  (hall  good  old  York  fee  there, 
But  empty  I'dgings,   and  unfurni(h'd  walls, 
Unpeopled  cflices,  untrodden  fiones?  -y 
And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans? 
Therefore  commend  mc,— let  him  not  come  there 
To  (eck  out  forrow  that  dwells  every  where; 
AH  dcfblate  will  I  from  hence,  and  die; 
The  laft  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.       [Exeunt* 
SCENE     IV.       The  lifts  at  Coventry. 

Enter  the  Lord  MarpaJy  and  the  D  ke  of  Aumerle. 

J\/Iar.  My  Lord  Aumerle,  is  Harry  Hercfoid  arm'd? 

^tim.  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 

Mar.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk,  fptightfully  and  bold, 
Stays  but  the  fummons  of  th'  appellant's  trumpet. 

yiam.   Why  then,   the  champions  are  prepar'd,  and  fTay 
For  nothing  but  his  Majefiy's  approach.  [Flourijh. 

The  trumpets  found,  and  the  Kin^^  enters  -with  his  Nolies  : 

-when  they  are  ftt,  enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  in  armSf 

defendant. 

K.  Rich.  Marfhal,   demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms; 
A(k  him  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufc. 

Mar.   In  God's  name  and  the  King's,    fay  who  thon 
art?  [To  Mowbt 

And  why  thou  com'd  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms? 
Againft  what  man  thou  com'ft,  and  what  thy  quarrel? 
Speak  truly  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thine  oath, 
And  Co  defend  ihee  Heaven,  and  thy  valour ! 

MoTvb.  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray^  Duke  of  Nor- 
"Who  Either  conje,  ergsged  by  my  oath,  [/•'*• 

(Which 
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(which  Heav'o  defend  a  Knight  (hould  violate!), 

Both  to  defend  my  loyahy  and  truth, 

To  God,  mv  K  ng.  and  my  fucceeding  ifTue, 

Againfl  the  Duke  of  Heref  »id,  that  appeals  me; 

And  by  the  giace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm, 

To  prove  him  in  defending  of  myfcif, 

A  faitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  and  me; 

And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  Heav'n  ! 

The  trumpets  found.     Enter  Bolingbroke,  appellant ^  inar' 

wour 

K  Rich.  Marfhal.  afk  yonder  knight  In  arms, 
Bo'h  wh'i  he  is    arri  why  he  comcth  hither, 
Thus  p'ated  in  habiliments  of  war: 
And  Fnrmalh',  according  to  our  law, 
Dcp')fe  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar,    What  is  thy  name,  and  wherefore  com 'ft  thol 
hifher. 

Before  King  Richard,  in  his  Royal  lifts?  [To  Boling, 

Againrt  whom  comeft  thou?  and  what's  thy  quarrel? 
Spe-k  like  a  true  kn'ght,  (b  dr^end  thee  Heav'n! 

BoHn^.  H'lrri  of  Hereford,  L-mcafier,  and  Derhy^ 
Am  I,   who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  arms, 
To  prove,    by  Hcav'ns  grace  and  my  body's  valour, 
In  'ifts.  on    ThomaN  Vlowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
That  he's  a  traitor  foul  and  dsngerous, 
To  :^od  of  heav'ii.  King  Richard,  and  to  me; 
And,  as  I  truly  fight    defend  me  Heav'n  I 

Mar     On  pa;n  of  dejth,  no  p-rfon  be  fo  bold, 
Or  darli.g  hardy,  as  to  touch  ilie  lifts, 
Except  the  Maiihal  and  fiirh  cfficers 
App'^mted  to  diredl  ihefc  fair  dehgns. 

Bolhig     Lord    Marlhal,   let   me   kiQ  my  Sovereign's 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  Majefty  :  [hand, 

For  Mowbray  and  myfelf  arc  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  "  eary  pilgrimage ; 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave, 
And  lovirg  fi'e-^c!    of  our  feveral  friends. 

Alar.  Th'  appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  Highnefs, 

[ToK    Rich. 
And  craves  to  kils  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 
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A".  Rich.  \Vc  will  defccnd,  and  fold  him  In  our  arms. 
Coulin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  caufe  is  right, 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  Royal  fight ! 
Farcwel,  my  blood  ;  which  if  to-day  thou  filed, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

Bolinc.  Oh,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me?  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray's  fpear : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  faulcon's  flight 
Againtt  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. 
My  loving  Lotd,  I  take  my  leave  of  you; 
Of  you,  my  poble  coufin,  Lord  Aumerle. 

[[Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death ; 
But  luQy,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  breath.— —= 
Lo,  as  at  Englifh  feafts,  fo  I  regreet 
I  The  da  ntieft  laft,  to  make  the  end  mofl  fweet :] 
Oh  thou !  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood,      [Ttf  Gaunt.  : 

Whofe  youthful  fplrit,  in  me  regenerate, 
Doth  with  a  twofold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  rcach  at  viftory  above  my  head, 
Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers; 
And  Aith  thy  bleffings  fteel  my  lance's  point, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat, 
And  furbilh  new  the  name  of  John  o'  Gaunt 
Ev'n  in  the  lufly  'haviour  of  his  fon. 

Gaunt.    Heav'n  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thce  prcfper- 
Be  fwift  like  li-ht'ning  in  the  execution;  [ous! 

And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled. 
Fall  like  amsiing  thunder  on  the  calk 
-  Of  thy  adverlc  pernicious  enemy. 
Roufe  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  brave,  and  live. 

B'Av'g.   Mine  innocence,  God  and  St  George  to  thrive  I 
MoTvl?.  However  Heav'n  or  Fortune  caft  my  lot, 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard's  throne, 
A  loyal,  jui>,  and  up-ight  gentleman. 
Never  did  captive  wi'h  a  freer  heart 
Cafl  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontroul'd  enfranchiftment, 
More  tl.an  my  dancing  (bul  doth  celebrate 
This  fcaif  of  battle  with  mine  adverfary. 

VcL.  IV.  JB  Mofl 
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Moll  mighty  Liege,  and  my  companion  Peers, 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wi(h  of  happy  years; 
As  gentle  and  as  jocund,  as  to  juft, 
Go  I  to  fight:  Truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 

K.  Rich.  Farewel,  my  Lord ,  fccurely  I  cfpy 
Virtue  with  valour  couched  in  thine  eye. 
Order  the  trial,  MarOial,  and  begin. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Receive  thy  lance;   and  Heav'n  defend  thy  right! 

BoUng.  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry.  Amen. 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance  to  Thomas  Duke  o   Norfolk. 

1  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  Sovereign,  and  himfelf, 

On  pain  to  be  found  falfc  and  rccrcanr, 

To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 

A  traitor  to  his  God,  his,  King,  and  him ; 

And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 

2  Her.  Here  flandeth  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant,  [Norfolk, 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 

Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 

To  God,  his  Sovereign,  and  to  him,  difloyal; 

Couragioufly,  and  with  a  free  defire, 

Attending  but  the  fignal  to  begin.         [A  cltrge founded^ 

Mar.  Sound,  trumpets;  and  (et  forward,  combatants. 
—  But  ftay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K.  Rich.    Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets  and   their 
And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again  :  [fpears 

"Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  trumpets  (bund, 
While  wc  return  tbefe  Dukes  what  wc  decree. 

[A  Icngfl  urijh;  after  which  the  King 
/peaks  to  the  combatants* 
Draw  near;  ■  «■  ■  m 

And  iift,  what  with  our  council  we  have  done 
For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  (hould  not  be  foil'd 
"With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hath  fofter'd ; 
And  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afpeft 
Of  civil  wounds  ploughM  up  with  neighbour  fwordfi ; 
[And  for  we  think,  the  eagle  winged  pride 
Of  fty-afpifiug  and  aoibitiouj  thoughts 

With 
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"With  rival-hating  Envy  fct  you  on, 

To  wake  our  peace    which  in  our  country's  craddle 

Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  fleep  * ;] 

Which  thus  rou^'d  up  with  bolftVous  untun'd  drums, 

And  harfti  rcfounding  trumpets  dreadful  bray, 

And  grating  (hock  of  wrathful  iron  arms, 

Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  fair  Peace, 

And  make  us  waJe  even  in  our  kindred's  blood:  j 

Therefore  we  banilli  you  our  territories. 

You,  coufin  Hereford,  on  pain  of  death, 

Till  twice  five  fummcrs  have  enri.h'^d  our  fields, 

Shall  not  rcgreet  our  fair  dominions, 

But  tiead  the  ftranger  paths  of  baniffiment. 

BoUng.  Your  will  be  done  :  this  muft  my  comfort  be^ 
That  fun  that  warms  you  here,  (hall  fliine  on  me; 

And  thoft  his  golden  beams  to  you  here  lent, 

Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banilhmcnt.  ^ 

K  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom, 

"Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce. 

The  fly  flow  hoars  (hall  not  determinate 

The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  deer  exile  ; 

The  hopelefs  word,  of  never  to  return^ 

Breathe  I  aga'nft  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Mo-wb.  A  heavy  fcntence,  my  moft  fovereign  LIfge, 

And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  Highnefs'  mouth, 

A  dearer  merit,  not  fo  deep  a  maim, 

As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  air, 

Have  I  deferved  at  your  Highnefs'  hands. 

The  language  I  have  learn'd  thcfe  forty  years, 

My  native  Eoglilli,  now  I  muft  forego  ; 

And  now  my  tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more, 

Than  an  unf^ringed  viol,  or  a  harp  ; 

Or  like  a  cunning  inftrument  cas*d  up. 

Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 

•  The  five  linei  tnclofed -within  crotchets,  viere  infettedy 

from  the  firfi  edition  in  I  598,  by  Mr  Pope :  but   inadver- 

tertly ;  for  tbty  -were  afterwards  omitted  by  Shake/pear,  as 

not  agreeing  to  thereji  of  the  context;  uubicbf  en  revife,  he 

tho:<£htfit  to  alter.      Mr  Warburion. 

B  a  That 
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That  knows  no  touch  to  tunc  the  harmony. 
[Within  my  mouth  you  have  engoal'd  my  tongue, 
Doubly  port  cullis'd  with  my  teeth  and  lips; 
And  dull,  uafiseling,  barren  Ignorance 
^fs  made  my  goaler  to  attend  on  me] 
3  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe, 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now  : 
"What  is  thy  fentence,  then,  but  fpcechlefs  death, 
"Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath? 

K.  Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  bccompaffionate;  * 
After  our  (entcnce,  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Mo-wh,  Tl  ea  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country's  light 
To  dwell  in  folemn  (hades  of  cndiefs  night. 

K.  Rich.  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  yc« 
Lay  on  our  Royal  fword  your  bani(h'd  hands  j 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heav'n, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banifh  with  yourfelves^ 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  adminifter: 
You  never  fliall  (fo  help  you  truth,  and  heav*n!) 
Embrace  each  other's  love  in  bani(hment  j 
Kor  ever  look  upon  each  other's  face, 
l<Ior  ever  write,  regreet,  or  reconcile 
Thislow'ring  tempurt  of  your  home-bred  hate; 
>Jor  ever  by  advifed  purpufe  meet, 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  tomplot  any  ill, 
'Gainft  us,  our  flate,  our  fubjeds,  or  our  land. 

Baling.  I  fwear. 

Mowb.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this.  _ 

Bo'.ing.  Norfolk,  fo  far,  as  to  mine  enemy:—— 
By  this  time,  had  the  King  permitted  us,  \in  falutatioih 
One  of  our  (buis  had  wander'd  in  the  air, 
Banifh'd  this  frail  (epulchre  of  our  fltlh, 
As  now  our  flafh  isbanifh'd  from  this  land. 
Conftfs  thy  treafons,  ere  thou  fly  this  realm; 
Since  thou  haft  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  foul. 

Moivb.  No,  Bolingbrokc;  if  ever  I  were  traitor, 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life, 

*  Compaffi onate,  far  plaintive. 

An<J 
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And  I  from  heav'n  baniHi'd  as  from  hence ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heav'n,  thou,  and  J  do  know, 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  King  ftiall  rue. 
Farcwcl,   my  Liege;  now  no  way  can  I  Hraj', 
Save  back  to  England ;  all  the  world's  my  way. 

[Exitr 

S     C    E    N    E        A^  ' 

K.  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glafles  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart,  thy  fad  afped 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banilh'd  years 
Pkck'd  four  away ;   fix  frozen  winters  fpent, 
Return  wi:h  welcome  home  from  banifliment. 

BoUng.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word! 
Four  lagging  winters  and  four  wanton  fprings 
Ead  in  a  word ;   fuch  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  of  me  ,^ 

He  (hortcns  lour  years  of  my  fon's  exile  :  ll 

But  little  'vantage  (hall  I  reap  thereby; 
For  ere  the  fix  years  that  he  hath  to  fpend, 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring. their  times  about, 
My  oil-dry'd  lamp  and  time-bewaltcd  light 
Shall  be  extinft  with  age  and  endlcfs  night; 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done, 
And  blindfold  death  not  l»t  me  lee  my  fon. 

A".  Rich.  Why^  uncle?  thou  hatt  many  years  to  livf. 
Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute,  King,  that  thou  can(t  give;, 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canft  with  luUen  forrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow  ; 
Thou  canft  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  ftop  no  wrinRle  in  his  pilgrimage; 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him,  for  my  death, 
But  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K  Rich.  Thy  fon  is  bauilh'd  upon  j^ood  advice, 
"Whereto  thy  tongue  a  paiiy-verdi£\  gave; 
"Why  at  our  juftict  feem'ft  thou  then  to  lovw'r  ? 

Gjunt    Things  Iwect  to  tafte,  prove  in  digcftion  four, 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge;  but  I  had  Taihcr 
You  w^uld  have  bid  me  atguc  like  a  father. 
O,  had  it  been  a  (hanger,  not  my  child, 
To  foigoih  his  ftu'l  1  would  havebccc  more  mild. 
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Alas,  I  look'd  when  Come  of  you  fhould  fay, 
I  was  too  {\r\i\  to  make  mine  own  away. 
£ut  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 
Againft  my  will,  to  do  myfelf  this  wrong. 
A  partial  flander  fought  I  to  avoid, 
And  in  the  fentence  my  own  life  dcflroy^. 

K.  Rich.  Coufin,  farewel ;  and,  uncle,  bid  him  Co. 
Six  years  we  baniih  him,  and  he  (ball  go»  [Fiourijh, 

[Exit, 
SCENE        VI. 

j4um.  Coufin,  farewel ;  what  presence  muft  not  know^ 
From  where  you  do  remain  let  paper  (how. 

Alar  My  Lord,  no  leave  take  I;   for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  to  what  purpofeduft  thou  hoard  thy  words 
That  ihou  return'll  no  greeting  to  thy  friends? 

Boling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 
When  the  tongue's  office  (hould  be  prodigal. 
To  breathe  th' abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time, 

JBbling.  Joy  abfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  fix  winters?  they  are  quickly  gone. 

JSoliig.  To  men  in  joy,  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'rt  for  pleafurs, 

IS'jUr.g,  My  heart  will  figh  when  I  milcall  it  fo, 
T/hich  finds  it  an  infbrced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fullen  pafTage  of  thy  weary  (leps 
Efteem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fel 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home  return. 

Boling.  Nay,  rather,  ev^^ry  tedious  ftride  I  make 
"Will  but  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  world 
I  wander  from  the  jewels  that  I  love. 
Muil  Lnot  ferve  a  long  apprenticehood 
To  foreign  paflages,  and  in  the  end 
Having  my  freedom,  boaft  of  nothing  e!(e 
But  that  I  was  a  journeyman  to  grief? 

Cuunt.  All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  vifits, 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  neccflity  to  reafon  thus; 
There  i£  nc  virtue  like  necefnty. 

Think 
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Think  not  the  King  did  banifh  thee ; 

But  thou  the  King.     Who  doth  the  heavier  fit, 

Yr'here  it  perceives  it  is  but  faintly  borne. 

Go  fay,  I  fent  thee  forth  to  purchafe  honour  j 

And  not,  the  King  exil'd  thee.     Or  fuppofe, 

Devouring  peftilence  hangs  in  our  air, 

And  thou  art  flying  to  a  frtlher  clime» 

Look  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 

To  lie  that  way  tb<iu  g.>'(l,  not  whcnte  thou  com*ft» 

Suppofe  the  fmging  birds,  muficians ; 

The  grafs  whereon  thou   tread'rt,  the  preftnce-floorj 

The  fiow'rs,  fair  ladies;  and  thy  rteps,    no  more 

Than  a  delightful  meafure,  or  a  dance.  ^ 

For  gnarling  forrow  hath  Icfs  pow'r  to  bite 

The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  fets  it  light. 

Boling.  Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand^ 
By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucafus  i 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feaft? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnow, 
Bv  thinking  on  fantaftic  lun-.mcr's  heat; 
Oh,  no!   the  apprchenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  r 
Fell  sorrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  (ore. 

GaunU  Come,  come,  my  fon,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy 
Had  I  thy  youth,  and  caufe,  I  would  not  flay.         [way. 

Bolwg.    Then,     England's   ground,    farewell;    Iwefit 
(oil,  adieu, 
My  mother  and  my  nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet. 
"Where-e'er  I  wander,   boaft  of  this  I  can, 
ThoDfih  banifh'd,  yet  a  true  born  Englithman. 

^  [ExeutiU 

SCENE     VII.       Changes   to  the  court- 
Enter  King   Richard,    and  Bagot,  trc.  at  one  door;  and 
the  Lord  Aumerle,  at  the  othir. 

K.  Rich.  We  did,  indeed,  oh(£rve Coufin  Aumerle, 

How  tar  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

y^um.   I  brought  h  gh  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  fOf 
But  to  the  next  highway,  and  there  X  left  him. 
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K>  Rich,  And   fay,    what  ftore  of  parting  tears  were 
(bed? 

j4um.  'Faith,  none  by  me;  except  the  north-eaft  a md 
(Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  faces) 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheum ;  and  Co  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

K.  Rich.  What  faid  your  coufin  when  you  parted  with 

him? 
j4um.  Farewel. 
And,  for  my  heart  difdalncd  that  my  tongue 
Should  fb  profane  the  word,  that  taught  rae  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreffion  of  fuch  grief, 
That  words  feem  buried  in  my  forrow*s  grave. 
Marry,  would  the  woid  fareivd  have  lengthened  bours^ 
And  added  years  to  his  fhjrt  banilhment, 
He  ftiould  have  had  a  volume  of  farewcls,*^ 
But.  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich,  He  is  our  kinfman,  coufin;  but  'tis  doubt^ 
"When  time  (hall  call  him  home  from  banifliment, 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  (ee  his  friends. 
Ourfelf;  and  Bufljy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
Obfcrv'd  his  courtfhip  to  the  common  people : 
How  he  did  fcem  to  dive  into  their  hearts, 
With  humble  and  familiar  courtefy  ; 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  fiavey; 
Wooing  poor  craftfmen  with  the  craft  offmiles> 
And  patient  under  bearing  of  his  fortune  ; 
As  'twere  to  banifh  ihcir  affi;£ls  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter  wench  ; 
A  brace  of  dray  men,  bid  Gcd  fpeed  him  well  !' 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee  ; 
With,— Thanks,  my  countrymen,   ray  loving  friends  f 
As  wtre  our  England  in  reverfion  his, 
And  he  our  fubjefls'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.  Well,  be  is  gone,    and   with    him   go  theft 
thoughts. 
Now,  for  the  rebels,  which  ftand  out  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  manage  muft"be  made,  my  Liege, 
Ere  further  leizure  yield  them  further  means 
for  their  advantage,  and  your  Highiicfs'lols. 

K  Richt 
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K.  Rich.  We  uill  ourfelf  in  pcrfon  to  this  war ; 
And    for  our  coffers  with  too  great  a  court, 
And 'liberal  largefs,    are  grown  lomewhat  light, 
We  arc  inforcM  to  farm  our  royal  realm, 
The  revenue  whereof  fhall  furnifh  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand  ;  if  they  come  fliort, 
Our  fubnitutesat  home  fhall  have  blank  charters; 
Whereto,  when  they  (hall  know  what  men  arc  nth, 
They  fhall  fubfcribe  them  for  large  fums  of  gold 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Ei'ter  Bu(hy. 

K.  Rich.   BulTiy,   what  news  ? 

Bi'fiy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  fjck,  my  Lord, 
Suddenly  taken,   and  hath  lent  poft-hafte 
T'  intreat  your  Majefly  to  vifit  him. 

K.  idcb.  Where  lies  he  ? 

3:'py-  AtEly-houfc. 

K.  Rich.  Now  put  it,  heav'n,  in  his  phyfician  s  mind, 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately. 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  fhall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  foldiers  for  thefe  Irifh  wars. 
Come,  Gentlemen,   let's  all  go  vifit  him. 
pray  heav'n  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  too  late! 
'  [Exeunt, 


tc 
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Ely-houfi, 

Gaunt  brought  in  fick,  -with  ihe.Duh  o/York. 

Caunt.  \\1  III  the  King  come,  that  I  may  breathe  my 

W  laft 

In  wholfome  counfel  to  his  unftay'd  youth  ? 

Tork.    Vex   not    yourfelf,  nor  Itrive  not   with    your 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear.  [breathe  ; 

Gaunt.    Oh  but,    they  fay,  the  lonoues  of  dying  mea 
Inforce  attention,    like  deep  harmony. 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they're  fdJom  fpent  in  vain  ; 
Tor  they  breaths  truth  tliat  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 
''  [He 
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[He that  no  more  muft  fay,   is  liften'd  more 

Than  they  whom  y  luth  and  eafe  have  taught  to  glofc; 

More  are  mens'  ends  mark'd,  then  their  lives  before; 
•  hefetting  fun,     ■  ■  and  mufic  in  the  clofe.  '     ■ 

^s  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets  is  fweeteft  laft  ; 
»>it  in  rcmemSrance,  more  than  things  long  pad; 

Though  Richard  my  life's  counfel  would  not  hear, 

My  death's  fad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear.] 
Tork.  His  ear  is  flopt  with  othei  flatt'ring  charms^ 
As  prailes  of  his  ftate  ;    there  are,  befide, 
Lafcivious  meetcrs,   to  whofc  venom'd  r)un(i 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  lillen  ; 
Report  of  fafliions  in  proud  Italy, 
Whofe  matiners  dill  our  tardy,   »pi(h  nation 
Limps  after,    in  bafe  aukward  imitation. 
"Where  doth  the  world  thruft  forth  a  vanity 
(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpeft  how  vile) 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  hear  J, 
"Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard 

[[Diredl  not  him,   whofe  way  himfelf  will  chuft  ; 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack'ft.and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lo/c.J 
Gaunt.   Methinks  I  am  a  prophet  new  infpir'd, 
And,   thus  expiring,  do  foretel  of  him, 
His  rafh,   fierce  blaze  of  lijt  cannot  laft; 
For  violent  fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves. 
Small  fliow'rs  laft  long,  but  fudden  ftorms  are  (hort. 
He  tires  betimes,   that  fpurs  too  fart  betimes  ; 
"With  eager  feeding,   food  doth  choke  the  feeder ; 
Light  vanity,  infatiate  coromant, 
Confuming  means,   foon  preys  upon  itfelf. 
The  royal  throne  of  Kings,  this  fcepter'd  ifle, 
This  earth  of  Majefty,   this  feat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demi  paradife, 
This  fortrcO,  built  hy  N  Jture  for  herfelf, 
Againft  infeilton,  and  the  hand  of  war; 
This  happy  breed  of  men,    this  Htt!e  world^ 
This  precious  (lone  fet  in  the  filver  fea, 
"Which  (crves  it  in  the  oflScc  of  a  wall, 
Ot  ai  a  moat  dcfenfivc  to  a  houfc, 

Againll 
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Againrt  the  envy  of  left  happier  lands  ; 
This  nurfe,    this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kings, 
Foar'd  for  their  breed,    and  famous  by  their  birth; 
Renowned  for  ihcir  deeds,  as  fai  from  homCi 
For  Chriflian  fervice  and  true  chivalry, 
As  is  the  fcpulchre  in  ftubborn  Jury 
Of  the  world's  ranfom,   blefled  Mary's  Con  ; 
This  land  <if  fuch  dear  fouls,    this  dear    dear  I«ad, 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world, 
Is  now  leas'd  out,  (I  die  pronouncing  it). 
Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm. 
Enjjland,    bound  in  with  the  triumphant  (ea, 
Whofe  r'  cky  (horc  beats  back  the  envious  fiege 
Of  watry  Neptune,    is  bound  in  with  ftiame, 
With  inky  blots,   and  rotten  parchment  bonds. 
That  England  rhat  was  wnnt  to  ccnquer  others,  ^ 

Hath  ma.:e  a  fhamefnl  conqucft  of  it(elf.  1^| 

Ah  !  would  the  fcandal  vani(h  with  my  life, 
How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death  ! 
SCENE         II. 
Er.ter  Kirg  Richard,    Q^em,    Aumerle,    Bu(hy,  Green, 
Bagot,  Rofs,  and  Willoughby. 
Tcri.   The  King  is  come    deal  mildly  with  his  youth  J 
Forjounghot  colts,  being  rag'd,  do  rage  the  more 

Queen    How  fares  our  noble  uncle,    Lancafter  .'  J 

K.Rich.  What  comfort,    man?  how  is   it    with  agej 
Gaunt  ? 
[Gaunt.  Oh  how  that  name  befits  my  compofition  ! 
Old  Gaunt,   indeed    and  gaunt  in  being  old. 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  faft  ; 
And  who  aHftains  from  meat  that  is  not  gaunt  f 
For  fleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch'd, 
Watching  breeds  leannefs,  leannefs  i-  all  gaunt. 
The  pieafure  that  Ibme  fathers  feed  upon. 
Is  my  ftrift  faft;     I  mean,  my  childrens*  looks; 
And,  tliertin  farting,  thou  hafl  made  me  gaunt. 
Gaunt  ani  I  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whofe  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 
K.Rich.  Can  fick  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  names.' 
Gau/.i.  No,  mifery  makes  (port  to  mock  itfelf. 

Slnci 
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Since  tboudoft  feek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  King,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Bch.  Should  dying  men  flatter  thole  that  live  f 

Gauvt   No.  no ;  men  liring  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

K.  Rich.  Thou,  now  a-dying,  fay'ft,  thou  fiatter'ft  me. 

Gaunt.  Oh  1  no ;  thou  dieft,  though  I  ficker  be. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,   I  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.   Now,   he  that  made  me  knows  I  fee  thee  iILj 
'll  in  myfelf,  but  feeing  thee  too,  ill. 
Thy  deathbed  is  no  iefler  than  the  land, 
\7herein  thou  licft  in  reputation  fick  ; 
And  thou,   too  carelefs  patient  as  thou  art, 
Giv'ft  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  tbsfe  phyfjcians  that  firft  wounded  thee* 
A  thoufand  flattVers  fit  within  thy  crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bioger  than  thy  head, 
And  yet  incaged  in  fo  fmall  a  verge, 
Thy  wafte  is  no  whit  lefler  than  thy  land. 
Oh    had  thy  grandfire,    with  a  prophet's  eye, 
See'n  how  his  fon's  fon  fliould  deftroy  his  fons, 
t'rom  Forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  ihamCj 
Depofmg  thee  before  thon  w.^rt  polU(s'd, 
\Vho  art  pofTefs'd  now  to  dep  ^le  thyfelf. 
Why,    coufin,  wert  thou  regcjit  of  the  world, 
Jt  were  a  (hame  to  let  this  land  by  leafe. 
But  for  thy  world  enjoying  bur  this  land. 
Is  it  not  more  than  (hame  to  fhame  it  fo  ?  _ 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou  n  >w,  not  King. 
Thy  !ta  e  of  law  isbondflave  to  the  law; 

And  .hou V.  1  r    I 

K.  R:ch    And  thou,   a  lunatic  l^an  witied  fool, 

Prefumin^  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dar'ft  with  'hy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  check  ;   chafing  the  royal  blood 
"Wi'.h  fury  'roro  his  native  refidence. 
Now,  by  ruy  leat's  right  rcyal  majedy, 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward  s  fon, 
Thi^  torgue  that  .ans  fo  roundly  in  thy  head, 
Should  run  thy  h...d  from  thy  unrevcrend  flioulders. 
Gaunt,  Ob,  fpare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward  s  Ton, 
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For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  Ton. 

That  blood  already,  like  the  pelican, 

Haft  thou  tapt  our,  and  drupkenly  carows'J. 

My  biother  Glo'fter,   plain  well-meaninji  foul, 

(  Whom  fair  befall  in  hcav'n  'mong'ft  happy  fouls!) 

May  be  a  precedent  and  witneft  good, 

That  thou  refpcCis  not  fpilling  Edward's  blood. 

Join  with  the  ptefent  fickncfs  that  I  have, 

And  thy  unkindncfs  be  like  crooked  age, 

To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  wither *d  flower. 

Live  in  thy  fhamc,    but  die  not  (liame  with  thee! 

TbcJc  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be  ! 

Convey  me  to  my  bed,   then  to  my  grave  : 

Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have. 

'  [i!^xit,  borne  ouU 

K.  Rich.   And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  fullcnshavej 
For  both  haft  thou,   and  both  become  the  grave. 

York.  I  do  belecch  your  Majcfty,  impute 
His  words  to  wayward  ficklinefs,  and  age; 
He  I'ves  you.  on  my  life  ;  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.  Rich    Right,  yru  fay  true  ;  as  Hereford's  love,  lb 
As  theirs,  To  mine  ;    and  all  be  as  it  is.  [his  - 

SCENE     irr.  * 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Kortb.  My  Liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  foyour 

K  Rich.    What  fays  old  Gaunt  ?  fMajefty, 

North    Nay,  noth  rg  ;  all  is  fa  id  : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  inflrument; 
"Words,  life,    and  all,  old  Lancafrer  hath  fpenf. 

I'oik    Be  York  the  rext  that  muft  be  bankrupt  fo ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K  Rich.  The  ripeft  fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he; 
His  lime  is  (pent,    our  pilgrimage  muft  be: 
So  much  for  that.         Now  for  our  Irifh  wars  : 
We  n,uft  lupplant  thofe  rough  rug  headed  kerns 
Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  ventm  elfc, 
But  or  y  thty,    have  privilege  to  live; 
And,  for  ihcfe  great  affai  s  do  afk  fome  charge, 
Towards  our  afliftance  wc  do  feize  to  us 
-   Vol  IV.  C  Tfcs 
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The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables, 
"Whereof  cur  uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  poflels'd. 

Tork    How  long  (hall  I  be  patient  !   Oh,  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  nie  fuffcr  wrong  I 
Not  Glo'fter's  death,  not  Hereford's  banifl^ment, 
Kot  Gaunt's  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs, 
Nor  the  prevention  of  piior  Bollngbroke 
About  his  itiarriage,    tior  my  own  dijgrace, 
Have  ever  made  me  fow'r  my  patient  cheek, 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  Sovereign's  face. 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  Edward's  (bns, 
Of  whom  thy  father,   Prince  of  Wales,   was  firft  J 
In  war,  was  never  lion  rag'd  more  fierce  ; 
In  peace,  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  rtiild, 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman  j 
His  face  thou  haft,    for  even  fo  look'd  he, 
Accomplilh'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours. 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French^ 
And  not  againft  his  friends :  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  d  d  fpend  ;  and  fpcnt  not  that 
"Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won. 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
Oh,  Richard  !  Yotk  is  too  far  gone  with  grief, 
Or  el(e  he  never  would  compare  between 

K.  Rich.  Why,    uncle,  what's  the  matter  .* 

Tork.  O  my  Liege, 
[[Pardon  me,  if  you  pleaft ;  if  not,  I,  pleas'd 
I^Not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  withal.] 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands, 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banifh'd  Hereford? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  live? 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft,  and  is  not  Harry  true? 
Did  not  the  one  defervc  to  have  an  heir? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deferving  fon  ? 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  llra« 
His  charters,  and  his  cuftomary  rights. 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  enfue  to-day ; 

Be  not  thyfelf, -For  how  art  thou  a  King, 

But  by  fair  fcfjucoce  and  fucceflion  ? 
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If  you  do  wrongfully  fcize  Hereford's  right, 

Call  in  his  letters  patent  that  he  hath, 

By  his  attorneys-general,  to  fue 

His  livery,   and  deny  his  offer'd  homage  ; 

You  pluck  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  hcadj 

You  lofe  a  thoufand  well  difpofed  hearts ; 

And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts, 

"Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich.  Think  what  you  will ;  we  fcize  into  our  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands. 

YoTk    I'll  not  be  by  the  while  ;  my  Licge.  tarewel: 
"What  will  cnfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell. 
But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underftood, 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  t™ 

K.  Rich.  Go,  Bulhy,  to  the  Earl  of  W.hfhirc  ftraight, 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely  houfe, 
To  fee  this  bufinefs  done  :  to  morrow  next 
"We  will  for  Ireland;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow. 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  ourfclf. 
Our  uncle  York  Lord  Governor  of  England: 
For  he  is  juft,  and  aUays  lov^d  us  well. 
Come  on,  our  Queen ;  to  morrow  muO  wc  part ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  ftay  is  (hort.  [Flcurijh. 

^  [Excur:t  King,  Queen,  &c. 

SCENE         IV. 
Manent  Northumberland,  Willoughby,  and  Rofs. 
Klorth.  Well,  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Laticafter  is  dead. 
Rofs.  And  living  too,  for  now  his  f)n  is  Duke. 
JVillo-   Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 
t^orth.  Richly  in  both,  it  juftice  had  her  right. 
Rofs.  My  heart  is  gieat ;  but  it  muit  break  wuh  filencc 
Eie't  be  difburthen'd  with  a  lib'ral  tongue. 

iV'o/'/A.  Nay,  fpeak  thy  mind;  and  let  him  ne'er  fpeak 

Tha'  Ipeaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm  [more, 

mUo,  Tends  what  you'd  fpeak  to  the  Duke  of  Here- 

If  it  be  Co,  out  with  it  boldly,  man  :  [ford? 

Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rcfs.  No  good  at  all  that  1  can  do  for  him, 
Unlcfs  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him, 
B;reft  and  gelded  of  bis  patrimony. 

C  a  Kortb, 
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North.  Now,  afore  heav'n,  It's  ftiame  fuch  wrongs  are 
In  him  a  royal  prince,   and  many  more  [borne 

Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land. 
The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafcly  led 
By  flatterers;,  and  what  they  will  inform 
Merely  in  hate  'gainft  any  of  us  all, 
That  will  the  King  fcverely  profecute 
'Gainft  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 

Ro/s.  The  Commons  hath  he  pill'd  with  grievous  taxes, 
And  loft  their  hearts;  the  Nobles  he  hath  fin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

PTillo.  And  daily  new  exaftions  are  devis'd  ; 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  I  wot  not  what  ; 
But  what  o'  God's  name  doth  become  of  this  ? 

North.  Wars  have  not  wafted  it,  for  warr'd  he  hath  not, 
But  bafcly  yielded  upon  compromife 
That  which  his  anccftors  atchiev'd  with  blows: 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 

Ko/s.  The  Earl  of  Wiltfbire  hath  the  realm  in  farm. 
Willo.   The  King's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken  man, 
North.   Reproach  and  diflblution  hangeth  over  him. 
Rcfs.   He  hath  not  money  for  theft  Irifh  wars, 
(His  burthenous  taxations  notwithftanding), 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  baniOi'd  Duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinfman moft  degenerate  King ! 

But,  Lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempeft  fing, 
Yet  feck  no  fhelter  to  avoid  the  ftorm  : 
We  fee  the  wind  fit  fore  upon  our  fails, 
And  yet  we  ftrike  Hot,  but  fecurely  pe:  i.'h. 

Kofs.  We  fee  the  very  wreck  that  we  muft  fuffer; 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now, 
For  fuff'ring  Co  the  caufes  of  our  wreck. 

North,  Not  fo:   ev'n  through  the  holbw  eyes  of  death 
I  fpy  life  peering;   but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

fViUo.  Nay,  let  us  (hare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft  ours. 
Rofi.  Be  confident  to  fpcak,  Northumberland; 
We  three  are  but  ihyfelf,  and  Ipeaking  fo. 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thouohts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North, 
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Nor  lb.  Then  thus,   my  friends.     I  have  fi  om  Port  Ic 
A  bay  in  Brttagne,  had  intelligence,  [Blanc, 

That  Harry  Hereford,  RainalJ  Loid  Cohham, 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 
His  brother,  Archbilhop  late  of  Canetbmy, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Sir  J  )hn  Rainftun, 
Sir  John  Norbeiie,  Sir  Robert  Wattrton,  and  Francis  Coines, 
All  thtfe  well  furnifh'd  by  the  Duke  of  Bictagne, 
With  eight  tall  (hips,  th-'ee  thoufand  men  of  war, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience, 
And  fbottly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  (here; 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  ftay 
The  firft  dcpartmg  of  the  King  for  Ireland. 
If  then  we  Ihull  fbake  off  our  flavifh  yoke, 
Imp  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wing, 
Redeem  from  brc  king  pawn  the  blemfli'd  crown, 
Wipt  off  the  dufl  that  hides  our  fccptre's  gilt, 
And  make  high  rrajefty  look  like  iiielf; 
Away  with  mc  in  port  to  Ravenfpurg. 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  myfclf  will  go. 

Rofs.   To  horfe,  ti.  horfe;   urge  doubts  to  ihcm  that  fear. 

JFillo.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there. 

[Exeunt* 
S     C     E     N     E       V.         The  couH, 
Enter  Queen,   Bufhy,  and  Bagot. 

Bujl}y.  Madam,  your  Majcfty  is  much  too  (ad  : 
Tou  p'omis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the  King, 
To  lay  afidc  felf-harming  heavincls, 
And  entertain  a  cheartui  difpofition. 

Queen.  To  pleafe  the  King   I  did;  to  pleafc  my/elfj 
I  cannot  do  it.     Yet  I  know  no  caufe 
"Why  1  fhould  welcome  fuch  a  gucft  as  grief; 
Save  bidding  farcwel  to  fo  (weet  a  guefi 
As  my  fwcct  Richard  :  yet  again,  methinks, 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  Fojtune's  womb, 
Is  coming  tow'rd  me  ;   and  my  inward  foul 
"With  lomcthiig  trem'  les,  yet  at  nothing  gr'eves, 
More  than  wiih  part  ng  from  my  Lord  the  King. 

Bujhjf.  Each  fu'.tftance  of  a  giitf  haih  twenty  fhadows 
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"VV'hich  (hew  like  grief  itfelT,  but  are  not  (o. 
For  Sorrow's  eye,  glaz'd  with  blinding  tears, 
Dvides  one  thing  entire,  to  many  o'-'je<fts; 
Like  perfpeftives^  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon, 
Shew  nothing  but  confufion;   ey'd  awrj^, 

Diflinguifti  form. y  So  your  fweet  Majrfly, 

Lo">king  awry  upon  your  Lord's  departure, 
Pinds  (hapes  of  grief,  more  than  himfelf,  to  wall; 
"Which  look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  (hadows 
Of  what  it  is  not.     Gracious  Queen,  then  weep  not 
More  than  your  Lord's  departure;  more'is  not  feen : 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  Sorrow's  eye, 
"Which,  for  th'ngs  true,  weeps  things  imaginary. 

Queen.  It  may  be  fb,  but  yet  my  inward  foul 
Perfuades  me  otherwife :  howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad;  fb  heavy-f.d, 
ffAs  though  on  thinkng,  on  no  thought  I  think, 
[^Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  (brink. J 

Bujhy.  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  Lady* 

Queen.  'Tis  nothing  lefs;  conceit  is  ftill  dcriv'd 
From  (bmc  forefather  grief:  mine  is  not  fb; 
'^[For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fbmething  grief. 
Or  fbmething  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve  ; 
*Tis  in  reverfion  that  I  dn  pofTels; 
But  what  it  is,  thit  is  not  yet  known,  what 
I  cannot  name,  'tis  namelefs  woe,  1  wot  ] 

SCENE       VI  Enter  Green. 

Green^  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefly !  and  wt li  met,  GentTe- 
I  hope  the  King  is  not  yet  (hpp'd  for  Ireland.  [men* 

Qjeen.  Why  hop'rt  thou  fo?  'tis  better  hope  he  is: 
For  his  defigns  crave  haf>e,  his  haHe  good  hope. 
Then  wherefore  doO  thou  hope  he  is  Bot  f}jipp'd  ? 

Green.  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his  power 
And  driv'n  into  delpair  an  enemy's  hope. 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  fooling  in  this  land. 
The  banift'd  Bolingbroke  repeals  himfelf;. 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  fafe  arrlv'J 
At  Ravenfpnrg. 

Queen,   Now  God  in  heav'n  forbid ! 

iirsau  O,  Madam,  M*  too  trwc;  and  what  is  wor(e, 

The 
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'■  The  Lord  Northumberland,  his  young  f^n  Percy,  • 

The  Lords  of  Rofs.  Beawiiond,  and  Willou^hhy,  ^ 

With  all  their  powerful  friends,  are  fl.d  to  him. 

Bupy.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  NorthumberIan<I, 
And  all  of  that  revolted  fafliou,  traitors? 

Green.  We  have:   wliereon  the  Earl  of  Worcefter 
Hdth  Hrokc  his  ftaff,  refign'd  his  ftewardfhip  j 
And  all  the  houfchold  ftrvants  fled  with  him 
To  BoUngbrokc. 

£!iceij.  So  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woe* 
And  Bolingbroke  my  Sorrow^  difmal  heir. 
j  Now  hath  my  foul  brought  forth  her  prodigy, 
;  And  I,  a  gafping  new-dcliver'd  mother, 
Jiave  woe  to  woe,  (brrow  to  forrow  join'd* 
BuJI.'y.  Defpair  not,  Madam. 
Qj^een.  Who  (hall  hinder  me? 
I  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
"With  coicning  Hope;  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parafjte,  a  keeper  back  of  death; 
Who  gently  would  diflolve  the  bands  of  life, 
"Wliich  fal(e  hopes  linger,  in  extremity. 

SCENE     VII.       Enter  York. 
Green-  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  York. 
Queen.  With  figns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck; 
Oh,  full  of  careful  bufincf>  are  his  looks ! 
Uncle    for  hcav'n's  fake,  comfortable  words. 

York.  Should  I  do  fo,   I  ftioiild  bcly  my  thoughts  j 
Comfort's  in  heav'n,  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
"Where  nothing  lives  but  crofles,  care,  and  grief. 
Your  hufband  he  is  gone  to  (ave  far  off, 
"Whi  ft  others  come  to  make  bim  lo(e  at  home. 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  this  land; 
"Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  myfelf, 
Now  comes  the  fiek  hour,  that  his  furfcit  made; 
Now  fhall  he  try  his  friends  that  flatter'd  him. 
En'er  a  Servant. 
Serv.  My  Lord,  your  fon  was  gone  before  I  came. 
I'ork.   He  was  ;  why,  fo,  go  ail  which  way  it  will! 
The  Nobles  they  are  fled,  the  Commons  cold, 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide. 

Oil 
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Get  fhee  to  Plafhie   to  my  fifter  Glo'fler; 
Bid  her  ftnd  prefently  a  thoufand  pound : 
Hold,  take  my  ring. 

Serv    My  Lord,  I  had  forgot 
To  tell,  to  day  I  came  by,  and  call'd  there; 
But  I  ftiall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reit. 

Totk.  What  is*t? 

Serv.  An  hoar  before  I  came  the  Dochefs  dy^d. 

Tork.  Heav'n  for  his  mercy,  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Come  rufhing  on  this  wofui  land  at  once  ! 
1  know  not  what  to  do  :  I  would  to  heav'n 
(So  my  untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it) 
The  King  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's. 
What,  are  there  ports  difpatcb'd  for  Ireland? 
How  fhali  we  do  for  money  for  thefe  wars? 
Come,  fifter ;  (coufin,  I  would  fay)    pray,  pardon  me. 
Go,  fellow,  gee  thte  home,  provide  fbme  carts, 

[To  the  fervant. 
And  bMng  away  the  armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  and  murter  men  ? 
If  I  know  how  to  order  thcfe  affairs, 
Difordcrly  thus  tferurt  into  my  hands, 
Kever  believe  me-     They  are  both  my  kinfmen ; 
The  one  my  Sovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
y\nd  duty  bids  dtfend;   th'  other  again 
iMy  kinfman  is,  one  whom  the  King  hath  wrong'd : 
Whom  confcience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
"Well,  fbmewbat  we  murtdo:  come,  coufin.  111 
Difpofe  of  you.     Go  mufler  up  your  men, 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Berkley  raflle. 
I  fliould  to  PJafhie  too;  ^— — 
But  time  will  not  permit.     All  is  uneven, 
And  every  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  feven. 

[Exeunt  York  and  Queen. 
SCENE     VIII. 

B'fljy.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland, 
But  none  returns;  foi  us  to  levy  power, 
Prop^>ition3bie  to  the  enemy, 
Is  all  impartible. 

Gtftn,  .ScfiJes,  cur  nwineli  to  the  King  in  love. 

Is 
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Is  near  the  hate  of  thofe  love  not  the  King. 

Bagot-    And  that's  the  wav'ring  Commons;    for  their 
Lies  in  their  purfes;  and  who  empties  them,  [lovc 

By  (o  much  fills  iheir  hearts  with  deadly  hate- 

Bujliy-    Wherein  the  King  ftands  generally  condemn'd. 

Bagot.  If  judgment  lie  in  them,  then  (b  do  we; 
Becaufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  Kin  j. 

Green.   Well;  I'll  for  refuge  flraight  to  Briftol  caQle; 
The  Earl  of  Wiltlhire  is  already  there. 

BitP^y.  Thither  will  I  with  you;  for  little  cfBce 
The  hateful  Commons  will  perform  for  us; 
Except,  like  curs,  t«  tear  us  all  in  pieces. 
"Will  you  go  with  us? 

Bagot.  No:  I'll  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefly. 
Fat  ew  ell :  if  heart's  prefages  be  not  van, 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  fhaii  meet  again. 

Bupy.    That's  as  York  thrives,    to  beat  back  Boling* 
broke. 

.Green.  Alas,  poor  Duke !  the  tafk  he  undertakes 
Is  numbring  fands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry  ; 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  fly. 

Bujhy.  Farewcl  at  once,  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 

Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IX. 
Changes  to  a  ivild  profpe^  in  Glouceflerjhire. 
Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Northumberland. 

Bolhg.  How  far  is  it,  my  Lord,  to  Berkley  now.' 

North.  1  am  a  0 ranger  here  in  Glo'fterftiire: 
Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways, 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearifome  : 
And  yt-t  your  fair  difcourfe  has  been  as  fiigar, 
Making  rhe  hard  way  fweet  and  deleftable. 
Bat  I  bethink  me  what  a  weary  way, 
From  Raven(f3urg  to  Cotlho'd,  will  be  found 
In  Rofs  and  Willoughiiy  wanting  your  company, 
Which,  I  proteft  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tedioufnefs  and  procefs  of  my  travel ; 
But  theirs  isfweeten'd  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  prefent  beoefit  that  I  poHefs; 

And 
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And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  joy 
Than  hope  enjoy'd.     By  this  the  weary  Lords 
Shall  make  their  way  Ccem  fhort,  as  mine  haih  done, 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  ynur  noble  company. 

Beling.  Of  much  Ids  value  is  my  company, 
Thao  your  good  words      But  who  comes  here! 

Enler  Percy. 

Kerth.  It  is  my  (on.  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worccftcr.    Whencefocver, 
liarry,  bow  fares  your  uncle? 

Ptrcy.  I  thought,  my  Lord,  t'jjave  Icarn'd  his  health 
of  you. 

I^orth    Why,  is  he  not  with  the  Queen  ? 

Percy,  No,  my  good  Lord    he  hath  forlbuk  the  court| 
Broken  his  flafT  of  office,  and  difpers'd 
The  houQiold  of  the  Kmg. 

North.  What  was  his  reafbn? 
tie  was  not  {b  refjlv'd  when  laft  we  fpake  together. 

Percy.  Because  your  Lordihip  was  proclaimed  traitor* 
But  he,  my  Lord,  is  gone  to  Rav(  nfpurg, 
To  offer  (ervice  to  the  Duke  ot  Hereford  ; 
And  fent  me  o'er  by  Berkley,  to  difcover 
"What  pow'r  the  Duke  of  York  had  Jevy*d  there; 
Then  with  directions  to  repair  to  Ravenfpurg. 

North.   Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford,  boy  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord;  for  that  is  not  forgot, 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember;  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  row;  this  is  the  Duke* 

Percy.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice^ 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  day*  (hall  ripen  and  conBrm 
To  more  approved  lervice  and  defert. 

BoUng.  1  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  and  be  fure^ 
J  count  my(elf  in  nothing  elfe  (b  happy, 
As  in  a  (bul  rememb'ring  my  good  friends; 
And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love, 
It  fhill  be  (iill  thy  true  love's  rccompence. 
My  heart  this  cov'nant  makes,  my  hand  thus  (ealstt. 

.North.  How  far  is  it  to  Berkley?  and  what  (lir 
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Keeps  good  old  York  there  with  his  men  of  war? 

Paiy.  There  ftands  the  caftic  by  yond  tuft  of  trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard; 
And  in  it  are  the  Lords,  York,  Berkley,  Seymour; 
Noncelfe  of  name  and  noble  ellimate- 

Enter  Rufs  and  Willoughby. 
North.  Here  comes  the  Lords  of  Rofs  and  Willoughby, 
Bloody  with  fpurring.  fiery  red  with  hafte. 

Boling    Welcome,  my  Lords ;   I  wot,  your  love  purfues 
A  banifh'd  traitor ;  all  my  treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd, 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompence. 

Roft'  Your  prefence  makes  us  rich,  mod  noble  Lord. 
U'illo.  And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

Boling.  Evermore,  thanks; (th'  exchec^uer  of  the 

Which,  till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  years,        [poor? 
Stands  for  my  bounty.     But  who  now  comes  hercf 

Enter  Berkley^ 
North.  It  is  my  Lord  of  Be<k!ey,  asl  guefs. 
Berk.  My  Lord  of  Hereford,  my  meflage  is  to  yott. 
Bol'tng.  My  Lord,  my  anfwer  is  lo  Lancajieri 
And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  name  in  England, 
And  I  muft  find  that  title  in  your  tongue, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  fay. 

Berk.  Miliakc  me  not,  my  Lord  ;  'tis  not  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out. 
To  you,  my  Lord,    1  come,  (what  Lord  you  will), 
From  the  moft  glorious  of  th.s  land, 
The  Duke  of  York,    to  know  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  abfeni  *  time, 
Aad  fright  our  native  peace  with  felf  born  arms. 
SCENE    X.         Enter  York. 
Boling-  I  (ball  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  yotii 
Hcrecumcs  his  Grace  in  perfon.     Noble  uncle!     [kneels* 

York    Show  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Wh^-fe  diity  is  deceivabie  and  falft^ 
Moling.  My  gracious  uncle  I 


•  i.  c.  unprepared. 


fsrk. 


j^  King  Richard  II,  A^ti, 

T$rlk  Tur,  tut  !    Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  uncle  me 
DO  uncle ! 
I  am  no  traitor's  uncle    and  that  word  Grace^ 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,   is  but  profane. 
Why  have  thofe  banifli'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  duft  of  England's  ground  ? 

But  more  than, why,  why,  have  they  dar'd  to  march  . 

So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bofbm, 
Frighting  her  pale  fac'd  villages  with  war, 
And  oftentation  of  difpofed  arms? 
Com'f}  thou  becaufe  ih'  anointed  King  is  hence  i 
Why.   foulilh  boy,    the  King  is  left  behind ; 
And  in  my  loyal  bofbm  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  fuch  hot  youth, 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,   and  myfelf 
Refcu'd  the  Black  Prmce,    that  young  Mars  of  men, 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thoufand  French; 
Oh  !  then,  how  quickly  fliould  this  arm  of  mine. 
Now  prifonei   to  the  palfy,   chaftife  thee, 
And  minifler  correction  to  thy  fault. 

Baling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault; 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  > 

Tork    Ev'n  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree, 
In  grofb  rebellion,   and  detefted  treafon. 
Thou  art  a  banifh'd  man,  and  here  art  come. 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  arms  againft  thy  (bvereign. 

Boitng,  As  I  was  banifli'd,  J  was  banilh'd  Hereford  | 
But  as  I  come,  1  come  for  Lancafter. 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  bcfeech  your  Grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye. 
You  are  my  father ;    for,   methinks,  in  you 
I  (te  old  Gaunt  alive.     O  then  my  father  ! 
Wiil  you  permit  that  I  (hall  ftand  condemn'd 
A  wand'ring  vagabond ;    my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluck'd  from  my  arms  perforce,   and  giv'n  away 
Toupftat  unthrifts  i  Wherefore  was  I  born  ? 
If  that  my  couf-n  King  be  King  of  England, 
It  muft  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lancaflcr. 
You  have  a  Ton,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinfman. 

Had 
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Had  you  firrt  dy'J,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down, 
He  (hould  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father. 
To  roufe  his  wrongs,   and  chafe  thsm  to  the  bay. 
I  am  dtny'd  to  fue  my  livery  here, 
And  yet  my  letters  patents  give  me  leave. 
My  father's  goods  are  all  diftraincd  and  i-j!d, 
And  thc(e,  and  all,  arc  all  amifs  employ 'd. 
V/hat  u-ould  you  have  me  do  ?  I  aoi  a  fuHjefl, 
And  challenge  law  ;    attorneys  are  deny'd  me; 
And  therefote  pcrfonally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  mine  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abu>'^. 

Eofs.  It  ftandsyour  Grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 

Willo.  Bale  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

York.  My  Lords  of  England,   let  me  tell  you  this, 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  coufin's  wrongs, 
And  labout'd  all  I  could  to  do  him  riaht. 
But,  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  bravng  arms. 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrongs,   it  may  not  be  ; 
And  you  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Cberilh  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North    The  noble  Duke  hath  fworn,  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own  ;  and,  for  the  right  of  that, 
AVe  all  have  flrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid  ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy  that  breaks  that  oath. 

Tork.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  ifTue  of  thefe  arms. 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  muft  needs  con.^cfs, 
Becaufe  my  pow'r  is  weak,  and  ail  ill  left. 
But  if  I  couid,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  (loop 
Unto  the  fovereign  mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fince  I  cannot,   be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.     So,  farewel ; 
Unlefs  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  cafllc, 
And  there  rcpofe  you  for  this  night. 

Bolhg.  An  cffcr,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept ; 
But  we  mult  win  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 
To  Briftol  cartle,  which,    they  fay,  is  held 
By  Bufhy,    Bagot,  and  their  complices; 

VoL.iV,  D  The 
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The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth, 

Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,   and  pluck  away. 

l'o}k.  It  may  be  I  will  go  :  but  yet  I'JIpauie  ; 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  country's  laws : 
Nor  friends,   nor  foes,    to  me  welcome  you  are; 
Things  pad  rcdrcfs  are  now  with  me  part  care, 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE       XT.  Jn  Wales. 

Enter  Sallfbury,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  My  Lord  of  Salifbury,   we  have  ftaid  ten  days, 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together, 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  King  : 
Therefore  we  willdifperfe  ourfelves.     Farewel. 

Salif.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufty  Welchman  : 
The  King  rcpofeth  all  his  truft  in  thee. 

Cap.    'Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead :  we  will  not  flay. 
The  bay-trees  in  our  country  ail  arewither'd, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  flars  of  heav*n  ; 
The  palefac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth, 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whifper  fearful  change. 
Rich  men  lock  fad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap  : 
The  one,  in  fear  to  lofe  what  they  enjoy  ; 
Th'  other,  in  hope  t'  enjoy  by  rage  and  war. 
Thefe  figns  forerun  the  death  of  the  Kings—— 
Farewel,  our  contrymen  are  gone  and  fled, 
As  well  afliiiM  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  [Exit, 

Salif.  Ah,  Richard,  ah  !  with  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  glory,  like  a  (hooting  ftar, 
Fall  to  the  bafc  earth  from  the  firmament: 
Thy  fun  (ets  weeping  in  the  lowly  weft, 
Witnefling  ftorms  to  come,  woe,  and  unreft: 
Thy  triends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  foes, 
And  crofsly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  [Exit* 

ACT      III.      SCENE        I. 

Bolingbroke^ s  camp  at  Br'ijiol. 

Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northumberland,   Ro(s,  Percy, 
Willoughby,  -with  Bufhy  and  Green  prifoners. 

BoUng.   OR'fg  'orth  thefe  men.  

Jj  3ul]iy  and  Green,  I  will  not  ves  your  fouls 

(Since 
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(Since  prefently  your  fouls  mufl  part  your  bodies) 

With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives ; 

For  'twere  no  charity  :  yet  to  wafb  your  blood 

From  off  my  hands,  here,  in  the  view  of  men, 

I  will  unfold  Come  caufcs  of  your  deaths. 

You  have  midcd  a  Prince,  a  royal  King, 

A  h3p(?y  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments, 

ty  you  ui:liapi:y'd,  and  di-figui'd  clean. 

Y,)U  have,  in  manner,  with  your  finful  hours 

Ma-fc  a  divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  h;m  ; 

Broke  the  ponifllon  cf  a  royal  bed, 

And  (iain'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  Queen's  cheeks 

With  tears  diawn  from  her  eyes,  with  your  foul  wrongs, 

^5yfclf,  a  piince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth, 

"tiear  to  the  King  in  blood,  (and  near  in  love, 

Till  you  did  make  him  mirmtcrprct  mc), 

Have  ftoop'd  my  neck  under  your  injuries 

And  figh'd  my  Englifh  bieath  in  foreign  clouds, 

Earing  the  bitter  bread  of  baniOiment ; 

"While  you  have  fed  upon  my  figniorics ;  * 

Pilpark'd  my  parks,  and  feli'd  my  forefl-woods; 

From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  houfliold  coat, 

Raz'd  out  my  imprefs;   leavi:ig  me  no  fjgn, 

Save  mens'  opinions,  and  my  living  blood. 

To  (hew  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this. 

Condemns  you  to  the  death.     See  them  deliver'd 

T' execution,  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Biipy.  More  welcome  is  the  flroke  of  death  to  me, 
Than  Bolingbrokc  to  England Lords,  farewel. 

Green.  My  comfort  is,  that  heav'n  will  take  our  fooIs, 
And  plague  injuftice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Billing.  My  Lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  di(patch'd. 
Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queen  is  at  your  houfe ; 
For  heav'n's  lake,  fairly  let  her  be  intreated. 
Tell  her,  I  (end  to  her  my  kind  commends; 
Take  (pecial  care  my  greetings  be  deliver'd. 

Yoik.  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 
With  letters  of  )  our  love  to  her  at  large. 

Boiing,  Thanks,  gentle  uncle:  come,  my  l-ords,  away, 

D  2  To 
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To  fight  with  Glcndower  and  his  complices; 

A  while  to  work,  and,  after,  holiday.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II.      ChaK^es  to  the  coaji  of  Wales. 

Flourif.}  :   Druvis  and  trumpets. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle,  Bifi:cp  of  Carlifle,   and 

Soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  Bark!  ;ughjy  caftle  call  yoii  this  at  hand  ? 

^'ium.  Yea,  my  good  Lord  ;  how  brooks  your  Grace 
After  your  toffing  on  the  breaking  {eas?  [the  air, 

K.  Rich.  Needs  mull  I  like  it  weil.     I  weep  for  joy 
To  (land  upon  my  kingdom  once  again 
Dear  earth,  I  io  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes'  hoofs. 
As  a  !cng-par'ed  mother  with  her  child 
Piays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiies  in  meeting; 
So  weeping,  fniiling,  greet  I  thee  my  esrth, 
And  do  thee  favour  wirh  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  fovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth, 
Nor  with  thy  T.veets  comfort  his  rav'uous  fenfe; 
But  let  thy  fpiders  that  fuck  up  thy  venam, 
And  heavy-gaittd  toads,  lie  in  their  way  j 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treachtrcus  feet, 
M'hich  with  ufurping  ftcps  do  trample  thec. 
Yield  flinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies; 
And,  whtn  they  from  thy  befum  puck  a  flower, 
Gi:a:d  it,  I  pr'ythce,  wi;h  a  lurking  addtrj 
Whcfv;  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Thow  cie.th  up  ::n  thy  fovereign's  enemies. 
Mock  nor  my  fcnfelcfs  conjuration.  Lords: 
This  eartli  fhiili  have  a  feting;   and  thefe  ftoncs 
Prove  armed  (^sldiers,  ere  her  native  King 
Shall  faulrer  under  foul  rebellious  arn:S. 

Carl.  Fear  not.  my  Lord ;   that  pow'r  that  made  yoa 
Hath  pow'r  to  ketp  you  King,  in  fpight  of  aH.        [King, 
The  means  ihut  heaven  yields  muft  be  embrac'd, 
And  not  negiec'led:  elfe  if  heaven  wou  d, 
And  we  would  not  heaven's  cfFer,  we  refufe 
The  profcir'd  means  of  fuccour  and  redrefs. 

Jltim.  He  means,  my  Lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs; 
Whllft  Bciiogbrcke,  through  our  iccurity, 

Grows 
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Grows  Hrong  and  great,  in  fubftance  and  In  power. 

K.  Rich.   Difcomtortablc  coufin,  know'ft  thou  not, 
That  when  the  fcarthing  eye  of  heav'n  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  hghts  the  lower  world; 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen, 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage  bloody  here  ? 
But  when  from  under  this  terreflrial  ball 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftein  pines, 
And  darts  his  light  through  ev'ry  guilty  hole; 
Then  murders,  trcafons,  and  dctefted  fins, 
The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  backs 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves. 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor  Bolingbroke, 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  nighr, 

VVhilft  we  were  wand'ring  with  th' antipodes, 
Shall  lee  us  rifing  in  our  throne,  the  eaft; 
His  treafons  will  fit  bluiliing  in  his  face, 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day  ; 

But,  felf.affrighteJ,  tremble  at  his  fin. 

Mot  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fca  ^ 

Can  wafti  thetalm  from  an  anointed  King; 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofe 

The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord. 

For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  prefs'd, 

To  lift  Iharp  fteel  againft  our  golden  crown, 

Heav'n  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heav'nly  pay 

A  glorious  angel;  then  if  angels  fight, 

Weak  men  murt  fall,  for  heav'n  ftill  guards  the  right. 
SCENE     III.       Er.ter  Salifbury. 

Welcome,  my  Lord,  how  far  off  hes  your  power? 
Salif.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  graciuus  Lord, 

Than  this  weak  arm.     Difcomfort  guides  my  tongue, 

And  bids  me  fpsak  of  nothing  but  defpair. 

One  day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  Lord, 

Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth. 

Oh,  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return, 

And  thou  ihalt  have  twelve  thoufanJ  fighting  men. 

To-day,  to-day, unhappy  day  too  late 

O'crthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  ftatc. 

For  all  the  Wclchmcn,  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 

£>  3  Are 
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Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  difpers'd  and  fled. 

u4um.  Comfort,  my  Liege,  why  looks  your  Grace  Co  pale? 

K  Rich.  Buf  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled. 
r[And  till  Co  much  blood  thither  come  again, 
[_Have  1  not  rea(bn  to  look  pale  and  dead  ?J 
All  fouls  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide; 
For  time  hath  fct  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

y^um.  Comfoit,  my  Liege  ;  remember  who  you  are? 

K.  Rich.  I  had  forgot  myfelf.     Am  I  not  King? 
Awake,  thou  coward  Majefty,  thou  fleepeft. 
Is  not  the  King's  name  forty  thoufand  names? 
Arm,  aim  my  name;  a  puny  fubjed  ftrikcs 
At  thy  gicat  glory.     Look  not  to  the  ground, 
Ye  fav'rires  of  a  K  ng!  are  we  not  high? 
High  be  our  thoughts.     I  know  my  uncle  York 
Hath  pow'r  to  Ctrvc  our  turn.     But  who  comes  here? 
SCENE     IV.       Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  hippinefs  betide  my  Liege, 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him ! 

K  Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open    and  my  heart  prepared  ; 
The  worfl  is  wDrldly  lofs  thou  canft  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  loft?  why,  'twas  my  care; 
And  what  lo(s  is  it,  to  be  rid  ot  care  ? 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we? 
Greater  he  fhall  not  be,   if  he  ferve  God, 
"We'll  ferve  h^m  too,  and  be  his  fellow  Co, 
Revolt  cur  fubje£ls  ?  that  we  cannot  mend  ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  us. 
Cry,  woe,  dtftruftion,  ruin,  lofs,  decay; 
The  worft  is  deaih,    and  death  will  have  bis  day. 

Scrojp    Glad  am  I  chat  your  Highnefs  is  fo  armM 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  ral^mity. 
Like  an  unfeaionahie  ftormy  day, 
"Which  mikes  (he  filver  risers  drown  their  Jhores, 
As  if  the  world  were  all  difTJv'd  lo  tears  ; 
So  high  above  his  limits  fwclls  the  rage 
Of  Boiiiigbrtke    cov'ting  your  fearful  land 
"With  bard  blight  iUci,  and  hea>^ts  more  bird  than  fleel. 
White  beards  huye  arm'd  the.r  thai  and  haaicis  Icalps 

Againft 
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Aoalnft  thy  Majefty ;  boys  with  womens'  voices 

Strive  to  fpfak  big,  and  cbfp  their  female  joints 

In  ftiff  unwieldy  arms,  a^aintt  thy  crown. 

Thy  very  beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 

Of  double  f.tal  yew  •,  againft  thy  ftate: 

Yea,  diftafF-womcn  manage  rufly  b.lls. 

Againrt  thy  feat  both  young  and  old  rebel, 

And  all  goes  worfe  than  1  have  pow'r  to  tell. 

K-  Rich.   Too  well,  tno  well  thou  tcll'ft  a  tale  lo  ill. 
Where  is  the  Earl  of  WiltOnre?  where  is  be  got? 
What  is  become  of  Bulhy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dang'rous  enemy 
Meafure  our  confines  with  fuch  peaceful  fteps  ? 
If  we  prevail,  their  heads  fhall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant  they've  made  peace  with  Bolingbroke. 
Scroop  Peace  they  have  made  with  him,  indeed,  my  Lord. 
K  Rich.  O  villains  vipers  damn'd  without  redemption! 
Dogs    eafily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  ! 
Snakes  in  my  heart  hlood  warm'd   that  fting  my  heart! 
Three  Judafes,  each  one  thrice  wor(c  than  Judas! 
Would  they  make  peace  >  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  then   Ipotted  fouls  for  this  offence! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  fee,  changing  his  property, 
Turns  ro  the  fourcfl;  and  moft  deadly  hate. 
Again  uncurfe  their  fouls  ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  heads    and  not  with  hands. :  thofe  whom  you  curie, 
Have  fell  the  worft  of  deaths  deflroying  hand, 
And  lie  full  low,  gravM  m  the  hallow'd  ground. 

u4.m   Is  BuQiy,  Green,  and  th'  Earl  of  Wihlhi.e,  dead? 
Scrocp.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Br.Ilol  loft  their  heads. 
^um.  Where  is  the  Duke  my  father,  with  hs  power? 
/'      K.  Ruh.  No  matter  where  j  of  comfort  no  man  fpeak. 
'/  Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs, 
Mak-  duft  our  papet*,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  forrow  <  n  'he  bolbm  of  the  earth  ! 
Let's,  chule  executors,  and  t^lk  of  wills; 
And  yet  not  io  — —  for  what  can  we  bequeath, 

•  Called  fo,  becaufe  the  leaves  of  the  yew  are  po' fin,  and 
the  -wood  is  employed  for  itijlrvmtnti  oj  death* 

Save 
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Save  our  depofcd  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all,  are  BoJIngbroke's, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own.  but  death  • 
And  that  fmall  model  *  of  the  barren  earth,  * 
"Which  ferves  as  pafte  and  cover  to  our  bones. 
For  heav'n's  fke,  let  us  fit  upon  the  ground, 
And  tell  fad  (lories  of  the  death  of  Kings; 
How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  feme  flain  in  war- 
Sonne  haunted  by  the  gbofts  they  dipoflefs'd;        ' 
Some  poifon'd  by  their  wives.  Tome  fleeping'kili'd  • 

All  murther'd. ^or  within  the  hollow  crown,  ' 

That  rourds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  King, 
Keeps  Death  his  court;  and  there  the  antic  fits, 
Scoffing  his  ftate,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp ; 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene 

To  monarthize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  locks; 

Infufing  him  with  fclf  and  vain  conceit. 

As  if  this  Re(h  which  walls  about  our  life, 

Were  brafs  impregnable;  and,  humour'd  thus, 

Comes  at  the  lad,  and  with  a  little  pin 

Bores  through  his  caUle  walls,  and  farewel  King? 

Coyer  your  heads,  and  mock  not  fleOi  and  blood 

"With  fblemn  rev'rence:  throw  away  lefpeft, 

Tradition,  foim,  and  ceremonious  duty, 

For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  thi.'-  while. 

I  live  on  bread  like  you,  feel  want  like  you; 

Tafle  grief,  netd  fr.endi,  like  you  :  fubjefled  thus. 

How  can  you  fay  to  me  I  am  a  King? 

Carl.  My  Lord,  wife  men  ne'er  wail  their  prefeut  woes. 

But  prefently  prevent  :he  ways  to  wail. 

To  feai  the  foe,  flnce  fear  oppiefTeth  (length. 
Gives,  in  your  we^.knefs,  ftrength  unto  your  foe ; 
And  fo  your  foll.e.'  fight  againf}  yourfelf. 

f[F.ar,  and  be  (lain;  no  worfe  can  come  from  fight- 
And  figlit  and  die,  is  death  dertroy;ng  death  :  ' 

Where  fearing  dying,  pay^  death  ferviie  breath. 
^um.  My  father  hath  a  pow'r,  inquire  of  him. 

.And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  iimb.] 

*  Model,  for  part,  portion. 
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K.  Rich.  Thou  chid'ft  me  well:   proud  Bolingbroke, 
I  come  — — 
'[To  change  blows  with  thee,  for  our  day  of  doom  ; 
This  aj^ue-fit  of  fear  is  overblown  ; 
.An  eafy  ta(k  it  is  to  uin  our  ov\n.]^ 
Say,  Scroop,  where  lies  our  uncle  with  his  power  ? 
rSpcak  fwteily,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  four. 
S.r  op.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  fky. 
The  ftate  and  inclination  of  the  day; 
So  may  you,  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye. 
My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  talc  to  fay.] 
;'play  the  torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall 
To  Itngihcn  out  the  worft,  that  rr.uft  be  fpokcn. 
Your  uncle  York  is  join'd  with  Bolingbroke, 
And  all  your  northern  caftlcs  yielded  up, 
And  all  your  fouthem  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  fa£tion. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  haft  laid  enough. 
Bclhrcw  thee,  coufin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth  [To  A^m. 
Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  into  defpair! 
What  fay  ycu  now  ?  what  comfjrt  have  we  now? 
By  heaven  Ti)  hats  him  everlafiingly, 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more 
Go  to  Flintcaftle,  there  I'll  pine  away; 
A  King,  woe's  fl^ve,  (hall  kingly  woe  obey  : 
That  poA'r  I  have,  diP-haige  ;  and  let  'em  go 
To  eat  *  tht.'  land,  that  hath  Come  hope  to  grow: 
For  I  have  none.     Let  no  man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counfil  is  but  vain. 
^um.  My  Liege,  one  word. 
K.  PJch.   He  does  mt  d-uble  wrong, 
That  wounds  me  wiih  the  flatt'ries  of  his  tongue. 
Dif^harge  my  followers :   let  them  hence,  away, 
From  Ricl.aid'i  niglt  to  Bolingbroke's  fair  day.  [ExeuKt, 

SCENE     V         Boli>:ghroke's  camp  near  Fh-it. 
Enter  tohh  drum  and  colours^  Bolingbroke,    York,    Nor« 
ihumierhnd.  and  Attendants. 
3oling,  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn 


* 


*  Ear  or  are,  from  aro  to  plow* 
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The  Welch  men  are  difpeis'd ;  and  Salifljury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  bnded 
With  rome  few  private  friends  upon  this  coafl. 

North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  Lord; 
Richard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hd  his  head. 

York.  It  would  befeem  the  I.ord  Norihumberland, 
To  fiy  King  Richard.     Ah.  the  heavy  day, 
When  inch  a  facrcd  King  (hould  hide  his  head! 

Nouh.  Your  Grace  miftakes  me  ;  only  to  be  briefj 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

York-  The  time  hath  been, 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  you,  to  fli  jrten  you, 
For  taking  fo  the  liead,  the  whole  head's  length.  "Bib 

BoUng.   Mifiake  noi",  uncle,  hnhtt  than  you  (hiuld.      IHi 
Ttrk.  Take  not,  go.d  cnofin,  faither  than  you  Ihould,  (lii" 
Left  you  miftake;  the  heav'ns  are  o'er  your  head. 

BoVvig-   I  know  it,  uncle,  nor  oppo/c-  niyfLlf 
Againft  their  will.     But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Percy. 
Welcome,  Harry  ;  what,  will  not  this  caftle  yield? 

Percy.  The  caHle  royslly  is  mann'd,  my  Lord, 
Agamlt  your  entrance. 

Boiing.  Royally  ?  why,  it  contains  no  King?  I  k 

Percy.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  I  q 

It  d.nh  contain  a  King:  King  Richard  lies  I  l 

Within  the  limits  of  yond  lime  and  ftone;  m^i 

And  «ith  him  Lord  Aumerle,  Lord  £a!i(bury,  |iin 

Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  bcfides  a  clergyman 
Of  holy  reverence;    who,  I  cannot  learn. 
North.  Belike  it  is  the  Bilhop  of  CariiHe. 
Bohig.  Noble  Lord,  [To  North. 

Co  to  ihe  rude  ribs  ot  that  ancient  caftle, 
Through  brazen  trumpets  fend  the  b'cath  of  parlc 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears,   and  thus  deliver: 
Henry  of  Bo'ingbroke  upon  hiS  knees 
Doth  kifs  King  Richard's  hand,  and  (ends  allegiance 
And  faith  rf  hea:t  unto  his  royal  perf>n  : 
Ev'n  at  his  feet  I  lay  my  arms  ard  pow'r, 
Provided  that  my  baniihtncnt  repcai'd, 

And 
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Ani  lands  reftor'd  again,  be  fiecly  granted. 
If  not,  I'll  ufe  th' advantage  of  mv  pow'r, 
i  And  lay  the  fummer's  duft  with  Ih  nvVs  of  blond, 
i  Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  fl.nightcr'd  Engiinimen. 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolingbrokc 
I  It  is,  fuch  crimfon  tempeft  (h'^uld  bedrench 

The  frcfti  gieen  lap  of  fair  King  Richard's  land, 
I  My  ftooping  duty  tenderly  Hiall  (hew. 
I  Go  fignify  as  much    white  here  we  march 
I  Upon°the  grafly  carpet  of  this  plain ; 
Let's  march  without  the  noife  of  threat'ning  drum, 
That  from  this  cattle's  tatter'd  battlements 
Our  fair  appointments  may  be  ^veli  perus'd. 
Methinks  King  Richard  and  myfelf  (hould  meet 
With  no  lefs  terror  than  the  elements 
Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  (hock. 
At  meeting,  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  hcav'n. 
"[Be  he  the  fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water-, 
The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 
My  waters;  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him.]        * 
darch  on,  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  look*. 

SCENE         VI. 
Parle  -withsut,  and  ar.fwer  vjithin ;  then  a  fiourijh.     Enter 
on  the  -walls,   King  Richard,  the  Bijhop  of  Cd^rWile,  Au» 
merle,  Scroop,  /-.wJ  Salifbury. 
York.  See!  fee'   Kmg  Richard  doth  hi  mfelf  appear, 
As  doth  the  blu(hing  difcontcnted  fun, 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  ea(i, 
"When  he  perceives  the  envi  us  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory  ,    and  to  (lain  the  tradl 
Of  his  bright  pafTage  to  the  Occident. 
Yet  looks  he  like  a  king  :    behold  his  eye, 
As  bright  as  is  the  eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  majefty  !   alack  for  woe, 
Thit  any  harm  (hould  llain  fo  fair  a  (how  ! 

K.  Rich.   We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we  HooJ 
To  watch  the  feaiful  bending  of  thy  knee,      [To  North. 
Becaufe  ye  thought  ourfeif  thy  lawful  King; 
And  if  we  be,   how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awtul  duty  to  our  preftnce  i 


If 
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If  we  be  not,  (hew  us  the  band  of  God, 
That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  ftewardfhip. 
For  well  we  know,   no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  fceptre, 
Unlefs  he  do  profane,   fieal,  or  ufurp. 
And  though  you  think,   that  all,  as  you  have  done, 
Have  torn  their  fouls,   by  turning  them  from  us, 
And  we  are  barren,   and  bereft  of  friends; 

Yet  know. My  mafler,  God  omnipotent, 

Is  muft'ring  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalf 
Armies  of  peftilence  ;    and  they  (hall  flrike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot. 
That  lift  your  va(lal-handsagain(l  my  head, 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 
Tell  Bolingbroke,    (for  yond,  methinks,  he  is). 
That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  my  land 
Is  dangerous  treafbn.     He  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  teftament  of  bleeding  war  ; 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  (or,  light  in  peace, 
Ten  thou(and  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  fbns 
Shall  ill  become  the  flow'r  of  England's  face; 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid  pale  peace 
To  fcarlet  indignation  ;  and  bedew 
Her  pafture's  grafs  with  faithful  Engli(h  blood. 

North.   The  King  of  heav'n  forbid  our  Lord  the  King 
Should  Co  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  ru(h'd  upon  !  No  ;   thy  thrice-noble  coufin, 
Harry  of  Bolingbroke,  doth  kifs  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  fwears, 
That  ftands  upon  your  royal  grandfire*s  bones. 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
(Currents  that  fpring  from  one  mofi  gracious  head), 
And  by  the  warlike  hand  of  bury'd  Gaunt, 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fworn  or  faid. 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  fcope, 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees  : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glitt'fing  arms  he  will  commend  to  ruft  j 

His 
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His  barbed  ftccds  to  flablcs  ;  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  fervicc  of  your  Majefty 
This  fw  ears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,   is  jufl  ; 
And  as  I  am  a  gentleman,    I  credit  him, 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,  fay,  thus  the  King  returns  : 
His  n  'bic  coufjn  is  right  welcome  hither, 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accomplilh'd  without  cuntradiOion. 
"With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  hai\. 
Speak  to  his  genik  heariiig  kind  commends, 
"We  do  dcbafe  ourftlf  coufin,  do  we  not,  [To  Aum. 

To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fb  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  fend 
Defiance  to  ihe  traitor,  and  fo  die  ? 

^um.  No,  good  my  Lord,  let's  fight  with  gentle  words, 
Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  Twords. 

K.Rich.  Oh  God,  oh  God!  that  e'er  this  tongue  of 
That  laid  the  (entence  of  dread  barifhment         -  [mine. 
On  yond  proud  man,  ftiou'.d  take  it  ofFagain 
■With  words  of  footh  ;    oh  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lefler  than  my  name  ! 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been, 
Or  not  remember  what  I  mufl  be  now  ! 
Swell'ft  thou,  proud  htart  ?  Til  give  thee  fcope  to  beat. 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  mc. 

y^uni.    Northnmberland  comes  back  from  Bolingbrokc. 

K.  Ri'h    What  muft  the  King  do  now  ?  muft  he  fub- 
The  King  (hall  do  it  :  muft  he  be  depos'd  ?  [mit  ? 

TlicKng  ihail  be  contented  :  mu(i  he  lofe 
The  name  of  King?  o'  God's  name  let  it  go. 
ril  give  my  jewels  for  a  let  of  beadi" ; 
My  goigeous  pa'acc  for  a  hermitage  : 
My  gay  appcirei  for  an  alms-man's  gownj 
My  figur'd  goble's  for  a  dilh  of  wood  ; 
My  (ceptre  for  a  ^'Taimer'i  -vV^Iking  ftaff: 
My  fubjedls  for  a  pair  of  caivcd  faints  ; 
And  my  Uigt  kingdom  for  a  little  grave; 
A  littli',  liit'e  grbve  ,— —  an  ol'icure  grave  ; 
Or  I'll  be  bury'J  in  ihe  K  ng's  hi^lv^ay  ; 
Some  way  o;  commun  ircad,  where  fubjtiU*  feet 
•  Vol.  IV.  E  May 
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May  hourly  trample  on  their  Sovereign's  head. 

[[For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now,   whilft  I  live  ; 
And,  bury'd  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ?] 
Aumerle,  thou  weep*ft,  (my  tender-hearted  coufin  !) 
"V-'e'll  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears  ; 
Our  fighs,    and  they,  fliall  lodge  the  fummer-corn, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 
Or  (lull  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 
And  make  Come  pretty  match  with  fliedding  tears? 
As  thus,  to  drop  them  dill  upon  one  place, 
Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves 
[Within  the  earth  ;  and  therein  laid,  there  lies 
Two  kinfmen,   digg'd  their  graves  with  weeping  eyes  ? 
WoiMd  not  this  ill  do  well  ?  Well,  well,  I  fee 
I  talk  but  idly,    and  you  mock  at  me.] 
Mod  mighty  Prince,   my  Lord  Northumberland, 
What  fays  King  Bolingbroke  ?  will  his  Majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live  till  Richard  die  } 
You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbroke  (ays,  ^y. 

North.  My  Lord,  in  the  baft  court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you,  may't  pleaie  you  to  come  down. 

K.  Rich.  Down,  down  I  come ;  like  glift'ring  Phaetoni 
"Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 
[In  the  bafe  court?   bafe  court,  where  kings  grow  baft 
To  come  at  traitors'  calls,   and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bale  court  come  down  ?  down,  court, down,  King; 
For  night-owls  (hriek  where  mounting  larks  (bould  Hng.] 
Soling.  What  fays  his  Majefty  ? 
North.  Sorrow  and  grief  of  heart 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantic  man  ; 
Yet  is  he  come. 

Boling.  Stand  all  apart, 
And  (hew  fair  duty  to  his  Majefly. 
My  gracious  Lord  [KneeU> 

K.  Rich.  Fair  coufin,  you  dcbafe  your  princely  knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kifUng  it. 
Me  rather  had  my  heart  might  feel  your  love, 
Than  my  unpleasM  eye  fee  your  courtefy. 
["[Up,  coufin,  up  ;  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
i  Thu«  high  at  leafV,  although  your  koce  be  low.] 

Boling* 
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BoUng.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K-  Rich.  Your  own  is  youi's,  and  I  am  yonr's,   and  all. 

Bolirg.  So  far  be  mine,   my  mod  rtdcubtcd  Lord, 
As  my  true  fervice  ftiall  defcrve  your  love- 

K  Rich    Well  you  defcrve  :    they  well  defeive  to  have, 
That  know  the  rtronp'ft  end  furcll  way   to  get.  J 

Uncle,  give  me  your  hand  ;  nay,  dry  your  tyes ;  [ToYotk.  "JJ 

Tear?  (hew  their  love,   but  w^t  their  remedies. 
Coufm,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father,       [To  Eohug. 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
"V^'hat  you  will  have  I".!  give,  and  willing  too  ; 
For  do  we  mu(\  what  force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London.     Ccufm,  is  it  fu  ? 

Bcl:^^.  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 

K  Rich.  Then  I  muft  not  fay,  No.       [Flourtp.  Exe. 

SCENE    VI!.         A  garden  in  the  Oucen'i  court. 
Enter  Queen  and  two  Lad-es. 

Oucen.  What  fport  Ihall  we  devife  here  in  this  garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

Lady.  Madam,   we'll  play  at  bowls. 

Queen    'Twill  make  me  think,  the  world  is  full  of  rubs, 
And  that  my  fortune  runsagainfl  the  bias. 

La-Jy.    Madam,  we'll  dance. 

Queen.  My  legs  can  keep  no  meafure  in  delight, 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief. 
Therefore  no  dancing,  girl ;  fbme  other  /port. 

Lady.  Madam,   we'll  tell  tales. 

Queen.  Of  fbrrow,  or  of  joy  ? 

Lady.  Ofeither,  Madam. 

Queen-  Of  neither,  girl. 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanlmg, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow  : 
Or  if  of  gri«f,   being  altogether  had, 
It  adds  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy. 
For  what  I  have,   I  need  not  to  repeat; 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

Lady.  Madam,  I'll  fing. 

Queen.  'Tis  well  that  thou  haft  caufe  : 
But  thou  (hould'ft  pleafe  me  better  would'ft  thou  weep. 

Lady,  1  could  v\eep,  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

E  2  Queen. 
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££ieeii.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do  me  good, 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
Bat  ftay,   here  come  the  gardeners. 
Let's  flep  into  the  (hadow  of  thefe  trees ; 
My  wretchedncfs  unto  a  row  of  p'ns, 

Enter  a  Gardener  and  trvo  Servants. 
They'll  talk  of  ftate;  for  every  one  doth  f>, 
Againlt  a  change  j  woe  is  fore-run  with  mocks. 

{^Queen  and  Ladies  retire. 

Card,  Go,  bind  thon  up  yond  dangling  apricocks, 
\^'hich,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  fire 
Stoop  with  opprelfion  of  their  prodigal  weight  : 
Give  f)me  fupportancc  to  the  bend  ng  twigs. 
Go  thou,  and,    Tke  an  exerurioner, 
Cue  off  the  heads  of  too  faft-growing  fprays, 
That  look  too  lofry  in  our  common'.veahh:  , 

All  muft  be  even  in  our  government. 
You  thus  craploy'd,    I  will  go  root  away 
Theno'fbme  weeds,  that  without  piofit  fiick 
The  foil's  fertility  from  whoKome  flowers. 

Serv.  Why  fhould  we,  in  the  compaftofa  pale. 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion, 
Shewing,  as  in  a  model,    a  firm  ftate  ; 
When  our  fta  walled  garden  (the  whoie  land) 
Is  full  of  vi-eeds,  her  fairefl  flowers  choak'd  up. 
Her  fruit  trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruinM, 
Jler  knots  difoider'd,  and  her  wbolfome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars  * 

Card.  Hold  thy  peace. 
Ik  that  hath  fuffer'd  this  diforderM  fpring, 
IJath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf : 
The  weeds  that  his  broad  fpreading  leaves  did  fhelter, 
(Tbatfeem'd,    in  eating  him,    to  hold  him  up), 
Are  pull'dup,  root  and  all,   by  Bdingbroke; 
I  mean,  the  Earl  of  Wiltfhire,  Bulby,  Green. 

Serv.  What,  are  they  dead  ? 

Card.   They  are. 
And  Bolin-broke  hath  feiz'd  the  wafteFul  King. 
V/hat  pity  is't,  that  he  had  not  fb  trimm'd 
And  drcfs'd  bis  land,   as  we  tliis  garden  drefs, 

.  Aad 
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And  wound  the  bark,  the  fkin,  of  our  fiui't-frees; 
Lert,  being  over  proud  with  Cap  and  blood, 
"With  too  much  riches  it  confound  itfelf  ? 
Had  he  done  Co  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafle 
Their  fruits  of  duty.     All  fupeifluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live  : 
Had  he  done  fb,  himfelf  had  borne  the  crown, 
"Which  warte  and  idle  hours  have  quite  thrown  down. 
Serv.  What,   think   you  then   the  King  fhall  be  de- 
Gard.  Deprefi'd  he  is  already  ;    and  depos'd,     [pos'd  * 
*Tis  doubted,  he  will  be.     Letters  laft  night 
Came  to  a  dear  friend  of  the  Duke  of  York, 
That  tell  black  tidings.  [fpeaklng  : 

Queen.    Oh,   I   am  prefs'd  to  death,  through  want  of 
Thou  Adam's  likencfs,   fet  to  drefs  this  garden, 
How  dares  thy  tongue  (bund  this  unpleafing  news,' 
What  Eve,    what  Srpent  hath  fuggefted  thee, 
To  make  a  (econd  fall  of  curfed  man  •* 
Why  doft  thou  fay,  King  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  (thou  little  better  thing  than  earth) 
Divine  his  downfal  ?  Say,  where,  when,  and  how 
Cam'ft  thou  by  thefe  ill  tidings  ?  (peak,  thou  wretch. 
Card.  Pa  1  don  me,   Madam.     Little  joy  have  I 
To  breath  thefe  news  j  yet  what  I  (ay  is  true. 

King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 

Of  Bolingbrokc;    their  fortunes  both  are  weigh'd  : 

In  your  Lord's  l^ale  is  nothing  but  himfelf, 

And  (bme  few  vanities  that  make  him  light : 

But  in  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroke, 

Befidcs  himfelf,   are  all  rhe  Englifh  Peers, 

And  with  that  odds  he  weghs  King  Richard  down. 

Port  you  to  London,  and  you'll  find  it  (b  ; 

I  (peak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

£ueen.  Nimble  mifchance,   that  art  fo  light  of  foot, 

Doth  not  thy  embaflage  belong  to  me  ? 

And  am  I  laft  that  know  it  ?  Oh,  thou  think'ft 

To  ferve  me  laft,   that  I  may  longeft  keep 

Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft.     Come,  Ladies,  go ; 

To  meet  at  London;  London's  King  in  woci 

£  3  -Whit, 
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V/bat,  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  fad  look 
ShoulJ  grace  the  triumph  of  great  BoHngbroke  I 
GardVier,  for  tel'.mg  me  thefe  ixiws  of  woe, 
I  would  the  plants  thou  graft'ft  may  never  grow. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Lames, 
Card.  Poor  Queen,  Co  that  thy  ftate  might  be  no  worfe, 
I  would  my  (kill  werefubjeft  to  thy  curfe. 
Here  did  fhe  drop  a  tear  ;    here,  in  this  place, 
I'll  fet  a  bank  of  rue,  (bur  herb  of  grace  ; 
Rue,  ev'n  for  ruth,  here  (hortly  fhall  be  feen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen. 

lEx  Card,  and  Sirv» 

ACT      IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

In  London. 

Krtter,    oi    to  the  parliament,     BoHngbroke,    Aumerle, 

Northumberland,    Percy,     Fitzwater,  Surrey,    Bijhi)p 

of  Carlifle,  Jbiot  of  Weftminfter,  Eerald,  Officers,  and 

Bagot.  .        •  J 

Mviff.  /^All  Bagot  forth.  Now  freely  fpeak  thy  mind, 

C-i   What  thou  doft  know  of  Noble  Glo'fter's 

death  ? 

"V^^ho  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  perform  d 

The  bloody  office  of  his  timelefs  •  end. 

3a70U  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  Lord  Aumcr  u 
BoUn<r.  Coufm,  ftand  forth,   and  look  upon  that  maa. 
Bagot  My  Lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  darmg  tongue 

Scorns  to  unfay  what  it  hath  once  deliver'd. 

In  that  dead  time  when  Glo'tter's  death  was  plotted, 

1  heard  you  fay,  Is  not  my  arm  of  length, 

That  reacheth  from  the  rcftful  Englifti  court 

As  far  as  Calais  to  my  uncle^s  head  ? 

Amongft  much  other  talk,  that  very  tin»c, 

I  heard  you  fay,  you  rather  had  refufe 

The  offer  cf  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 

Than  Bolingbroke  return  to  England  j  adding, 

•  timelefs,  /tff  untimely,  ^^ 
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How  blefs'd  this  land  would  be  in  this  your  coufin*s  dcatht 

yinm.  Princes,  and  Noble  Lords, 
Whatanfwer  fliali  I  make  to  this  baft  man  ? 
Shall  I  Co  much  difhonour  my  fair  flcm, 
On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chartifement  ? 
Either  I  muft,   or  have  mine  honour  Coil'd 
Wiih  the  attainder  of  his  fiand'rous  lips. 
There  is  my  gage,    the  manual  ftal  of  death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell.     Thou  liert; 
And  I'll  maintain  what  thou  haft  faid  isfal/e. 
In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  baft 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Boling.  Bagot,  forbear ;    thou  (halt  not  take  It  Op» 

Aum.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
In  all  this  preftnce  that  hath  mov'd  me  ib. 

Fitzv).  If  that  thy  valour  (land  on  lympathie^ 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine. 
By  that  fair  fun,  that  Qiewsme  where  thou  fland'H, 
I  heard  thee  (ay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'd  ir,      ^ 
That  thou  wert  cauft  of  Noble  Glo'ikr's  death. 
If  thou  deny'ft  it,   twenty  times  thou  lieft ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfthood  to  thy  heart, 
"Where  it  was  forged,    with  my  rapier's  point. 

^um.  Thou  dar*ft  not,  coward,  live  to  fte  the  day. 

Fitz-w.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  houn 

Auni.  Fitzwater,  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Percy,  Aumerle,  thou  liell ;  his  honour  is  as  true, 
In  this  appear,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft; 
And  that  thou  art  Co,  there  1  throw  my  gage 
To  prove  it  on  thee,   to  th'  extremeft  point 
Of  mortal  breathing.     Seize  it,    ifthoudar'ft. 

Aum.  And  if  I  do  not,   may  my  hands  rot  o5J 
And  never  brandilh  more  revengeful  fteel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe  ! 
Who  fcts  me  elfe?  by  hcav'n,   I'll  throw  at  alL 
I  have  a  thoufand  fpirits  in  my  bread, 
To  anfwcr  twenty  thouland  liich  as  you. 

Surrey.  My  Lord  fitzwater,  I  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitzw,  My  Lord,  'lis  true  j  you  were  in  preftnce  thca; 

And 
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And  you  canwitnefs  with  noe  this  is  t"""^*       . 
Surrey.  Asfalfe.  by  heav'n,  as  heav'n  itfelf  is  true. 
FiUw.  Surrey,  thoulieft, 
Surrey.  Dilhonourable  boy, 

That  He  (ball  lie  Co  heavy  on  my  fword, 

That  it  (hall  render  vengeance  and  revenge, 

Till  thou  the  lie-giver,    and  that  lie,  reft 

In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  father's  fcull. 

In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  honour's  pawn; 

Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'ft.  ,  ^    r  a 

Fitziv.  How  fondly  doft  thou  fpur  a  forward  horfe  i 

If  I  dare  eat.   or  drink,    or  breathe,  or  live, 

I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wildernefs, 

And  fpit  upon  him,   whilft  I  fay  he  I'^s. 

And  lies,  and  lies:  there  is  my  bond  of  faith, 

To  tie  thee  to  my  ftrong  correction. 

As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 

Aumtrie  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal. 

Befides,  I  heard  the  banifti'd  Norfolk  fay, 

That  thou,  Aumerle,  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men 

To  execute  the  Noble  Duke  at  Calais. 

y4um.  Some  honeft  ChriHian  truft  me  with  a  gage, 

That  Norfolk  lies :    here  do  I  throw  down  this, 

If  be  may  be  repeal'd,    to  try  his  honour. 

BoUn/  Thefe  diff'rences  (hall  all  reft  under  gage. 

Till  Norfolk  be  repeal'd  :  repeal'd  he  (hall  be  i 
And,    though  mine  enemy,   reftor'd  again 
To  all  his  figniories;    when  he's  rcturn'd, 
Agaioft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial. 

Carl.  That  honourable  day  (hall  ne'er  be  fecn. 
Many  a  time  hath  banifh'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jefu  Chrift,  in  glorious  Chnftian  field 
Streaming  the  enfign  of  the  Chriftian  crofs, 
Agaif.ft black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens: 
Then.  ..oil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himlelt 
To  Italy,  and  there  at  Venice  gave 
His  roc^y  to  that  pkafant  country's  earth, 
And  his  pure  foul  unto  his  captain  Chrift, 
Under  whofe  colours  he  had  fought  fo  long. 
Soling,  Why,  BiQjop,  is  Norfolk  dead  i 
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Carl.  Sure  as  I  live,  my  Lord. 
liflinv    Suect  Dcacecondii^  n»s  foul 
To  ;h't(f.m  of 'good  Abraham  !— Lords  appealar^ts, 
Your  difl-'rences  lliall  all  reft  under  gage, 
Till  we  adign  you  to  your  days  of  t.ui. 

S  C  E  N  E    II.         Enter  York. 
York.  Great  Duke  of  Lancafter    ^ '.^r^' ]?■      c  ..\ 
From  plume- pluck'd  R-chard,  who  wuh  w.lhng  loul 
Adopts  ihee  heir,  and  his  high  fccptrc  y.cldS 
To  the  polTcfllon  of  thy  Royal  hand. 
Afcend  his  throne,   defcending  now  f^^om  him,    ^ 
And  lono  Ive  Henry,  of  ihat  name  the  iour.h  . 

bT.I  In  God's  name,  I'll  afcend  the  regal  throne. 
Carl.   Marry,    Hcav'n  foibiu! 
>Worft  in  this  Royal  pteftncc  may  I  fpeak, 
Yet  btft  befcemir.g  me  to  fpeak  tlic  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  Noble  prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  Noble  Richard ;  then  true  noblenefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  wrong. 
What  fuhjca  can  give  fentence  on  his  K'ng- 
And  who  fits  here  th.^t  is  not  Richard  s  (ubje«? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  fecn  m  them. 
And  (hall  the  figure  of  God's  Majefty, 
His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  eled, 
Anointed,  crown'd,  and  planted  many  years, 
Be  iud^i'd  by  fobjca  and  inferior  breath,  _ 
Andhehimfeifnotprefent!    Oh,  forb'J.t! 
That,  in  a  ChuOian  climate,  fuuls  re  fin  d 
Should  Ihew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfccne  a  deed. 
1  fpeak  to  fubie£ts,  and  a  fubjeft  fpeaks, 
Stirr'd  up  by  Heav'n,  thus  boldly  tor  his  Kmg. 
My  Lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  King, 
Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  King. 
■  And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefy, 
The  blood  of  En^hlh  (hall  manure  the  ground, 
And  future  ages  grone  for  this  fo"*//^ 
Peace  Ihall  go  Heep  with  Turks  and  Inhdels, 
And  in  this  feat  oi  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
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Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind,  confound. 

Difbrder,  horror,  fear  and  mutiny 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  call'd 

The  field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  mens* /culls. 

Oh,  if  you  rear  this  houfe  againfl  this  houft, 

It  will  the  wofulleft  divifjon  prove, 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  earth. 

prevent,  refift  it,  let  it  not  be  fo. 

Led  thildrens  children  cry  againft  you,  Woe. 

North,  Well  have  you  argu'd,  Sir;  and  for  your  pains. 

Of  capital  treafin  we  arreft  you  here. 
My  Lord  of  WeftminOer,  be  it  your  charge, 
To  keep  him  fafely  till  his  day  of  trial. 
May't  pleafe  you,  Lordf,  to  grant  the  Commons' fuit? 
BoHng.  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 
He  may  furrender:  £i  we  Ihall  proceed 
"Without  fufpicion. 

York.  I  will  be  his  condu(5l.  {Exit. 

Boling.  Lords,  you  that  here  are  under  our  arreft, 
Procure  your  fureties  for  your  days  of  anfwer; 
Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love, 
And  litde  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

SCENE     HI.       Enter  King  Richard  ani  York. 
K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  J  have  (hook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Whtrewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn'd 
T'infmuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee. 
Give  forrow  leave  a  while  to  tutor  me 
To  this  fubmiflion.     Yet  J  well  remember 
The  favours  of  thcfe  men  :  were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  All  hail !  to  me  ? 
So  Judas  did  to  Chrift  :   but  he,  in  twelve, 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one;  I,  in  twelve  thoufand,  none, 
''[God  fave  the  King!- will  no  man  fay,  Amen? 

Am  I  both  prieft  and  cferk?  well  then,  Amen. 

God  fave  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he  ; 
[And  yet,  Amen,  if  heav'n  do  think  him  me.] 
To  do  what  lervice  am  I  fent  for  hither? 

York.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will, 
"Which  ti/ed  Majcfty  did  make  thee  offer; 

The 
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The  refignatlon  of  thy  flate  and  crown. 

K-  Riifj'  Give  mc  the  crown,  -r Here,   coufin,  fcizc 

the  crown, 
Here,  on  this  fide,  my  hand;  on  that  fide,  thine. 
'[Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well. 
That  owes  two  buckets,  filling  one  another; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air, 
The  other  down,  unfeen,  and  full  of  water; 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears,  am  I  ; 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whiKi  you  mouHt  up  on  high. 
Botini^.  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refign.  ^ 
K.  Rich.  My  crown  I  am  ;  but  (till  my  griefs  are  mine: 
You  may  my  glories,  and  my  date  depofe. 
But  not  my  griefs :  ftill  am  I  King  of  thofe. 

Bo'.ing.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  your 

crown. 
K.  Rich.  Your  cares  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  cares  down. 
My  care,  is  lofs  of  care,  by  old  care  done; 
Your  care,  is  gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won. 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  flay. 
Boling.  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  crown  ? 
K  Rich.  Ay,  no; — no,  ay;— for  I  muft  nothing  be: 
Therefore  no,  no  :  for  I  refign  to  rhee  ] 
Now  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  myfelf  : 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head, 
And  this  unwieldy  fceptre  from  my  hand, 
The  pride  of  kingly  fway  from  out  my  heart; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wafti  away  my  balm  ; 
"With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown ; 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  facred  ftate; 
With  mine  own  breath  release  all  duteous  oaths. 
All  pomp  and  majefty  I  do  forfwear: 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forego; 
My  afts,  decrees,  and  ftatutes,!  deny, 
God  pardon  ail  oaths  that  are  broke  to  me! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  are  made  to  thee! 
Make  mc,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd, 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  had  all  atchiev'd ! 

Long 
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[Long  may'ft  thou  live  in  Richard's  feat  to  fit, 

And  foon  lie  Richard  in  an  earthly  pit ! 

God  fave  King  Henry,  unking'd  Richard  fays, 

And  ftnd  him  many  years  ot  fun-fliine  days  !] 
"What  more  remains?  - 

North.  No  more;  but  that  you  read 
Theft  accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes 
Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
Againft  the  ftatc  and  profit  of  this  land; 
1  hat,  by  confefling  them,  the  (buis  of  mcti 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 

K.  Rich.   Muft  I  do  fo  ?  and  muft  1  ravel  out 
My  weav'd-up  follies?     Gentle  Northumberland, 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record, 
Would  it  not  fhame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  troop. 
To  read  a  lefture  of  them  ?    if  thou  would'ft, 
There  fhould'ft  thou  find  one  heinous  article,  fi 

Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King;  K 

And  cracking  the  flrong  warrant  of  an  oath,  [, 

Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heav'n.  Ac 

Nay,  all  of  you  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me,  ft 

Whilft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  myfelf, 
Though  (bme  of  you  with  Pilate  wafh  your  hands,  ^ 

Shewing  an  outward  pity ;  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  dcliver'd  me  to  my  four  crofs,  jdj 

And  water  cannot  wafh  away  your  fin.  k- 

North.  My  Lord,  difpatch;  read  o'er  thefe  articles. 

K.  Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears:  I  cannot  fee : 
And  yet  fait  water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  *  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  myfelf, 
I  find  myfelf  a  traitor  with  the  reft : 
For  I  have  given  here  my  Haul's  confcnt, 
T*  undcck  the  pompous  body  of  a  King, 
Made  glory  bafe,  a  fbvereign  a  fiave, 
Proud  Majefty  a  fubje£t,  flate  a  peafant. 

North    My  Lord 

K.  Rich.  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  haught-infultlng  man  j 


1"^  i.  e.  a  pack,  a  company* 

Nor 
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Nor  no  man's  lo'^d  :  I  have  no  name,  no  title  ; 

No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  font^ 

But  'tis  u'urp'd.     Alack,  the  heavy  day, 

That  I  have  worn  Co  many  winters  out, 

And  know  not  now  what  name  to  ca!!  myfelf! 

Oh    that  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  fnow, 

Stai'ding  before  the  fun  of  Bolinghroke, 

To  melt  myfelf  away  in  water-drops! 

[Good  King,  —great  King, — (and  yet  not  greatly  good),} 

And  if  my  word  be  Sterling  yet  in  En:;land,     [To  Bolingc 

Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  ftraight, 

That  it  may  ftiew  me  what  a  face  I  have, 

Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  Majefty. 

Boling.  Go  (bme  of  you,  and  fetch  a  looking  gla{s. 
North,   Read  o*er  this  paper  while  the  glafs  doth  come* 
K.  Rick.  Fiend,  thou  tormcnt'ft  me  ere  I  come  to  hell, 
Boling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northumberland. 
JSfcrth.  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  (atisfy'd. 
K.Rich.  They  Oiall  be  fatisfy'd:   I'll  read  enough 

^hen  I  do  fee  the  very  book,  indeed, 

Where  all  my  fins  are  writ,  and  that's  myftlf^ 
Enter  one  ivith  a  glafs. 

Give  me  that  glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet?  hath  Sorrow  flruck 

jSo  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine, 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds?    Oh,  fiatt'ting  glafs! 

Like  to  my  followers  in  profperity, 

Thou  doft  beguile  me.     Was  this  face  the  face 

That  every  day  under  his  houfhold  roof 

Did  keep  ten  ;hou(and  men!  was  this  the  face, 

That,  like  the  fun,  dd  make  beholders  wink! 
'[Is  this  the  face  which  fac'd  (b  many  follies, 
That  was  at  laft  out-fac'd  by  Bolinghroke? 
A  brittle  glory  (hineth  m  this  face ; 

[Dajhei  the  glafi  agatnji  the  grouni. 
As  brittle  as  the  glory  is  the  facej 
For  there  it  is,  crack'd  in  an  hundred  fhivers, 
Maik,  fiient  King,  the  moral  ot  this  fport;] 

iSow  fbon  my  i^rrovi  hath  deflroy'd  my  face. 
Boimg    The  fliadow  of  your  forrow  hath  deflroy'd 
Vol,  IV.  i;  The 
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The  (hadow  of  yoar  face.  V:: 

K.  Rich    Say  that  again. 
The  (hadow  of  my  (01  row!  ha,  let's  fee  j 
'  Tis  very  true,  my  g  it  flies  all  within  ;  (r: 

And  thefe  extefnal  manners  of  laments 
A'e  meiely  fhad^ws  to  the  unfeen  griefj 
That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  foul. 
There  lies  the  fubflance:   and  I  thank  thee,  King, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  nor  only  giv'fl 
'hie  caufe  to  wail,   but  teach'-ft  me  the  way 
IIow  to  lament  the  caufe.     I'll  beg  one  boon  ; 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Eolin^.  Name  it.  fa  r  coufin. 

K.  Rich    Fair  coufin!    I  am  greater  than  a  King  j 
For  when  I  was  a  King,  my  flatterers 
"Were  th^n  but  fubjefts;  being  now  a  flibjeil, 
I  have  a  King  he^e  to  my  fluterer, 
Being  Co  great,  I  have  no  need  to  begi, 

B^!:n^    Ye-  afk     ^ 

K.  Rich    And  fhall  Ihave? 

Bo:ih^.  You  fhall. 

K  Kich^    Vhen  give  me  leave  to  go. 

B.Ur?^.    Whither  .>  t. 

K  Rich,  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fight. 

Bolinff    Go  fome  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  tower.  fh 

f     K  Rich    Oh   good!  cc>nvey  :— c  nveyers  are  you  ail, 
l^That  rife  thus  ni.-sibly  by  a  true  Kinsj's  fall] 

Bolin^.   On  Vv'cJnefdiy  nexf  we  (olemnly  fet  down 
Our  coronation  :  Lords,  prepa-e  yourfelvts. 

[E.x.  all  hut   ^bboi    Bijhip  of  Cailifle.  and  Aumeik. 
SCENE         IV. 

u4hb'.t    A  wo-"tul  p'geant  have  'ac  here  beheld 

Carl     The  woe's  to  come  ;  therhildren  yet  .unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  fharp  to  them  as  th-in 

A'  n.   Y  'U  holy  ckigymen    i-.  rnere  nu  plot, 
To  r  d  the  realm  of  this  .  ern'cious  bio  ? 

Jb'm    Sefoie  I  frvrcly  fpeak  my  mind  herein, 
Yoo  iha'l  not  opI)  take  the  latt-ament, 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  to  eff;^ 

Whatever 
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Whatever  I  (hall  happen  to  dcvife. 

I  fee  your  brows  are  fall  of  difcontcnt, 

Your  hearts  of  forrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears. 

Come  home  wiih  me  to  fupper,  and  I'll  lay 

A  plot  (hall  (hew  us  all  a  merry  day.  [Exeunt. 

ACTV.        SCENE    I. 

j4  Jireet  In   London. 
Enter  Queen  and  Ladies. 

THis  way  the  King  will  come:   ihis  is  the  way 
To  Julius  Caefar's  iil.cre(fled  touV  ; 
To  who(e  flint  bofom  my  cond.mned  Lord 
Is  dvjom'u  a  prifoncr,  by  proud  Boi  ng'^rokc* 
Here  let  us  rtft,  if  this  rebeliious  eanh 
Have  any  lelling  for  her  true  King's  Qiieen. 
Enter  King  Richard  ana  guards. 
But  (oft,  but  fceswor  rather  do  noi  (l*^ 
My  fair  ro(e  wither ;  yet  lock  up;  UhoU, 
That  you  in  pity  may  didulve  to  dew, 
And  waft  him  frtfh  again  with  true-love  tears. 
O  thou,  the  model  wlierc  old  Tioy  did  (t^nd, 

[To  K.  Ri.hard. 
Thou  map  of  honour,  thou  King  Richard^  romS, 
And  not  King  Richard  j  thcu  mod  heau  cous  inn, 
Why  (hould  hard-favf)ur'd  Grict  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 
"When  triumph  is  become  an  ale  houfe  giis-ft? 

K.  Rich.  Join  not  with  Grief,  (air  wuman,  do  not  COf 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden:   learn,  good  (bul, 
To  think  our  former  Hate  a  happy  dream, 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are, 
Shews  us  but  tlis.     I  am  fworn  brother,  fweet, 
To  grim  Neccfiity  ;  and  he  and  I 
^Vili  keep  a  league  till  death.     Hie  thee  to  France, 
And  cloilter  thee  in  r)me  religious  houfe. 
Out  holy  lives  muft  win  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  rtricken  down. 

Qjieen*  What,  is  my  Richaid  both  in  fnape  and  mind 

F  2  Transtorm'd 
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TransformM  and  weak  ?  hath  Bolinghroke  deposM 
Thine  in:ej!e£t?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart? 
The  lion,  dying,  thrufieth  forth  his  paw, 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe.  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpower'd  :  and  wilt  thou,  pi  pil-like, 
Take  thy  corre£li<>n  mildly,  kifs  the  lod^ 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility. 
Which  art  a  lior>,  and  a  King  or  beads  ? 

K  Rich.   A  King  of  beaUs  indeed  ;  if  aught  but  bcafts, 
I  hdd  been  ftill  a  happy  King  of  men 
Go.jd  fometime*  Qu  en,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France  J 
Thi'k  I  am  dead ;  and  that  cv'n  here  thou  tak'ft, 
As  from  my  deathbed,  my  bft  living  Jeave. 
In  winter's  tcdi  us  nights  fit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks    and  let  them  tell  thcc  tales 
Of  wof  ul  ag'.s-  long  ago  Seiid  : 
And  ere  thou  bid  good-night,  to  quit  their  griefj     ' 
Tel!  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me, 
And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 

[For  why  .'  the  fcnfelefs  brands  will  lympaihise 

The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 

And  in  compaflion  weep  the  fire  out : 

And  fbme  wil;  mourn  in  afh.;s    Come  coal  blacky 

For  the  depofing  f  f  a  rightful  King  J 

SCENE  II. 

Ei.ter  Northumberland  attended. 
North.  My  Lord,  the  mind  of  Bulingbioke  is  changed  i 
You  muft  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower. 
And,   N]adam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you; 
With  all  fwift  fpsred  you  mud  away  to  France. 

K.Rkh    Nortburabeiland,  thju  ladder  therewithal 
The  mount  ng  Bolipgbroke  alccnds  my  'hrone, 
The  time  (hsU  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fin,  gatb'ring  head, 
Shall  break  into  cor  option  .  thoJ  fnalt  think. 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  g.ve  thee  halfj 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all : 
Aijd  he  (hall  thir.k,  that  thou,  whith  know'il  the  way 

*  Ibractime,  for  formerly. 
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To  plant  unrigl'tful  Kings,  wih  know  again, 
Beino  nt'cT  (o  little  iKgM,  another  wav 
To  plu.k  him  headlong  from  th'  ufurped  throne. 
Th:  lo\e  of  wicked  fricnJs  converts  to  fear; 
That  fear  to  hate  ;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both, 
To  worthy  dinger,  and  dcfervcd  dejth. 

Korth.   My  Huilt  be  on  my  h,  id    and  thce's  an  end: 
Take  leave  and  part,  for  you  muft  part  forthwi  h. 
K  Rich.   Dou'  ly  divo.c'd?   tiad  men    ve  violate 
A  twofold  mar-iage;  'twixt  my  crown  and  me, 
And  then  betwoit  me  an.i  mv  married  wife. 
Let  me  unkifs  the  oaih  'twix'  the  and  me.  [To  the  Queer;, 
And  yel  not  fo.  for  wi'h  a  k.fs  '  was  made. 
Part  u-s  Northumbcrlat.d  :  1    towards  the  noi  th, 
Where  (hiv'rin^  cold  and  fickiitfs  pines  the  clime; 
My  Q^ueen  to  France:    (tern  whence,  fet  forth  in  pomp,  _ 
She  came  adomed  hifhtr  like  I'.veet  May! 
Sent  bck  hkc  Holloumas  ot  (h  rtcft  day. 

Qu  en.   And  mifi  «e  ^e  divid.d?   murt  we  part? 

K  Rich-  Ay,  hai  d  tmnt  hand,    my   love,    and  heart 

from  htart 
Q^een    Banifli  us  hoth,  and  fcrd  the  Kina  v.ith  me. 
So  th.    That  were  ("me  l.'ve    hur  litle   policy. 
'     ^(^Cftt.    Ihtrn  w^ifhc'  he  goe^  thuhtr  kt  me  go. 
K.  Rkh.  So  two  too-'he-  we  pjng.  make  one  woe. 
Veep  thou  for  me  in  France    I  for  the-j  hcic: 
.fetter  far  .  fF  th  n  neir    l-e  n-Vr    he  ne^r 
G>),  court  thy  w-jy  •.vith  ff^h'.  I  mim   wth  groans. 
huecn.  So  longert  w^y  tliiil  have  ihc  1 /naeft  moans. 
K  Rich,    rw.cc  f  >r  one  dtp  l"!  crone,  ihc  WiV  beng 
An  J  piece  the  way  out  wit';  a  heavy  heai'  [Ihort, 

Come,  to:,  e.  id  W'oing  ((»r.row  let's  be  !n  ef ; 
Sincf,  w.ddipg  it,  thee  is-  fach  lenj;  h  in  griif. 
'h-i     k  is  (hall  PiOp  our  mouihv    ai:d  dum  ily  p=irt  ; 
Thu^  giv    I  m  lie,  sud  tlius  take  I  ih>  he-rt      [The-  k'fs- 
Q^'-e.i     Give  mc  n,:nc  oan  aga  n  .   'iwc:e  nog  <^  pa-t. 
To  lake  oil  mL  to  keep,  an.i  k  II  thy  heart.     iKtjS  ctgaui. 
S      now  I  I, we  mme  <-wh  agam,  b    gore, 
That  1  mjy  ltr.\c  to  kit.  it  ^vith  a  gi  ^nc. 

K  S,:ch,   Wc  nutie  woe  winton  Wilh  this  fond  Jchv- 
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Once  more,  adieu  ;  the  reft  let  forrow  fay*  [Exeuni 

SCENE     HI.       Tbe  Duke  of  York's  palau. 
Ejiter  York,  and  his  Duchefs. 
Duck  My  Lord,  you  told  me,  you  would  tell  the  refl 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  of^ 
Of  our  two  coufins  coming  iato  Lond^/a. 
Tork.   Where  did  I  leave  ? 
Duch.  At  that  fad  flop,  my  Lord, 
"Where  rude  miCgnvern^d  hands,  from  window-tops^ 
Threw  duft  and  rubh  fh  on  Kin^  Richard's  head. 

Tork.  Then,  as  I  faid,  the  Duke,  great  Bolingbrokcv 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  fteed, 
"Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  know, 
"With  flow,  but  (lately  pace,  kept  on  his  courfi;; 
While  all  tongues  cryM,  God  fave  thee    Bolingbrokel- 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  fpake, 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  cafements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 
Upon  his  vifage,  and  that  all  the  walls 
With  painted  imag'ry  had  faid  at  once, 
Jefu,  preferve  thee  !  welcome,  Bolingbroke? 
Whilft  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning, 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  (leed's'neck, 
Befpoke  them  thus :  I  thank  you,  Countrymen ; 
-And  thus  ftili  doing,  thus  he  pafs'd  along. 

Diich,  Alas!  poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  whilel' 
Tork.  As  in  a  theatre,  tbe  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  wtll-grat'd  aOor  leav^es  the  ftage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious; 
Even  Co,  or  with  much  more  contempf,  mens' eyes 
Did  fcowl  on  Richard  ;  no  man  cry'd,  God  fave  him! 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home : 
But  duft  W3S  tlrown  upon  his  facrcd  head; 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fliook  off, 
His  face  (\l\  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles, 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience  ; 
That  had  not  God,  f  r  fome  ftrong  purpofe,  fleePd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  muft  perforce  haye  melted, 
mi  barbarjria  Itfdf  have  pitied  hi-ii, 

Bat 
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But  Heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events, 
To  whofe  hij^h  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  BolingWroke  are  we  fwoin  fubjtfls  now, 
\Vho(e  (tate  and  honour  I  for  ay  allow. 

SCENE     IV.        EiiUr  Aumerk. 

Dfuh'  Here  comes  my  (on  Aumerle. 

7'o>k.  Aumeile  that  was, 
But  that  is  loft  for  being  Rich;.rd*s  friend. 
And,  Madam,  you  mult^all  him  Rutland  nov/» 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lafting  fealty  to  the  new-made  King. 

Ducb.   Welcome  ray  fon  ;  who  are  the  violets  now, 
Thit  ftrcw  the  green  lap  of  the  new  come  fp-ing? 

^um.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care. 
God  knows,  I  had  as  lief  be  not:e,  as  one. 

I'ork.   Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  fpring  of  time, 
Left  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford  ?  hold  thofe  jufts  and  triumphs? 

^um.   For  aught  I  know,  they  do. 

lork    You  will  be  there.' 

^um.  If  God  prevent  me  not,  I  purpo(e  Co. 

York    What  fea  is  that  which  hangs  with-^ut  thy  boibnj-} 
Yea,  lookM  thou  pale?  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Atnn.    My  Lord,  'tis  nothing. 

York.  No  matter  then  who  lees  it. 
I  will  be  fatisfied;  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Atan    I  do  befcech  your  Grace  to  paidon  me; 
It  is  a  matter  of  fmali  confequencc, 
Which  for  fome  realbns  1  would  not  have  feen. 

York.  Which,  for  fbme  realbns,  Sir,  I  mean  to  leei 
I  fear,  I  fear  — — 

Duch.  What  ftioujd  you  fear,  my  Lord  ? 
*Tis  nothing  but  f^ime  bond  he's  enter'd  into, 
For  gay  apparel,  againft  the  triumph. 

York.   Bound  to  himfelf  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bcnJ, 
That  he  is  bound  to?  wife,  thou  art  a  fool. 
£oy,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

^um.  I  do  befcech  you,  pardon  me  ,  I  may  not  ftiewit. 

Yorki  I  Will  b€  frtlijficd,  let  me  fee  It,  I  fay. 

[Sii^tchii  itf  and  reads • 
Trcafonl 
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Treafon!  foul  freafon!  villan,  traiior,  fiave! 

Duch.  What's  the  matter,  my  Lord? 

Tork.  Hoa,  who's  viithin  there?  faddle  my  horfe. 
Heav'n,  for  his  mercy  !  what  treachery  is  here! 

Duel}.  Why.  what  is't,  myLftd? 

Tork.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay ;  faddle  my  horS. 
Kow  by  my  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

Ducb.   What  is  the  matfer?*' 

2'ork    Peace,  foolifli  woman. 

Duch'  I  will  not  peace:  what  is  the  matter,  (on? 

^um-  Good  mother,  be  content;  it  is  no  more 
Than  myp.>or  life  muft  anfwcr.  ' 

Duch,  Thy  life  anfwer ! 

SCENE     V.       Enter  Servant  ixnth  hoots* 

Tork.    Bring  nie  my  boots      I  will  unto  the  King. 
Duch.  Suike  him,  Aumeile.  (Poor  boy,  thou  art  amsz'd). 
lience,  villain,  never  more  come  in  n)y  fight. 

[Speaking  to  the  Servant, 

Torh.  Give  me  my  boots. 

Duch.   Why,    York,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
AViU  'hou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  ot  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  Tons  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  .' 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time  ? 
And  viiit  thou  pluck  my  fair  f  >n  from  mine  age, 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  moher's  name  .•* 
Is  be  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

l\rk    Thou  find  mad  wom  n, 
"Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  confpiracy  ? 
A  d  'Zen  uf  chem  he  e  have  ta'en  the  facrament, 
And  intcrcb  ingeabie  have  ftt  theii  hands, 
To  kil!  the  K  ng  at  Oxiord. 

Duch.   Ke  (hall  be  none. 
"V^'^c'ii  keep  hiin  here  ;  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

2'crk.  A'-vay,  fond  woman  :  were  he  twenty  times 
My  (on,   I  would  appeach  him. 

Duch.  Had';!  t  ou  gron'd  for  h'm, 
As  I  have  d-.ns,    thou'drt  be  more  pitiful. 
But  n<nv  I  kn<;vv  thy  mind  ;    thou  doil  fufpcft, 
Tiiit  I  iuve  been  ciilioyai  to  thy  i;ed, 

And 
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And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  Ton. 
Sweet  York,  r.vect  hufband,  be  not  of  that  mind: 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  m^  be, 
Nor  l;kc  to  me.   nor  any  of  my  kin, 
And  yet  I  love  him.  , 

I'ork.  Make  way,  unruly  woman.  ^      [Extt* 

Ditch,  After,  Aumeile;  mount  thee  upon  hishorfe; 
Spur  port,    and  get  before  him  to  the  King, 
And  beg  thy  pardon,  ere  he  do  accufe  thee. 
I'll  Hot  be  long  behind ;    though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  faft  as  Yo)k  : 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 
Till  Bjlingbroke  have  pardon'J  thee.     Away.     [Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  HI    VI.       Changes  to  the  court  at  JVindpr-caJik,^ 
Enter  Bolingbioke,    Percy,  and  other  Lords, 
Bol'uig.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  fon  ? 
'Tis  full  three  months  fincc  I  did  fee  him  laft. 
If  any  plague  hang  over  us    'tis  he. 
I  would  to  heav'n,  my  Lords,  he  might  be  found. 
In>juire  at  London,    'mong  the  taverns  there  : 
For  there,   thty  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
Wiih  unrcftrrined  loofe  companions  ? 
EvtD  fucb     they  fay,  as  ftand  in  narrow  lanes, 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  paffengers  ; 
W'hiie  he,   young,  wanton,   and  effeminate  boy, 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,    to  fupport 
So  dilTolu'.e  a  crew. 

Percy.  My  Lord,  feme  two  days  fince  I  faw  the  Princt, 
And  told  him  of  thele  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 
Bol'iKg.    And  v\hat  fa:d  the  gallant  ? 
Percy.   His  anf.\er  was,    he  would  into  the  ftews, 
And  from  the  ciimmon'rt  creatine  pluck  a  glove. 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour,  and  with  that 
He  wouKl  uphorfc  the  lu'lit-ft  challeiger.. 

B'jiug    AsdifTolute  as  dtfp'rate  :   yet  through  both 
I  fee  lomc  fpa  ks  of  hope,    which  elder  days 
May  happily  bring  forth.     But  who  comes  here? 
E-.tcr  Aumeiki 
yium.  Where  is  the  King? 
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Boling.  What  means  our  couGn,  that  he  (latcs,  Jb 

And  looks  fo  wildly  ? 

u^«w,  God  fave  your  Grace.     I  do  befeech  your  Ma- 
To  have  fbme  conf 'rence  with  your  Grace  alone,     [jefly 

Bolif2£.  Withdraw  yourfelves,  and  leave  us  here  alone. 

[£^.  Lords, 
vV  hat  IS  the  matter  with  cnr  coufin  now  ? 
j^nm.  For  ever  may  my  knees,  grow  to  the  earth, 

[Kncils, 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unltfs  a  pardon,  ere  I  rife  or  fpeak  ! 

Boling.  Intended,  or  committed,   was  this  fault  1 
If  but  thefirft,  how  heinous  e'er  it  be, 
To  win  thy  after-love,   I  pardon  thee. 

j^um.  Then  give  me  leave,  that  I  may  turn  the  key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  the  talc  be  dene. 

Boling.  I-lavc  thy  define.  \Yoxk  mthln, 

Tork.  My  Liege,  beware,  look  to  thyfelf, 
Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prcftnce  there. 

Boling.  Villain, ,IM  make  thee  fafe. 

j^u?n.  Stay    thy  revengeful  hand,  thou  haft  no  cauft 
to  fear. 

Tork,  Open  the  door,  fecure,  fool  hardy  King. 
Shall  I  for  love  fpcak  trealon  to  thy  face  i 
Open  the  doer,  or  I  will !  reak  it  open, 

SCENE     Vlf.         Enter  York. 

Bolivg.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle?  fpeak,  take  breathe; 
Tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

Tork.  Perufethis  writing  here,  and  thou  (halt  know 
The  treafbn  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  (how. 

yium.  Remember,  as   thou  read'ft,  thy  promi/e  pafl; 
I  do  repent  m.e,   read  not  my  name  there. 
My  heart  is  not  confedVate  with  my  hand. 

I'erk.  Villain,   it  was  ere  thy  hand  (et  it  down. 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor's  bofora,  King  ; 
Fear,  and  not  love,   begets  his  penitence  ; 
Forget  to  pity  him,   left  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent  that  will  ftjng  thee  to  the  heart. 

£i,if3£.  0  heinouS;  ftrong  and  bold  confpiracy  i 

a 
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)  loyal  father  of  a  trcach'rous  Con  ! 

rhou  clear,    immaculate,  and  filver  fountain, 

rem  whence  this  flream,    thtough  muddy  pafTagcs, 

Iith  had  his  current,   and  defilM  himfelf; 

rhy  overflow  of  good  converts  the  bad; 

ind  thine  abundant  goodnefs  fhal!  excufe 

rhis  deadly  blot  in  thy  digrefllng  fon. 

Turk    So  (hall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd, 
^nd  he  (hull  fpend  mine  honour  with  his  ftame  ; 
IS  thriftlefs  f 'ns  their  fjraping  fathers' gold, 
■line  honour  lives,  when  his  difhonnur  dies  : 
)r  my  (ham'd  life  in  bis  difhonour  lies  : 
rhou  kill'ft  me  in  his  life  ;    giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

[Duchefs  -within  a 
Duch.   "What  I10,   my  Liege!   for    Heav'n's  fake,  let 

me  in. 
Baling'  What  (hrill  voice   fuppliant  makes   this  eager 

cry  ? 
Duch.  A  woman,   and  thine  aunt,  great  King, 'lis  I, 
Ipeak  with  me,  pity  me,   open  the  door ; 
\  beggar  begs  that  never  begg'd  before. 

[Bolirg    Our  (cene  isalter'd  from  a  ferious  thing, 
And  now  chang'd  to  the  beggar,  and  the  King] 
vly  dang'  ous  t  jufin,    let  your  mother  in  ; 
know  (he's  come  to  pray  foi  your  faul  fin. 
I'ork    If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  ptay, 
vfore  fins  for  his  to^givenefs  pro(per  may  : 
rhis  fefter'd  joint  cut  rfF.    the  relt  isH^und  ; 
rhis  let  alone,   will  all  the  rel^  coi)f>and. 

S  C    ONE    VIII.       Enter  Duchefs. 
Duch-  O  King,  believe  not  this  bard  hearted  man  ; 
Love,    loving  not  itfclf    none  othet  can 

I'ork    Thou  frantic  wman,  what  doit  thou  do  here  ? 
>hall  thy  old  Jugs  onie  more  a  traitor  rear  ? 
Duch.  Sweet  Yg.k.  be  patient:    hear  me,  gentle  (  lege. 

IKfuels* 
Boling.  Ri(e  up,  good  aunt. 
Duch.   No   yet,   1  .hee  bt (eech  ; 
For  ever  wiil  I  kneel  upon  my  knees, 

And 


72  King  Richard  II.  A^lr.^ 

And  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees. 
Till  thou  give  joy;  until  thou  bid  me  joy, 
By  pard'ning  Rutland,  my  tranfgrefling  boy. 

Aum.  Unto  my  mother's  pray *rs  I  bend  my  kn?e. 

[KneeU. 

York.  Againft  them  both  my  true  joints  bended  be. 

111  may'ft  thou  thrive,   if  thou  grant  any  grace! 

Ducb.  Pleads  he  in  earned  ?  look  upon  his  face; 
Kiseyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  prayer's  in  jeft  ; 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  brcaft  : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd  ; 
"We  pray  with  heart  and  {bul,  and  all  befidc. 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,   I  know  ; 
Our  knees  (hall  kneel  till  to  the  ground  they  grow. 
H's  pray *is  are  full  of  falfe  hypocrify. 
Ours  of  true  zeal,   and  deep  integrity  ; 
Our  prayers  do  outpray  his ;  then  let  them  crave 
That  mercy  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Bol'ing.    Good  aunt,    ftand  up. 

Diich.  Nay,   do  not  fay.  Stand  up. 
Eut  pardon  firft;   fay  afterwards,    Stand  up. 
An*  if  I  were  thy  nurfe,    thy  tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon  (hould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeech. 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now  : 
Say,  Pardon,  King;  let  pity  teach  thee  how. 

Baling    Good  aunt,  ftand  up. 

Duch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand, 
pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

Bolt  g.  I  pardon  him,  as  Heav'n  (hall  pardon  mc 

Duch    O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee  1 
"Vet  sm  I  fick  for  fear ;  fpcak  it  again  : 
Twice  faying  pardon,   doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

[  The  word  is  fhort,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fweet ; 

No  word  like  pardon  for  King's  mouths fb  meet, 

To'k.   Sp';ak  it  inFtench,  King  ;  C^y .Pardonnez  mcy, 
Duch-  Doft  thou  teach  pardon  pardon  to  deftroy  i 

Ah,  my  four  hufband,  my  hard-hearted  lord, 

That  fit'A  the  word  itftlf  agaioft  the  word. 

S^-^cak 
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Speak  pardon,   as  'tis  current  in  our  land  ; 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  underhand, 
rhine  eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fct  thy  tongue  iheie: 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart,  plant  thou  thine  ear  ; 
That,  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce, 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehearft.] 
"  Bol'ing.  With  all  my  heart 
I  pardon  him. 
D  -ch.  A  God  on  earth  thcu  art. 
Bolinx  But  for  our  trully  brothcr-in-laWj-^lhe  Abbot, — 
With  all  the  red  of  that  conH^rted  crew, 
Ecflruif^ion  iVaight  (hall  dog  them  at  the  heels. 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  feveral  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where  e'er  theft:  traitors  are.  - 
[They  (hall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwear; 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  knew  where. 
Uncle,  f.rewel  ;    and  coufin  too,  adieu; 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 
Duch.  Come,  my  old  fon  ;  I  pray  Heav'n  make  thee 
new]  [^blxeunt. 

'scene    IX.         Enter  Eyiton  and  fi  Srvcnt. 
Exton.  'Did 'ft  thou  not  mark  the  King,  what  words  he 
fpake  * 
Have  I  no  friend  wiil  tiJ  me  of  this  living  fear.* 
Was  it  not  fu  ? 

Serv.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 
Exton.  Have  I  no  friend  •'——quoth  he  ;  he  fpake  \t 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together ;    did  he  not  i  [twice, 

Scrv    He  did. 

Exton.   And  fpeaking  it.  he  wiftly  look'd  on  me, 
As  whc  (hall  fay,         I  would  thou  wert  the  man, 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  [leart  ; 
Meaning  the  King  at  Pomfret.     Come,  let's  go: 
I  am  the  King's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  [Exeunt, 

S     C     E     N     E       X. 
Changes  to  the  prifon  at  Pomfretcojile, 
Enter  Khig  Richard. 
K.  Rich,  I  have  been  ftudying  how  to  compare 
This  prifon  w'lcre  I  live,  unto  the  world ; 
And,  for  becau(e  the  world  is  populous, 
Vol.  IV,  G  An«$ 
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And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myfelF,  ^   it- 

1  cannot  doit ;  yet  I'll  hamtrer  on't.  I«^ 

My  brain  I'll  prove  the  female  to  my  foul,  .    |J!o 

My  foul  the  faiher  :    and  thefe  two  beget  ;_    kl« 

A  generation  of  ftill  h'-eedtng  thoDghts;  «    Iftl 

And  thefe  fame  thoughts  people  this  little  world ;  |   jif 

Inhuaiour,  Ike  the  people  of  this  world,  '    »'- 

For  no  thought  Is  'ontented.     1  he  better  (brt 

(As  thoughts  of  things  divine)  are  intermix'd 

With  fcrnplcs,  and  do  fet  the  word  itfelf 

Againftthe  word  ;   as  thus,    Comey  little  ones;  and  then 

Jt  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  camel  [again, 

To  thread  the  poliern  of  a  needless  eye. 

Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 

Unlikely  wonders  ;    how  thefe  vain  weak  nails 

May  tear  a  paffage  through  the  flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,   my  ragged  prifon  wails  ; 

And,  for  they  cannot,    die  in  their  own  pride. 

T  houghts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themfelves, 

That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  Fortune's  flaves, 

And  (hall  not  be  the  !aft  ;    (like  filly  beggars,^ 

■^Vho,  fitting  in  the  flocks,  refuge  their  Ihame, 

That  many  have,  and  others  muft  fit  there) ; 

And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 

locating  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 

Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 

Thus  play  I,  in  one  prifon,  many  people,  ^ 

A.nd  none  contented.     Sometimes  am  I  King; 

Then  treafon  makes  me  wiQi  myfclf  a  beggar, 

And  fo  I  am.     Then  crulhing  penury 

perfuades  me,    I  was  better  when  a  King; 

Then  am  I  king'd  again  ;    and  by  and  by, 

Thirk  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bolingbroke, 

And  ftraight  am  nothing but  whate'er  I  am, 

Kor  I,   nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 
With  nothing  Ihall  be  pleas'd.   till  he  be  cas'd 

With  being  nothing Mufic  do  I  hear  ?  _         [Alwjir. 

i^a,  ha  ;  keep  time  :  how  four  fweet  mufic  is, 
When  time  Is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kep;  .* 

So  is  it  in  the  mufic  of  mens'  lives. 

Ana 
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And  here  have  1  the  daintlncfs  of  ear, 

To  check  time  broke  in  a  difoiderM  ftring  ; 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  ftate  and  time, 

Had  not  an  car  to  hear  my  true  time  broke  : 

I  wafted  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafte  me. 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numb'ring  clock  : 

Kiy  thoughts  are  minutes ;  and  with  fi^hs  they  jar 

Their  watches  to  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch  j 

Whereto  my  finger,    like  a  dial's  point, 

Is  pointing  ftill,   in  clcanfing  them  from  tsars. 

Now,  Sir,  the  founds  that  tell  what  hour  it  is. 

Are  clamorous  groans,    that  ftrike  upon  my  heart. 

Which  is  the  bell ;    fo  fighs,  and  tears,    and  groans. 

Shew  minutes,  hours,   and  time? O,  but  my  time 

Runs  p->ftin^  on,  in  Bolingbroke's  proud  joy, 
While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  jack  o'  th' clock. 
This  muHc  ma.^s  me,  let  it  found  no  m.ore  ; 
For  though  it  have  hdp'd  mad  men  to  their  uits, 
In  me,  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad. 
Yet  bleffing  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  I    . 
For  'tis  afign  of  love  ;  and  love  to  RicharJ 
Is  a  ftrange  brofch,  in  this  fall-hating  vvorlJ. 

SCENE      XI.         Enter  Groom, 
Groom.  Hail,  Royal  Prince  ! 
A'.  Rich.  Thanks,  Noble  Peer. 
\  [  The  cheaptft  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear.] 
What  art  ?  how  com'It  thou  hither  ^ 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  drudg?, 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  Misfortune  live  ? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  ftable,  King, 
When  thou  wert  K'ng  ;  who  travelling  tow'rds  Yotk, 
Wiih  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  fometime  *  matter's  face. 
O,  how  it  yearn'd  my  heart,  when  I  bthcld 
In  London  ftreets,    that  coronation-day  ; 
When  Bolingbroke  rode  on  Roan  Barbary, 
That  horfe  that  thou  fo  often  haft  beftrid, 
Thathotfe  that  I  i'o  carefully  h«ve  dreU'J, 

*  Sometime,  jor  formerly. 
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K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  >  tell  me,  gentle  friend, 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Gr:om.  So  proudly  as  he  had  difdainM  the  ground. 
A'.  Rich.  So  proud  that  Bolingbroke  was  on  his  back  ! 
That  jade  had  eat  bread  from  my  Royal  hand. 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  himi 
Would  he  not  itumble  i  would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  muft  have  a  fall),  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  n.an   that  did  ufurp  his  back  ? 
Forgivenefs,   hoife  ;   Rny  do  [  rail  on  thee, 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man, 
■\Vaft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe  ; 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  afs ; 
Spiu-gall'd,    and  tir'd,   by  jaunting  Bolingbroke, 

SCENE     XII.      E:ter  Keeper,  -with  a  dip. 
Keep,  Fellow,  give  pUce  ;  here  is  no  longer  ftay. 

[^Uo  the  Groom*, 
K  Riih,  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 
Groom.   What    my  tongue    dares  not,  that  my  heart 
fhallfay.  [Ex\U 

Keep.  My,   Lord,   will't  pleaf;  you  to  fall  to  ? 
-  K.  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 

Keep,  My  Lord,    I  dare  not  ,    for  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton, 
Who  late  came  from  the  King,   commands  the  contrary. 

A"  R'.ch.  The  dev'i  tike  Henry  ot  Lancafter,  ar:d  thee  ^ 
Patience  is  (tale,    and  I  am  weary  of  it. 

[Bcaii  the.  Keeper, 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help  !- 

Enter  Exton,  and  Serv.ufs. 
K.Rich.  How    now?   what  means  death   in  this  rude 
affault  ? 
W'retch,  th  ne  own  hand  yields  thy  deathMnQrument; 

[Snalch'.i^g  a  fviord  frombtie  ofthefsrvauts,  kills  him. 
Go  thou,  and  fill  another  loom  in  hell.       [Kills  another* 

[ Exton  Jt) ikes  him doivn. 
That  hand  Ihall  burn  in  never-quenching  fire. 
That  fiaggers  thus  my  perfon  :  thy  fierce  hand 
Ha'h  with  the  King's  blood  flain'd  the  King's  own  land^ 
Mount,  mount,  my  (i.ul  !  thy  feat  is  up  ou  high  ; 
Whiiii  my  grols  flslh  finkj  downvi-ard,  here  to  die.  IDies. 

Extaa, 
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Exton.  As  fu  1  of  valour,  as  of  Royal  bloocf ; 
Both  have  1  i'pih  :    Oti,  woind  ih.  dei.d  were  gooJ  ! 
For  now  the  devil  that  told  tne  1  d  d  well, 
Says,    that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  K'ng  to  the  living  King  I'll  bear  ; 
Take  hence  the  rtrt,   and  give  thtm  burial  here. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE       xiir. 

Changes  to  the  co-nt  at  JVinJ/or. 
TlouriJ}}.     Enter  Bulingbroke,   Yotk,    -with  other  Lordt, 
and  Jtte>i(!ants. 
Boling.  Kind  URcle  York,  the  latcft  news  we.  hear, 
Is,  that  the  rebels  have  confun^i'd  with  fire 
Ojr  town  of  CiceQer  in  Gloucefter(hire; 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en  or  llain,  we  hear    not. 

Enter  "Northumbciland. 
"Welcome,   my  Lord  :  what  is  the  news  ? 

North.  Firll,  to  thy  facred  ftate  w  (li  I  all  happine(s; 
The  next  news  is,  1  have  to  London  fent 
The  heads  ofSal'(bary,  Spencer,  Blunt,  and  Kent  ; 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  dilcourfcd  in  this  paper  here. 

[Pre/entitig  a  paper, 
Boliiig.  \Vc  thank  thee,  gent'e  Percy,  for  thy  pa'ns, 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right- worthy  gains. 
Enter  Fitz^ater. 
F'llzw.  My  Lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Broccas  and  Sir  Bennet  Sccly; 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conjbi  ted.  traitors, 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Biding.  Thy  pains,  Fitzwater,  fhall  not  be  forgot ; 
Right  noble  is  thy  roeilt,  well  1  wot. 

Enter  Percy  and  the  Bifiop  of  Carlifle. 
Percy.  The  grand  confpirator,   Abbot  oOVeJimlnpr^ 
"With  clog  of  confcience,  and  four  melancholy, 
Hath  yieUied  up  his  body  to  the  grave  ; 
But  here  is  Carlifle,  living  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  fentence  of  his  pride.      * 

Baling.  Carl. He,   this  is  your  doom  : 
Chufc  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  room 

Q  3  Merc 
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More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life ;,  ][ 

So,  as  th^jj  liv'  f  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife. 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  haft  ever  been,. 
High  fparks  of  honour  in  ihee  Ihavefeen. 
Enier  E&ton  -uiith  a  coffin. 

Exlon.   Great  King,  wi'h'n  this  coffin  I  prcfent 
Thy  bury'i^  fear.     Herein  all  breathlef.  lies 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 
Richard  of  Boardeaux,    by  me  hiiher  brought. 

B'Atng.  Exton„I  thank  thee  not ,  for  thou  haft  wronghl 
A  deed  o^flander  with  thy  fatal  hand 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton    From  your  own  mouth,  my  Lord,  did  I  thi^ 
deed. 

Bolh'ig    They  love  not  poifon,  that  do  poifon  need; 
Kor  do  1  thee  ;  though  I  did  with  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  munh'rer,  love  him  murthered. 
The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  good  word  nor  princ  ly  favour. 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  fliade  of  night, 
And  never  Ihew  thy  head  by  day  or  light. 
Lords,    I  protcft,    my  foul  is  full  of  woe. 
That  bl(  od  fnould  fprinkle  me  to  make  me  grow. 
Come,    mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lameniy 
And  put  on  fwllen  black  incontinent  : 
I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  holy  land. 
To  wait  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand, 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  mourning  here. 
In  weeping  ever  this  untimely  bier.  {Exeunt  omn?iM 
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^  S  C  E  N  E,    England. 

ACT      I.        SCENE    I. 

The  court  in  London, 

Enter  King  Henry,    Lord  John  of  Lancaaer,   Earl  ef 

Wtftraorland,  and  others. 
K,  Henry.  QO  fhaken  as  wc  are,  Co  wan  with  care, 

>5  Find  wc  a  time  fyr  frighted  peace  to  pant, 

.  An«? 
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Ar'd  breathe  Hiort-wlnded  accents  of  new  broils 

To  be  commcnc'd  in  flronds  afar  remote. 

No  more  the  ihirrty  entrance  of  this  foil 

Shall  trempe  *  her  lips  with  her  own  childrens'  blooJ  : 

No  more  fhall  trerching  aar  channel  her  fields, 

Nar  bruiie  her  flow'rets  with  the  armed  hoofs 

Of  hoftiie  paces.     Tho/e  oppofeJ  files, 

Which,    like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heav'n, 

All  of  one  nature,   of  one  fnbflance  bred, 

Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  (hock 

And  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery, 

Shall  now,    in  mutual,    well  btfeeming  ranks, 

March  all  one  way  ;  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 

Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies: 

The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-lheath'd  knife, 

No  more  fhallcut  his  mafter.     Therefore,  friends, 

As  far  as  to  the  fepulchre  of  Chrift, 

(Whole  {blJier  now,  under  whoft  bleflcd  croCs 

We  are  imprefled,  and  eng3i»M  to  fight), 

Forthwith  a  power  of  Englilh  fhall  we  levy  ; 

Whofe  arms  u-ere  moulded  in  their  mother's  womb 

To  chafe  thefe  Pagans,   in  thole  holy  fields 

Over  whofe  acres  walk'd  thofe  bielled  feet, 

Which  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  nail'd 

For  cur  advantage  on  the  'fitter  crols. 

But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  twelvemonth  old, 

And  bootlels  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go: 

Therefore  we  meet  not  now.     Then  let  me  hear, 

Of  you,  my  gentle  c<'ufin  WeOmorland, 

What  yeficrnight  our  council  did  decree, 

in  forwarding  this  dear  expedience  f . 

JVeJt.  My  Liege,  this  hafte  was  hot  in  queftion, 
And  many  limits  ^  of  the  charge  fet  down 
But  yellernight;  when,  all  athv^art,  there  came 
A  port  from.  Wales,  loaien  with  heavy  news  j 
Whofe  word  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer, 

*  i.  e.  moiften  ;  from  the  French  tremper. 

f  Expedience,  for  Expedition, 

I  Limits,  for  cftlraatcst 

I-cadirg 
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Leading  the  men  of  HcrcBrdftire  to  6ght 

AoimW  th'  irregular  and  uild  GlcnJower, 

VJis  by  the  rude  hands  of  ihat  Welshman  taken 

A  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered ; 

Upon  whofc  dead  corps  there  was  fu(h  milule, 

Such  bcaaiy,  (himelefs  transformation, 

By  tholb  Welshwomen  done,  as  may  not  be, 

\Vithout  muLh  (hame,  re-told  or  fpoken  of. 

K.Henry.   It  feems,  then,  that  the  titiings  of  this  broU 
Brik.  off  our  bufinefs  for  the  holy  land.  ^ 

JVejl  This,  match'd  with  other,  did,  my  gracious  Lordi 
For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  import.    ^ 
On  holy-rood  day,    the  gallant  Hot  fpur  there, 
Young  iiarry  Percy,  and  br^ve  Archibald, 
That  cver-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  f.olmedon  fpcnt  a  lad  and  bloody  hour  : 
As  by  diicharge  of  their  ailillery, 
And  fh.pc  of  Ikelihoud,    the  news  was  told  ; 
For  he  that  brought  it,    in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  thtir  contention,  did  take  horie, 
Uncertain  of  ih;;  ifliie  any  way. 

A'.  Hei.q.    Here  is  a  de-r  and  true  induasious  tnend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  Ighted  from  his  hoife, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  (oil 
Becwixt  that  Holmedon,  anJ  this  feat  of  ours: 
And  he  hath  brought  usfmnoih  and  welcome  news. 
The  Earl  of  Douglas  is  discomfited  ; 
Ten  ihoufand  bold  Scots,   three  and  twenty  Kmghts, 
Balk'd  in  their  own  blood  did  Sir  Walrer  lee 
On  Holmedon 's  plains.      Of  piilbner>,  Hot-ffur  took 
Mortiac  the  Earl  of  Fife,  and  eldtft  Tm 
To  beaten  Douglas,    and  the  Earls  of  Athol, 
Of  Moray,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 
And  IS  not  this  an  honourable  fpoil  ? 
A  gallant  p;  zc  ?  ha    couh.;,  is  it.not  ?_ 

Wtft.  I     ai;h,  a  conqueft  for  a  prince  to  boaU  of. 
■    K.  tienry    Yta,  there  thou  mak'i'i  mc  r.id,  and  mak'ft 

m'.  fi') 
In  envy,  that  my  Lord  Korihumberland 

•"  ''  Should 


u 
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Should  be  the  father  of  fo  blefs'd  a  Ton  : 

A  Ton,  who  is  the  theme  of  Honour's  tongue  : 

Arnongft  a  grove,    the  very  ftraighteft  plant : 

Who  is  fweet  Fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride: 

Whilft  I,  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him, 

See  riot  and  dilTionour  flain  the  brow 

Of" my  young  Harry.     O  could  it  be  prov'd, 

That  fome  n'ght  tripping  fairy  had  exchang'd, 

In  cradlc-cioaths,   our  children  where  they  lay, 

And  call  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet -, 

Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine. 

But  let  him  from  my  thoughts.— -What  think  you, counnf 

Of  this  young  Percy's  pride  ?  the  pri(I)ners, 

Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  furpris'd, 

To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word, 

I  (hall  have  none  bur  Mordac  Earl  of  Fife. 

Wejl.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcefter, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  afpedls; 
Which  makes  him  plume  hlmfdf,  and  briflle  up 
The  creft  of  youth  againft  your  dignity. 

K.  Henry.  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anlwer  this ; 
And  for  this  cauft  a  while  we  muft  negleft 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jerufalem. 
Coufm,  on  Wcdncfday  next  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Windfor,  fo  inform  the  Lords: 
But  come  yourlelf  with  (peed  to  us  again; 
For  more  is  to  be  (aid,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weji.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exeunt\ 

SCENE     n.       yin  r^partmert  of  the  Prince's. 
Knler  Henry  P'ince  0/ Wales,  and  Sir  John  FalllafK 
Fal.  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  r 
P.  Henry.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  wiih  drinking  old  fa(k, 
and   unbuttoning   thee    after   fupper,  and    fleeping  upon 
benches  in  the  afternoon,  that  thou  haft   fo«-gotten  to  de- 
mand that  truly,  which  thou  would'ft  truly  know.    Whal 
a  devil  haft  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  day  .>    UnleHJ 
hours  were  cups  of  fack,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks 
the  tongues  ot  bawds,  and  dials  the  figns  of  kaping-hcufes 
and  the  blefi^d  fun  himfelf  a  fair  hot  wench  in  flamc-co-l 

loured! 
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onred  taff*ata;  I  fee  no  reafon    why  thou  nioulil'rt  be  Co 
uperfluous,  to  demand  the  time  of  the  day. 

Fol.  Indeed  you  come  near  me  now,  Hall ;  for  we 
hat  take  purfes,  go  by  the  moon  and  feven  Oars,  and  not 
7  Phcc^us,  he,  that  wand'ring  knight  Co   fair  *.      And 

pray  thee,  fweel  wag,  when  thou  art  King as  God 

avc   thy  Grace,  (Majcfty   I  (hould  fay ;  for  grace  thou 
vilt  have  none) — — 

P  Henry.    What !  none  ? 

Fal.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  To  much  as  will  fcrve  to 
)e  prologue  to  an  egg  and  b .    i.-r. 

P.  Henry,  Well,  how  then?  come,  roundly,  roundly— 

Fal.  Marry,  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  King  let 
,ot  us  that  are  (quires  of  the  night's  body,  be  called 
fiieves  of  the  day's  booty.  Let  us  be  Diana's  foreflcrs, 
■;ntlemcn  of  the  fliade,  minions  of  the  moon;  and  let 
nen  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  government,  being  governed 
5  the  fca  is,  by  our  noble  and  chafle  miflrefs  ihe  moon, 
nder  whofe  countenance  we  —  ft'  al 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too;  for 
^le  fortune  -^f  us  that  arc  the  moon's  men  doth  ebb  and 
i)w  like  the  (ca,  being  governed  as  the  fea  is,  by  the 
iTOon.  As  for  proof,  now  :  A  purfe  of  gold  moft  refo- 
Jtely  fnatch'd  on  Monday  night,  and  moft  diflolutely 
pent  on  Tuefday  morning  ;  got  with  fwearing,  Lriv  by, 
nd  (pent  with  crying.  Bring  in  ;  now  in  as  low  an  ebb  as 
he  foot  of  the  ladder,  and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as 
he  ridge  of  the  gallows. 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  thou  (ay'ft  true,  lad :  and  is  not 
nine  hofte(s  of  the  tavern  a  moft  fweet  wench  ? 

P.Henry.  As  the  honey  of  Hybla,  my  old  !ad  of  the 
ifllef;  and  is  not  a  bufFjcrkin  a  mod  fweet  robe  of 
u ranee  i 

Fal 

*  A  line  of  an  old  ballad. 

!     t  This  alludes  to  the  naive  Shake/pear  frjf  gave  to  this 

'■  "foon  charoBer,  nvkich  "was  Sir  John  Oldcalfle:  and  -when 

r  changed  the  namCy  he  forgot  to  firike  out  this  exbrejfi.n 

•  t  alludtd  to  it.  The  recfon  of  the  change  ivas  this  ,  one 
■  .r  John  Oldcajik  laving  Jujfered  in  the  time  of  Henry  V. 
L  far 
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Fal.  How  now,  bow  now;  mad  wag ;  what,  in  thy 
qu'.ps  and  thy  quiddities?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do 
with  a  buff  jerkin?  ... 

p.  Henry.  V/by,  what  a  pox  have  1  to  do  with  my 
hoftefs  of  the  tavern? 

Fal.  Well,  thou  hatt  call'd  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a 

time  and  oft. 
P.  Henry.  D  d  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 
Fal.  No  J  ril   give    thee   thy  due,  thou    haft  paid  all 

there.  .  ^   ^  .  11 

p.  Henry.  Yea,  and  elfewlierc,  fo  far  as  my  coin  would 
ftretch  ;   and  where  it  would  not,  1  have  us^d  my  credit. 

Fal  Yea,  and  fo  us'd  it,  that  were  it  not  here  appa- 
rent,   that   thou    art    heir-apparent- But.,  I  prithee, 

fweetwag,  (hall  there  be  gallows  Handing  m  England 
when  thou  art  King?  and  rcfolution  thus  fobb'd  as  it  is. 
with  the  rufty  curb  of  old  father  antic,  the  law  ?  Do  noi 
thou,  when  thou  art  a  King,  hang  a  thief. 

p.  Henry.  No  ;   thou  fhalt. 

Fal.  Shall!  ?  Orare!    By  the  Lord,  I'll  be   a  brav< 

^"  pI Henry.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already :    I  mean,   thoi 
fhalt  have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and   ia  become  ; 

rare  hangman.  n      •.  •        ,     ;►» 

Fal    Well,   Hal,  well ;  and  in  fome  fort  .t  jumps  witt 

my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in   the  court,  1  can  td 

you.  .    , 

P.Henry.  For  obtaining  of  fuitsr • 

Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuit^  whereof  the  hanamsr 
hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood,  I  am  as  melancholy  ai 
a  gib-cat,  or  a  lugg'd  bear. 

P  Herry.  Or  an  old  lion,  or  a  lover's  lute. 

Fal.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Li.colnniire  bagpipe. 

F.  Henry.  What  fays  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  mtlancholji  f 
of  Moor-ditch  ?  ■^' 

for  the  opinions  ofF/ick'ife,  it  gave  offence;  and  therefor^ 
the  poet  altered  tt  to  Faipff,  and  endeavours  to  remove  th 
fcandol  in  the  epilogue  to  the  fecond  part  of  Hi'nrj  IV.  Mt 
Warburton.  p,  . 
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Fal.  Thou  liart  the  moft  unfavory  fimilles;  and  art, 
ndecd,  the  moft  incomparativc,  rafcallieft,  fwset  young 
jfince— ~But,  Hal,  I  pr'ythce,  trouble  me  no  more  with 
ranity  ;  I  would  to  God  thou  and  I  knew  where  a  com- 
nodity  of  good  names  were  to  be  bought.  An  old  Lord 
)f  the  council  rated  me  the  other  day  in  the  flreet  abou^ 
/ou,  Sir;  but  I  mark'd  him  not,  and  yet  he  talk'd  very 
wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

p.  ticnry.  Thou  didft  well ;  for  wifdom  cries  out  in  the 
Ueets,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

Fal.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  attradion,  and  art,  indeed, 
iblc  to  corrupt  a  faint.  1  hou  haft  done  much  harm  un- 
o  me,  Hal,  God  forgive  thee  for  it !  Before  I  knew 
hee,  Hal,  I  knew  nothing;  and  now  am  I,  if  a  man 
hould  fpeak  truly,  little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked. 
'.  muft  give  ever  this  life,  and  I  will  give  it  over;  by  the 
Lord,  an'  I  do  not,  I  am  a  vi  lain.  I'll  be  damn'd  for 
icvcr  a  King's  fon  in  Chriftcndom. 

P.Henry.  Where  ftiall  we  take  a  purle  to-morrow, 
[ack? 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one;  an*  I  do 
lot,  ca'l  me  villain,  and  bafHe  me. 

P»  Henry.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  ihec,  from 
staying  to  purfe-takirg.  "^ 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal.  *Tls  no  fin 
"or  a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation.  Poins!       .-.Now 

hall  we  know,  if  Gads-hill  have  (et  a  match.  O,  if  men 
*ere  to  be  faved  by  merit,  what  hole  in  hell  were  hot  c- 
aough  for  him ! 

SCENE      Iir.       Enter  Poins. 
This   is   the   moft   omnipotent  villain  that  ever  cry'd, 
S/j'.i/,  to  a  true  man. 

p.  Henry.  Good-morrow,  Ne'd. 

Poins.  Good-morrow,  fweet  Hall.  What  fays  Mon- 
icur  Remorfe  :  what  fays  Sir  John  Sack  and  Sugar  >  Jack  ! 
low  agree  the  devil  and  thou  about  thy  foul,  that  thou 
"oldeft  him  on  C'ood  Friday  laft,  for  a  cup  of  Madera, 
ind  a  cold  capon's  leg? 

P.Henry.  Sir  John  ftands  to  his  word;  the  devil  ft^-all 

Vox..  IV.  H  have 
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have  his  bargain  ;  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  pro* 
verbs;  He  -will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Then  thou  art  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word 
with  the  devil. 

P.  Henry.  Elfe  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the 

devil. 

Poins.  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morning  by 
four  o'clock,  early  at  Gads-hill;  there  are  pilgrims  go- 
ing to  Canterbury  with  rich  offerings,  and  traders  riding 
to  London  with  fat  purfes.  I  have  vizards  for  you  all ; 
you  have  horfes  for  yourfelves:  Gads-hill  lies  to-night  in 
Rochefter ;  I  have  bcfpokc  fupper  to-morrow  night  in 
Eaft-cheap ;  we  may  do  it  as  fecure  as  flecp  :  if  you  will 
go,  I  will  fluff  your  purfes  full  of  crowns ;  if  you  will 
not,  tarry  at  home  and  be  hang'd. 

Fal.  Hear  ye,  Yedward ;  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go 
not,  I'll  hang  you  for  going. 

Poins.  You  will,  chops? 

Fol'  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

p.  Henry.  Who,  I  rob  ?  I  a  thief?  not  I,  by  my  faith. 

Fal.  There  is  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good  fel- 
lowlhip  in  thee,  nor  thou  cam'fl  not  of  the  blood-royal, 
if  thou  dar'ft  not  cry,  Stand,  for  ten  fhillings. 

P.  Henry.  Well  then,  once  in  my  days  I'll  be  a  mad- 
cap. 

Fal.  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  traitor  then  when  thou  art 
King. 

P.  Henry.  I  rare  not. 

Poins.  Sir  John,  I  pr'ythee,  leave  the  Prince  and  me  a- 
lone  ;  I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  reafons  for  this  adven- 
ture, that  he  fhall  go. 

Fal.  Well,  may'ft  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  perfualion, 

and  he  the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeak'ft  may 

move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  believ'd;  that  the  true 

Prince  may  (for  recreation  fake)   prove   a  falfe  thief;  for 

the  poor  abufes  of  the  time  want  countenance.    F^rewel, 

you  (hall  find  me  in  Eaft- cheap. 

''  p.  Henry, 
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p.Hcnn.  Farewel,  thou  latter-fpring !  Farcwcl,  all- 
wllown  fummer !  t^-^'/f"^'* 

Poius.  Now,  my  good  fwcct  honey  Lord,  ride  with  us 
•O-morrow.  I  have  a  jcft  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  ma- 
lage  alone.  Fainaff,  Bardolph,  Peto,  and  Gads-hill, 
hall  rob  thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way  laid  ;  your- 
clfand  I  will  not  be  there;  and  when  they  have  ihe 
)ooty,  \i  you  and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  head  from 
jfFmy  llioulders.  .      r    • 

P.  Henry    But  how  (hail  we  part  with  them  in  letting 

^jrth  ? 

Pohis.  Why,  we  will  (It  forth  before  or  after  ihem; 
md  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  u  is  at  our 
Mealbrc  to  fail ;  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon  the 
•xploit  themfelvcs,  which  thiy  (hail  have  no  fooncr  at- 
chitved,  but  we'll  fet  upon  them. 

P.  Henrj.  Ay ;  but  'tis  like  they  will  know  us  by  our 
norles,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appointment, 
to  be  ourfelves. 

Pov:s,  Tut,  our  horfes  they  (hall  not  fee  ;  I'll  tie  them 
in  the  wood;  our  vizards  we  will  change  after  we  leave 
them;  and,  firrah,  I  have  cafes  of  buckram  for  the 
nonce,  to  immafk  our  noted  outward  garment?,- 

p.  Henry.  But  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  bard  for  us. 

Psitjs.  Well,  for  twcr  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as 
true  bred  cowards  as  ever  turn'd  back;  and  for  the  third, 
if  he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  reafon,  I'll  forfwcar  arms. 
The  virtue  of  this  jeft  will  be,  the  ^comprehenfiblc  Iks 
that  this  (ame  fat  rogue  will  tell  us  when  we  meet  at 
fupper;  how  thirty  at  lea(t  he  fought  with,  what  wards, 
what  blows,  what  extremities  he  endured;  and,  in  the 
reproof  of  this,  lies  the  jeft. 

J>.  Henry.  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee;  provide  us  all  things 
DccefTary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in  Eaft-cheap, 
there  I'll  fup.     Farewel. 

Poins.  Farewel,  my  Lord.  [Exit  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenels; 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  fun, 
"Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 

Hi  To 
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To  fmolher  up  his  beauty  from  the  world  ; 

That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelF, 

Being  wanted,  he  mzy  be  more  wonderM  af, 

Ey  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  niifts 

Of  vapours,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangle  him. 

If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 

To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work :  _ 

But  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifirj  for  come^ 

And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents. 

5io,  when  this  'oofe  behaviour  I  throw  oflj 

And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed; 

By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 

By  fo  much  fnall  I  fglfify  mens*  fears; 

And,  like  bf'ght  metal  on  a  fallen  ground, 

My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 

Shall  fliew  more  goodly,  and  attraft  more  eyes, 

1  han  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  fet  it  cfF.  J 

I'll  fu  ofTcnl,  to  make  offence  a  (kill ;         _ 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leaft  I  will.  [Exit, 

SCENE    IV.      Changes  to  an  apartment  in  the  palace, 

Enter  Kin"   Henry,   Northumberland,   Worceilcr,   Hot- 

fpur,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  ethers. 

K.  Henry.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 
Vna^t  to  '.iir  at  thtfe  indignities; 
And  you  have  found  me  ;  for  accordingly 
You  tread  upon  my  patience:  but  be  fure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myfelf. 
Mighty  and  to  bt  fa#*d,  than  my  condition  *; 
Which  haih  been  fmooth  as  oil,  foft  as  young  do.vn, 
And  therefore  loft  that  title  of  rcfpeft, 
Which  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor.  Our  houfe,  my  fovereign  Liege,  little  defervcs 
The  (courge  of  grtatntfa  to  be  ufed  on  it; 
.And  that  fame  gvcatntfs  too,  uhich  our  own  hands 
Have  help'd  to  make  fo  portly. 

North.  My  good  Lord, 

K.  Henry.  Worceller,  get  ihee  gone;  for  I  do  lec 
Danger  and  difobeditiicc  in  thine  eye, 

•  Condition,  ftr  difpofulom 
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)  Sir    your  prcfence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory ; 

Vnd  Majefly  might  never  yet  endure 

rhc  moody  frontlet  of  a  fervant-brow. 

Lu  hive  good  leave  to  leave  us.    When  we  need 

{L  ufe  L  counfel,  vve  (hall  fend  for  yo^u.  ^  ^^^^^^^^^ 

L   ,►  f«  fripnlc  rXo  Northumberland, 

JTou  vk-erc  about  to  IpeaK.  L-*"  ^ 

As  was  deliver'd  to  your  MajeQy. 
Or  envy  therefore,  or  mifpnfion, 
Is  euiltv  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fon. 

Hot.'Uy  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  pnfoners  j 
But  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  cxtrenie  toil, 
Breaihlefs  and  faint,  leaning  upon  n?y,^word; 
Came  there  a  certain  Lord,  neat,  trimly  drefsd. 
Fre(h  as  a  bridegroom,  and  his  chin,  new-reapd, 
Shew'd  like  a  ftubble-land  at  harveahome. 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner  J 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon      _ 
He  gave  his  nofe;  [and  took't  away  again; 
Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there. 

Took  it  in  fnuff*]. And  (lill  he  fmil'd,  and  talkd. 

And  as  the  foldiers  bare  dead  bodies  by, 
He  call'd  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly, 
To  bring  a  (lovcnly,  unhandfome  coarfe 
Betwixt  the  wind,  and  his  nobility. 
"With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  queaion'd  me :  amongQ  the  reft,  demanded 
My  prifoners,  in  your  Majefty's  behalh  ^ 
I  then  all  fmarting  with  my  wounds  i  bung  gal  a 
To  be  fo  pcfter'd  with  a  popinjay, 
Out  of  my  grief,  and  my  impatience, 
Anfwer'd,  negleamgly,  1  know  not  what : 
♦  This  Jin fiditykmtn  the  crotchcii  ii  the  pltsycn.  W. 
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He  fliould,  or  (hould  ijot ;  for  be  made  me  maJ, 

To  fee  him  fhine  fo  brillc,  and  Tmell  fo  fweet, 

And  talk  fb  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, 

Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds;  (God  fave  the  mark !) 

And  telling  me,  the  fbvereignlft  thing  on  earth 

"Was  parmacity,  for  an  inward  bruife  ; 

And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was. 

This  ?.il!anous  (alt-petre  fhould  be  digg'cf 

Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmlefs  earth, 

XV^hich  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  deftroy'd 

So  cowsrdiy  :  and  but  for  thefe  vile  guns, 

He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldier.  .< 

This  balj,  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  Lord, 

I  anflver'd  indircftly  *,  as  I  faid ; 

And  I  bcfeech  you,  let  not  his  report 

Come  currant  for  an  accufation, 

Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  Majedy. 

Blunt.  The  circumftance  confider'd,  good  my  Lorc^ 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid, 
To  fuch  a  perfbn,  and  in  fuch  a  place, 
At  fuch  a  timr-,  with  all  the  refl  retold, 
May  reafbnabiy  die  j  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach. 
What  then  he  faid,  fee,  he  unfsys  it  now, 

K.  Henry.  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoner^ 
EiU  with  provifb  and  exception, 
That  we  at  our  own  charge  fhall  ranfom  ftraight 
His  brother  in-law,  the  foolifh  Mortimer; 
Who,  on  my  loul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  lives  of  thofe  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
Againd  the  great  magicisn,  damn'd  Glendower; 
Whole  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  many'd.     Shall  our  coffers  then 
Be  empty 'd,  to  reJeeoi  a  traitor  home? 
Siiall  we  buy  treafbn  ?  and  indent  f  with  fears, 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves? 
No;  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  ftarye  j 


*  IndireiQly,  for  negligently, 
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For  I  (hall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whofe  tongue  Ihall  a(k  me  for  one  penny  coft 
To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer  ? 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  fovcreign  Liege, 
But  'bides  the  chance  of  war;  to  prove  that  (rue, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue,  for  ail  thofc  woundij 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took, 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  fedgie  bank, 
In  fingle  oppoiition,  hand  to  hand, 
He  dfd  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardimeiit  with  great  Glendower. 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they  drink, 
Upon  agreement,  of  fwift  Severn's  flood;     • 
Who  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks, 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds. 
And  hid  his  crifp'd  head  in  the  hollow  bank, 
Blood-ftained  with  thele  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  bafe  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds; 
Nor  ever  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  Co  many,  and  all  willingly. 
Then  let  him  not  beflander'd  with  revolt. 

K.Henry.  1  houdoftbeliehim,  Percy,  thou  belied  him  j 
He  never  did  encounter  wilh  Glendower; 
He  durft  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alune. 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 
Art  not  afham'd?  but,  fnrah,  from  this  hour 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  me  your  prilbners  with  the  fpeedieft  means, 
Or  you  (hall  hear  in  futh  a  kind  trcm  me 

As  will  difpleafe  you.- My  Lord  Northumberland, 

We  licenfe  your  departure  with  your  f)n. 
Send  us  your  prilbners,   or  you'U  hear  of  it. 

[Exit  K.  Henry. 

Hot.  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  thtm, 
I  will  not  fend  them.     I  wiil  after  ftrait, 
And  tell  him  fo ;  for  I  wiil  eafe  my  heart. 
Although  it  be  v\ich  hazard  of  my  head. 
NQUb.  ^Yh^t,  drmjk  with  choler  f  flay,  and  paufc  a  while, 

tlcre 
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Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Enter  Worcefter. 

"Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer? 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him ;  and  let  my  (bul 
"Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him. 
In  bis  behalf,  I'll  empty  all  thefe  veins. 
And  rhed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  in  dufl, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  high  i'  th'  air  as  this  unthankful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  canker'd  Bolingbroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  nephew  mad. 

[To  Worcefter 

Wor,  Who  ftrook  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone? 

Hot.  He  wi\l,  forfooth,  have  all  my  prifoners  : 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale, 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  ev'n  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  1  cannot  blame  him  ;  was  he  not  proclalm'J, 
By  Richard  that  is  dead,  the  next  of  blood? 

North.  He  was.     I  heard  the  proclamation; 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon !)  did  fet  forth 
Upon  his  Irifli  expedition ; 
From  whence  he,  intercepted,  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  (hortly  murthered. 

Wor.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  world's  wide  mouth 
Live  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of 

Hot.  But  foft,  I  pray  you ; did  King  Richard  then 

Proclaim  my  brother  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  crown  ? 
L  North.  He  did  ;  myfelf  did  hear  It. 

V\  Bet.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coufin  King, 

That  wilh'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  (bill  it  be,  that  you  that  fet  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man. 
And  for  his  fake  wear  the  detefted  blot 
Of  murd'rous  fubornation  ;    (hall  it  be, 
That  you  a  world  of  curfes  undergo. 
Being  the  agents  or  bafe  fecond  means, 
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■he  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather? 

D  pardon  me,  that  I  defccnd  fo  low, 

To  (hew  the  line  and  the  predicament 

Vhcrein  you  range  under  this  AibtleKing); 

hall  it  for  (hame  be  fpoken  in  thefe  days, 

)r  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  come, 

That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power 

:ngagedthem  both  in  an  unjuft  behalf; 

As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it,   have  done); 

To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  lovely  role, 

^nd  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker  Bolingbrcke? 

knd  lliall  it  in  more  (hame  be  further  Jpoken, 

That  you  are  fool'd,  difcarded,  and  flicck  off 

iy  him,  for  whom  thefe  fliames  ye  underwent  ? 

Jo ;   yet  time  ferves,   wherein  you  may  redeena 

fourbani{b'd  honours,   and  reftore  yourfelves 

nto  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 

levenge  the  jeering  and  difdain'd  contempt^ 

)f  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  day  and  night 

To  anfvier  all  the  debt  he  owes  unto  you, 

tven  with  the  bloody  payments  of  your  deaths: 

Therefore  I  fay 

JVtr,  Peace,  coufin,  fay  no  more. 
\nd  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecretbook, 
\nd  to  your  qaick  conceiving  difcontents 
'11  read  you  matter,   deep  and  dangerous  j 
\s  full  of  peril  and  advent'rous  fpirit, 
\s  to  o'erwalk  a  current  roaring  loud, 
On  the  unfteadfaft  footing  of  a  fpear  *. 

Hit.  If  he  fall  in,  good  night.     Or  fink  or  fwim, 
lend  danger  from  the  esft  unto  the  weft, 
50  honour  crofs  it  from  the  north  to  fouth  ; 
And  let  them  grapple— O!  the  blood  more  ftirs 
To  roufe  a  lion,  than  to  ftarl  a  hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  hcav'n,   methinks,  it  were  an  eafy  leap, 
To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale  fac'd  moon  7 

•  i.  c.  of  a  fpcar  laid  acrcfu 

J      Ji:  J  Or 
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Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 

"Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground, 

And  pluck  npdro'>vned  Honour  by  the  Kicks : 

So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 

Without  corrival  all  her  dignities. 

But  out  upon  this  half  tacM  feliowfhip  .' 

Wor    He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here, 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  fhould  attend. 
Good  coufin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while* 

Ho/.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

TFor.  Thofe  fame  Noble  Scots, 
Thst  are  your  prifoners 

H(t.  I'll  keep  them  all. 
By  Heav'n  he  fhall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them  : 
>Jo,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  foul,  he  fliail  not; 
I'll  keep  them  by  this  hand. 

Wor.  You  ftart  away, 
And  lend  no  e?r  unto  my  purpofes; 
Thofe  prir^neri  you  (hall  keep. 

Hot    I  will  ;    that's  flat: 
He  faid,  he  would  not  ran(bm  Mortimer  : 
Forbad  my  tonj^ue  to  fpsak  of  Mortimer: 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  afieep, 
And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla,  Mc^ltmer  ! 
Nay,  I  will  have  a  ftarling  taught  to  /peak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 
To  keep  his  anger  ftill  in  motion. 

Wot'   Hear  you,  coufin,  a  word. 

Hot.   All  ftudies  here  I  folemnly  itfy^ 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke  : 
And  that  fame  fword-and-buckler  Prince  of  WaleSj 
(But  that,  I  think,  his  father  loves  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance), 
I'd  have  him  poifbn'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor»  Farewel,  my  kinfman  ;  I  will  talk  to  you, 
When  you  are  better  temper'd  to  attend. 

North.  Why,  what  a  wafp-torgu'd  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood, 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ? 
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Hot.  Why,  look  you,  lam  whipp'd  and  fcourg'd  with 
^ttil'd.  and  ftung  with  pifmires,  when  I  hear  [rods, 
)f  this  vile  politician  Bolingbroke  : 

Q  Rchard's  time what  do  ye  call  the  place? 

i  plague  upon't  ! it  is  in  Glo'fterlhire— — — 

Twas  where  the  mad-cap  Diikc  his  uncle  kept  -'— 

•lis  uncle  York where  I  firft  bow'd  my  knee 

Jnto  this  Kingoffmilcs,  this  Bolingbroke, 
^hco  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenfpurg. 

North.  At  Berkley  caftle. 

Hot-  You  fay  true  : 
•v'hy,  what  a  deal  of  candied  courtefy 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me! 
jook,  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  ae^,— — 

indgevtle  Harry  P^rcy— -and  kind  coujin  ~ 

The  divil  take  fuch  cozeners God  forgive  me—— 

jood  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

Jfor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,   to't  again. 
iVe'll  ftay  your  leifure. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  i'faith. 

fFor,  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottllh  prifoners. 

ITo  Hotspur, 
deliver  them  without  their  ranfom  ftralght, 
Vnd  make  the  Douglas* fon  your  only  mean 
Tor  pow'rs  in  Scotland  ;   which,   for  divers  reafbns 
v^hich  I  (hall  fend  you  written,   be  aflur'd, 

^ill  eafily  be  granted. You   my  Lord,      [To  No^h« 

four  fon  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd, 
;hall  fccretly  into  the  bofom  creep 
Df  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  belov'd, 
rh'  Archbifliop. 

Hot.  York,  is't  not  ? 

Wor.  True,    who  bears  hard 
flis  brother's  death  at  Brillol,   the  lord  Scroop. 
'.  (peak  not  this  in  ellimation  *, 
\s  what  I  think  might  be  ;  but  what  I  know 

•  Ellimation,  for  conje^ure.  But  between  th's  and 
le  foregoing  verfe  it  appears  there  ivere  fvrie  lines  which 
irc  ne-w  loft,    Mr  Watburtoni 

Is 

/ 
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Is  ruminatec!,  plotted,  and  ftt  down  ; 
And  only  (lays  but  to  heboid  the  face 
Of  that  occafion  that  flia'l  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  fmell  it ;  on  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North-  Before  the  game's  a-foot,  thou  ftill  lett'il  fl'p 

Hoi.  It  cannot  chufe  but  be  a  noble  plot ; 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York 
To  join  with  Mortimer;  ha! 

Wor.  So  they  (hall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  rcafbn  bids  us  fpeed 
To  (ave  our  heads,  by  raifing  of  a  head  : 
For,  bear  ourielves  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt  ; 
And  think,  we  deem  our(elves  unfatisfy'd. 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  ftrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him* 

Wor.  Coufin,  farewel-     No  further  go  in  this, 
Than  I  by  letters  (hall  dire£l  your  courfe. 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  befuddenly, 
I'll  (^eal  to  Glendower,  and  Lord  Mortimer, 
Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  pow'rs  at  once, 
(As  I  will  fafhion  it),  (hall  happily  meet. 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  arms, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewel,  good  brother;  we  (hall  thrive,  I  ttu 

Hot,  Uncle,  adieu:   O  let  the  hours  be  (hort,  , 

Till  fields,   and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  fport !     | 

{Exeu: 

A    C    T    II.         S    C    E    N    E    I. 

j4n  inn  at  Rochefler. 

Enter  a  carrier,  -with  a  lanthorn  in  his  hand, 
I  Car,  T  I  Eigh  ho  !  an't  be  not  four  by  the  day,  I 
X  1    be  hang'd.     Charles'  wain  is  over   the  ne 
chimnty  .  and  yet  our  hor(e  not  pack'd.     What,  c(tltr 
OJi.  [^///;iK.j-^ucn,  pnon. 

\ 
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1  Car.  I  pr'ythee,  Tom,  beat  Cutt's  faddic,  put  a  few 
flocks  in  the  point  :  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in  the  wi- 
thers, out  of  all  ccfs. 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

2  Car.  Peafe  and  beans  aie  as  dank  here  as  a  dog, 
■«nd  that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  hois: 
this  houll  is  turn'd  upfidc  down,    fincc  Robin  odier  dy'd. 

1  Car.  Poor  fellow  never  joy*d  fincc  the  price  of  oats 
role,  it  was  tlie  death  of  him. 

2  Car.  I  thii.k  this  be  the  mort  villanous  liouft  in  all 
Ltmdon  road  for  fleas:  I  am  flun^  like  a  tench. 

I  Car.  Like  a  tench?  by  th' mafs,  there  is  ne'er  a 
'King  in  Clmlkndom  cuuld  be  better  bit  than  I  have  been 
r  fince  the  filft  cock. 

I     2  Car.   Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jourdsn,  and 
•then  we  leak  in  your  chimney:    and  your  chamber  lie 
breeds  fleas  like  a  lech. 

1  Car.  "Uhat,  cfiier,  come  away,  and  be  hang'J, 
come  away. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gamiron  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of 
ginger  to  be  delivei'd  as  far  as  Charing  crofs. 

1  Car.  'Odibody,  the  turkies  in  my  psnniers  arc  quite 
ftarv'd.  Vrlsat,  oftler ?  a  fiaguc  on  thee!  haft  ihnu  ne- 
ver an  eye  in  ir\  head  >  canO  not  hear?  an'  'twere  not 
as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  ot  thee.  1  am 
I  very  villain.  Come  and  be  hang'd,  hart  no  tiiiih  in 
thee? 

Enter  Gads  hill. 

Gadi.  Good  morrow,  carriers      Whac'a  o'  clock  ? 

Car,  I  think  it  be  two  o'  clock 

Gtdt.  I  pr'yhcc,  lend  me  thy  lanthorn,  to  fee  my 
gelding  in  the  ftable 

1  Cj'  Kay,  foft,  I  pray  ye;  I  know  a  trick  worth 
two  of  that,  i*faith 

Cads.  I  pi'ythet  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car.  Ay,  when  ?  canft  tell  ?  lenJ  me  thy  lanihorn, 
quoth  a!  marry.  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  fiift 

Gads.  Sirrah,  carrier,  what  tmit  do  you  mean  to  come 
to  London  ? 

t  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,   I 

Vol.  IV.  1                               warrant 
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warrant  thee.  Come,  neighbour  Mugges,  we*ll  call  up 
the  gentlemen ;  they  will  along  with  company,  for  they 
have  great  charge.  [Exeunt  Carriers, 

SCENE     II.       Enter  Chamberlain*  [ 

Gadi   "What,  ho,  chamberlain! 

Chayn.  At  hand,  quoth  ptck-purfe. 

Gads.  That's  ev'n  as  fair,  as  at  hand,  quoth  the 
chamberlain ;  for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking  of 
purlcs,  than  giving  direftion  doth  from  labouring.  Thou 
lay 'ft  the  plot  how. 

Cham,  Good  morrow,  Mafler  Gads-hill;  it  holds  cur- 
rent that  I  told  you  yeflernight.  There's  a  franklin, 
in  the  wild  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred  marks 
with  him  in  go!d  ;  I  beard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  com- 
pany laft  night  at  fupper;  a  kind  of  auditor,  one  that 
hath  abundance  of  charge  too,  God  knows  what :  they 
are  up  already,  and  call  for  eggs  and  butter.  They  will 
away  presently. 

Gais.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  St  Nicholas's 
clarks*,  I'll  give  thee  this  neck. 

Cham.  No,  I'll  none  of  it :  I  pr'ythee,  keep  that  for 
the  hangman  ;  for  I  know  thou  worftiipp'ft  St  Nicholas 
as  truly  as  a  man  of  falfehood  may. 

Cads.  What  talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ?  if  I 
hang,  I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows.  For  if  I  hang, 
old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me,  and  thou  knowcft  he's  no 
ftarveling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou 
dream'ft  not  of,  the  which,  for  fport  fake,  are  content 
to  do  the  profeflion  fome  grace ;  that  would,  if  matters 
Ihould  be  look'd  into,  for  their  own  credit  fake,  make  all 
whole.  I  am  jo'n'd  with  no  foot  land-rakers,  no  long- 
flaff  fix-pennyftrikers,  none  of  thole  mad  muftachio- 
purple-hu'd-malt-worms  ;  but  with  nobility  and  tranquil- 
lity ;  burgomafters,  and  great  moneyers ;  fuch  as  can 
hold  in;  fuch  as  will  ftrike  fboner  than  fpeak,  and  fpeak 
fooner  than  think,  and  think  fooner  than  pray;   and  yet 

*  St  Nicholas  ivas  tie  patron  faint  of  fcholars ;  and 
Nicholas,  or  Old  Nick,  is  a  cant  name  for  the  devil, 
heice  be  e^uivoc^Uj  calls  rcUers  St  Nicholas's  clarks. 
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I  lie,  for  they  pray  continually  unto  their  faint  the  com- 
mon wealth;  or  rather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on 
l,er;    for  they  ride  up  ani  down  on  her,   and  make  her 

their  boots.  ,  ,    ,    .    ,  s      •,• 

Cham.    What,   the  commonwealth  their  boots  f   wia 

flie  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gadi.  She  will,  (he  will;  juaice  hath  HqnorM  her*. 
We  fteal  as  in  a  caRle,  cock-furc;  we  have  the  receipt 
offern-fccd,  we  walk  invifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  arc  more  btholdcn 
to  the  night,  than  the  fern  feed,  for  your  walking;  invi- 
fible. 

Gada,  Give  me  thy  hand :  thou  fhalt  have  a  (hare  la 
our  purchafe,  as  I  am  a  tiue  man. 

Cham.    Nay,  rather  kt  me  hate  it,   as  you  are  a  faifc 

thief.  • 

Gads.  Go  to,  —  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men. 
Bid  the  odler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  liable.  Fare- 
wel,  ye  muddy  knave.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    III.       Changes  to  the  highway. 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poins,  and  Pcto. 
PohiS.    Come,  fhelter,  (helter;    I  have  removed   Fal- 
flaff's  horfe,  and  he  frets  like  a  gummM  velvet. 
jP.  Hjf,rjf.  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  FalflafF 
Fal.  Poins,  Poins,  and  be  hanged,  Poins! 
P.  Henry.    Peace,    ye   fat    kidney M    rafcal,    what  a 
brawling  doft  thou  keep? 

Fa!.   What,  Poins!  Hal! 

Pr.  Henry.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  I'll 
go  ftek  him. 

Fal.  I  am  accurs'd  to  rob  in  that  thief's  company: 
the  rafcal  hath  removM  my  horfe,  and  ty'd  him  I  know 
not  where.  If  I  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  f^uare  far- 
ther a-fo  Jt,  I  (hall  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not 
but  to  die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  I  'fcape  hanging  for 
killing  that  rogue.  I  have  forfworn  his  company  hourly 
uy  time  this  two  and  cwenty  year,  and  yet  1  am  bewitch'J 
■ith  the  rogue's  company.  If  the  rafcal  have  not  given 
aie  medicines  to  make  me  love  him,   I'll  be  hang'd ;    it 

I  2  could 
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conid  not  be  el(e ;  I  have  drunk  med'cmcs.  Poins 
Hal!  a  plague  upon  you  both.  Bardoiph!  Peto !  I'll 
itarve  ere  I'll  rob  a  foot  further.  An  'twere  not  as  good  a 
«Jeed  as  to  drii  k,  to  turn  true  man,  and  to  leave  the {e 
rogues,  I  am  the  verieft  varlet  that  ever  chcw'd  with  a 
too;h.  Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  threefcore  and 
ien  miles  a  foot  with  me :  and  the  ftony  hearted  villains 
know  it  well  enough.  A  plague  npon't,  when  thieves 
cannot  be  true  to  one  another.  [They  ivbijilr  ]  Whew! 
——a  plague  upon  you  all.  Give  me  my  horfe  ;  you 
rogues,  give  me  my  horfe,  and  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry,  Peace,  ye  fat  guts,  lie  down,  lay  thine  ear 
ciole  to  the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  canft  hear  the  tread 
of  travellers. 

Fat.  Have  you  any  leavers  to  lift  me  up  again,  being 
down  ?  'Sblood,  I'll  not  bear  mine  own  flelh  fb  far  a-foot 
again,  for  all  the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer.  What 
a  plague  mean  you  to  colt  me  thus? 

P.  Henry.  Thou  licit,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art 
vnc  Ited. 

Fal.  I  pr*ythee,  good  Prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my  horft, 
good  King's  ion. 

P.  Henry.  Out,  you  rogue!   fllall  I  be  your  hofller? 

Fal.  Gj  hang  thyfelf  in  tl  y  own  h.ir-apparent  gar* 
tcrs;  if  I  be  ra'en,  J'H  peach  for  this  ;  an'  I  have  not 
ballads  made  on  you  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,  let  a 
cup  of  fack  be  my  poifon  ;  when  a  jeft  ib  lb  forward;  and 
a  foot  too!  I  hare  it. 

Enter  Gads-hill  and  Bardoiph. 

Gads.  Stand! 

Fal.  So  I  do  againft  my  will. 

Polns,  O,  'tis  our  fetter,  I  know  his  Yoicc. 
Bardoiph,  what  news  .^ 

Pard.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  ;  on  with  your  vizards;  tlierc*s 
money  of  the  King's  coming  down  the  hill,  'tis  going  to 
the  King's  exchequer. 

Fal.  You  lie,  you  rogue,  *tis  going  to  the  King's  ta- 
vern. 

Gads.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 

Fal.  To  be  hang'd, 

P.  H:nry, 


;c.4.  King  Henry  IV.  ^         loi 

p.  Henry.  Sirs,  you  four  (hall  front  them  in  the  nar- 
owlane;  Ned  Poins  and  I  will  walk  lower;  it  they 
icape  from  your  encounter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Pcto.  But  how  many  be  of  them  ? 

Gads.  Some  eight  or  ten. 

Fal.  Zounds !  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Henry. ^\Vh3t,  a  coward,  Sir  John  Paunch  ? 

Fal-  Indeed  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grandfa- 
her;   but  yet  no  coward,   Hal. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  we'll  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poins.  Sirrah,  Jack,  thy  horfe  ftands  behind  the  hedge ; 
V hen  thou  need'ft  him,  there  ftialt  thou  find  him  j  fare- 
\el,  and  ftand  faft. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  (Irikc  him  if  I  fhould  be  hangd. 

p.  Henry.  Ned,  where  are  our  dilguifes  ? 

Pcins.  Here,  hard  by  :  ftand  clofc. 

Fal.  Now,  my  matters,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  fay 
i;  every  man  to  his  bufinefs. 

SCENE    IV.         Enter  Travellers. 

Trav.  Come,  neighbour;  the  boy  ftiall  lead  our  hor- 
":s  down  the  hill :  we'll  walk  a-foot  a  while,  and  eafe  our 
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Thieves.  Stand ! 
Trav.  Jcfu  blcfs  us! 

Fal.  Strike;  down  with  them,  cut  the  villains  throats; 
i!  whorfon  caterpillars;    bacon-fed  knaves;  they  hate 
youth;  down  with  them,  fleece  them.  j  ^ij 

Trav.  O,  we  are  undone  both  we  and  ours  for  ever.  '  *| 

Fal.  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves,  are  you  undone  ?  no, 
y  e  fat  chuffs,  I  would  your  ftorc  were  here.  On,  ba- 
cons, on!  what,  ye  knaves!  young  men  muft  live;  you 
are  grand  jurors,  are  ye  ?  we'll  jure  ye,  i'faith. 

[Here  they  rob  and  bind  them*    Exeunt, 
Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 
P.  Henry.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true  men  :  now 
could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves,  and  go  merrily  to  Lon- 
don, it  would  be  argument  for   a  week,  laughter  for  a 
month,  and  a  good  jeft  for  ever. 
Point*  Stand  clofc,  1  hear  them  coming. 

J  3  EnUr 
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^riUr  thieves  again. 
Ffl  Come,  my  mafters,    let  us  (hare,   and  then  to 
ho. Te  before  day;  an'  the  Prince  and  Poins  be  not  two 
arrant  cowards,  there's  no  equity  ftirring.      There's  no 
mote  valour  in  that  poins,  than  in  a  wild  duck. 
P-  Henry.  Your  money. 
Poins.   Villains! 
[y^i  they  are  paring,  the  Prince  and  Poins//  upon 
them.     They  all  run  away;  and  FalftafT,  after  a 
blow  or  two,  runs  axvuy  too,  leaving  the  booty  be 
hind  them. 
P.  Henry.    Got  with   much  cafe.     Now  merrily  to 
horfe:  ' 

The  thieves  are  fcatter'd,  and  pofiifs'd  with  fear 
So  fhongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.     Now  Falftaff  fweats  to  d«ath, 
And  iajds  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along  : 
Werc't  not  for  laughing,  I  (hould  pity  him. 
Poins.  Hew  the  rogue  roai'd !  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  V.  Lord  Percy's  houfe. 
Enter  Hot-fpmfolus,  reading  a  letter. 
But  for  mine  own  part,  my  Lord,  I  could  be  -well  con- 
tented  to  be  there,  in  refpeH  if  the  love  I  bear  your  houfe. 
He  could  be  contentcd.to  be  there  ;  why  is  he  not  then  ? 
In  refpetf  of  the  love  he  bears  our  hoitfe  i  he  (hews  in  this,  he 
loves  his  own  barn  better  than  he  loves  our  houfe.  Let 
me  fee  fome  more.  The purpofe you  undc  rtake  is  dangerous* 
Why,  that's  certain :  'tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to 
fleep,  to  drink;  but  I  tell  yeu,  my  Lord  fool,  out  of 
this  nettle  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower  fafety.  The  pur- 
pofe  you  undertake  is  dangerous,  the  friends  you  have  named 
uncertain,  the  time  itfelf  unforted,  and  your  whole  plct  t«a 
^^^^h  for  the  counter poife- of  fo  greet  an  cppofition.  Say 
you  fo,  fay  you  fo?  1  fay  unto  you  again,  you  are  a 
(hallow  cowardly  hind,  and  you  lie.  What  a  lack- 
brain  is  this  ?  Qy  the  Lord,  our  plot  is  a  good  plot  as 
ever  was  laid;  our  friends  true  andconflani:  a  good  plot, 
good  friends,  and  full  of  expe^ation  ;  an  excellent  plot, 
v«ry  good  fi  lends.     What  a  frofty-fpiritd  rogue  this 
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s  >     Why,  my  Lord  of  York  commends  the  plot,  and 
he  general  com fe   of  the  aftion       By   this  hand,    if  I 
verc  now  by  this  rafc*!,  I  could  bram  him   with  h.s  La- 
3y's  fan  *.      Is  there  not   my   father,   my  uncle,    and 
^lyfelf,    Lord   Edmund  Mortimer,    my  Lord  of  York, 
nd  Owen  Glendower?  is   there  not,  befides,    the  Dou- 
glas? have  I  not  all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by 
he  ninth  of  the  next  month  ?    and  are   there  not   fome 
.f  them  fet  forward  already  ?     What  a  Pagan  rafcal  is 
his?  an  infidel.     Ha!    you  (hall  fee  now,    in  very  fin- 
erityoffear  and  cold  heart,   will  he  to  the  King,  and 
vopen  ail  our  proceedings.      O,    I  could  divide  my- 
T,  and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a  di(h  of  fkimni'd 
v.ilk  with  fo  honourable  an  aftion.     Hang  him,  let  him 
!I  the  King.     We  are  prepared,  I  will  fet  forward  to- 

.^ht. 

SCENE    VI.        E^ur  Lady  Percy. 
How  now,  Kate  !  I  muft  leave  you  within  thefe  two  hours. 

Lady.  O  my  good  Lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 
For  what  offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 
A  banilh'd  woman  from  my  Harry's  bed  ? 
Tell  me,  fweet  Lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  ftomach,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 
Why  deft  thou  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth, 
.nd  (\art  fo  often  when  thou  fitc'ft  alone  ? 
/by  haft  thou  loft  the  frelh  blood  in  thy  checks  * 
•.nd  given  my  treafures  and  my  rights  of  thee. 
To  th:ck-ey'd  mufing,  and  curs'd  melancholy? 
-  thy  faint  (lumbers  I  by  thee  have  watch'd, 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  Iron  wars; 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  fteed ; 
Cry,  Courage!  To  the  field!  and  thou  haft  talk'd 
")ffallies,  and  retires-,  of  trenches,  tents; 
jf  palifadoes,  fortius,  parapets; 
Ofbafiiilks,  of  cannon,  culverin; 
Of  prifoners'  ranfbm,  and  of  foldiers  (lain, 
And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  war, 


*  The  fans  tb(n  in  fajh'm,  had  very  hn^  hatidks. 
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And  thus  hath  Co  bcftirrM  thee  in  thy  fleep, 
That  beads  of  fvveat  have  flood  upon  thy  brow, 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late-difturbed  ftream : 
And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  have  appcar'J, 
Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath 
On  fome  great  fudden  bafte.     O,  what  portents  are  thefe? 
Some  heavy  bufincfs  hath  my  Lord  in  hand, 
And  I  muft  know  it,  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 
HoU  "What,  ho !  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone  i 

Enter  Servant. 
Serv.  He  is,  my  Lord,  an  hour  agone. 
Hot.  Hath  Butler  brought  thefe  horfes  from  the  She- 

[riff? 
Serv.  One  horfc,  my  Lord,  he  brought  cv*n  now. 
Hot.  What  horfe?  a  roan,  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not? 
Serv.  It  is,  my  Lord. 
Hot.  That  roan  (hall  be  my  throne. 
"Well,  I  will  back  him  ftrait.     O  Efperance ! 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park.      [Exit  Servant* 
Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  Lord. 
Hot.   What  fay'il  thou,  my  Lady  ? 
Lady.   What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 
Hot.  Why  my  horfc,  my  love,  my  horfc. 
Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  !  a  weazel  hath  not 

Such  a  deal  of  fpieen  as  you  are  tofs'd  with.^ 

In  faith,  I'll  know  your  buHnefs,  that  I  will, 
I  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  flir 
About  his  title,  and  hath  lent  for  you 
To  line  his  enterprift.     But  if  you  go- 


Hot.  So  far  a-foot,  I  /hall  be  weary,  love. 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  mc 
iDiredtly  to  this  queflion  I  fhall  afk. 
I'll  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry, 
An'  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler : — love !  I  love  thec  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate ;  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  mammets  *,  and  to  tilt  with  lips. 
Wc  mart  have  bloody  nofts,  and  crack'd  crown^ 


•  i.  e.  Girls, 


And 
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iidpafs  them  current  too— G^dsme!  myhorfe!     [mc? 
rhit  fay'd  thou,   Kate?  what  wouldft  thou  have  with 
Lidy.  Do  ye  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not  indeeJ? 
>"ell,  do  not  then.     For,  fince  you  love  me  not, 
will  not  love  myrdf.     Do  you  not  love  mc? 
V,  tell  me,  if  you  fpcak  'n  ]^(\  or  no. 
Hot.    Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride? 
,nd  when  ]  am  o'horfc-back,  I  will  fvvear, 
love  thee  infinitely.     Bur  hark  you,  Kate, 
mull  not  have  you  henceforth  q:]ef>ion  me, 
\  hither  I  go;  n^r  reapjn  whereabout. 
\'hithcr  I  muft,  I  muft  ;  and,  to  conclude, 
.  (lis  evening  murt  I  leave  thee,  gentle  Kate, 
kno.v  \ou  wife;  but  yet  no  fu  thsr  wife 
hdU  Hairy  Percy's  wife.     Cor.Hant  you  are, 
>ut  yet  a  woman;   and  for  fccrccy, 
I)  lady  cl(  fcr.     For  1  well  bclitve, 
!  hou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  (io[{  not  know; 
inS  Ih  far  will  I  trdft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
Licly.   How  !  fo  far  ? 

Hot'.  Not  an  inch  further.     But  hark  you,  Kate, 
vVh'ther  I  go,  thither  Ihall  you  go  too ; 
r  )-day  wi'l  I  fet  forth,  to-morrow  you, 
vVi  1  this  content  you,  Kate? 
Ljdy.  It  mun  off^irce.  [Exeunt, 

S     C    E  ,  N    E        VII. 
Charges  to  the  Boar*i.bead  tavern  in  EcJI-ckiap. 
Enter  Prince  Kenry  and  Poins.1 
P  Henry    Iscd,  pr'yth.ee  come  out  of  that  fat  room, 
inJ  leiid  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 
PoihS.   Where  halt  been,  Hal? 

P.  He  ry  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongft 
:livec  or  four  fcore  hogiheads.  I  have  ibundcd  the  very 
Djfe  Hring  of  humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  brother  to 
a  leafli  of  d.awers,  and  can  cull  them  all  by  their  Chn- 
llian  names,  as  Tom,  Dick,  and  Francis.  They  take 
ir  already  upon  their  confciencc  that  though  I  be  but 
Prince  of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  King  of  courtefy;  tell- 
ing me  flculy,  I  am  no  proud  Jack,  like  FalllafT,  but  a 
Corinthian,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy }  (by  the  Lord, 
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Co  they  call  me);  and  when  I  am  King  of  England, 
/hall  command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eaft-cheap.  Th 
call  drinking  deep,  dying  fcarlet;  and  when  you  breat 
in  your  watering,  they  cry.  Hem  I  and  bid  you  play 

off To  conclude,  I  am  (b  good  a  proficient  in  o 

quarter  of  an  hour,  that  I  can  drink  with  any  tinker 
his  own  language  during  my  life.  I  tell  tbce,  Ned,  th 
haft  loft  rnuch  honour,  that  thou  wert  not  with  me 
this  aftion  ;    but,    fweet  Ned, 


(to  fwcetcn  wbil 

name  of    Ned  I  give  thee  this   pennyworth  of  fuga 
c'app'd  even  now  into  my  hand  by  an  under^Q^!nker,  oi 
that  never  fpake  other  Englilh  in  his  life,    than  EiA 
Jhlllings  and  fix  pence,  and  2^ou  ere -welcomey  Sir;  with  th 
drill    addition,  y^non,  anon,  Sir;  Score  a  pint  of  baj}a\ 
in  the  half  mcon,  or  fj) :   But,    Ned,  to  drive  away  tl 
time  till  FalftafTcome,  I  pr'ythee,  do  thou  ftand  in  forr| 
by-room,    while  I  queftion  my  puny  drawer,    to  wh 
end  he  gave  me  the  (iigar ;  and  do  thou  never  leave  cai  > 
Hig  Francis,  that   his  tale   to  me  may  be  nothing  bi 
^non.    Step  afide,  and  I'll  (hew  thee  a  precedent. 

[Poins  retire  \ 

Peins.  Francis! 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  perfect. 

Pcifis.  Francis! 

SCENE    VIII.       Eifer  Francis  the  drawer, 

Fran.  Anon,  anon.    Sir,   look  down  into  the   pomi 
granet,  Ralph. 

P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis. 

Fran.  My  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  How  long  haft  thou  to  ferve,  Francis? 

Fran,  Forfooth,  five  years,  and  as  much  as  to 

Poins.  Francis! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.Henry.  Five  years;    by'riady,  along   leafe  for  th<| 
Clinking  of  pev^ter.     Bur,  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  (ova. 
iidnt,  as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and  (hsw 
it  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it? 

Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  I'll  be  fworn  upon  all  the  books! 
in  England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart 

PoiKs,  Francis!-— 
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Frjn.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.H.tiry.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis? 

Frsn.    Let  me   fee,    about  Michaelmas  next   I   (hall 

Poins.  Francis! 

Fran.  Anon,  Sir ;  pray  you  flay  a  little,  my  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis,  for  the  fugar 

DU  gavert  me,  'cwas  a  pennyworth,  was't  not? 

Fran.  O  Lord,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Iriinry.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound  :  afk 

:  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  fhalt  have  it. 

Pthis.   Francis ! 

Fran.  Anen,  anon. 

P.  Henry,  Anon,  Francis  ?  no,  Francis,  but  to-morrow, 
ancis;  or,  Francis,  on  Thurfday;  or,  indeed,  Francis 
icn  thcu  wilt.     But,  Francis,  ■■      ■ 
Forn.  My  Lord  ? 

p. Henry.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  cryflaN 
itton,    knot-pated,   agat-ring,    puke-ftocking,    caddice- 
rter,  fmooth-tongue,  Spanifti-pouch. 
Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  who  do  you  mean? 
P.Henry.  Vv  hy  then  your  brown  baftard  is  your  only 
Ink;  for  look  you,    Francis,   your  white  canvas  doublet 
ill  fully.     In  Barbary,  Sir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much. 
Fran.  What,  Sir? 
Poini.  Francis?- 

p.  Henry.  Away,  you  rogue,  doft  thou  not  hear  them 
\\> 

Here  they  loth  call;  the  drawer  Jiands  amaz^^,   not 
knouin^  ivhich  -way  to  go. 
Enter  Vintner. 
Vint.  "What,  fland'tl  thou  flill.  and  hear'A  fuch  a  call- 
ig?     Look    to   the   guefts   within.     My  Lord,  old  Sir 
Dhn  with  half  a  dozen  more  are  at  the  door ;  (hall  I  let 
lem  in  ? 
P.  Henry.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the 

oor.    poins, [E-xit  Vintner, 

Enter  Poins  % 
Pom.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Hmry. 


io8  The  Firll  Part  of  AaiJ 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  Falftsff  and  the  reft  of  the  thieves  ai 
at  the  door?  (hall  we  be  meny? 

Poins.  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  y. 
what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jeft  of  th 
drawer?  come,  what's  the  ifltie? 

P.Henry.  I  am  now  of  all  humours,  that  have  fiiew' 
themfelves  humours,  fince  the  old  days  of  good  man  A 
dam,  to  the  pupil  sgc  of  this  prefent  twelve  o'  clock  « 
midnight.     What's  o'clock,  Francis?  ^ 

Fran,  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  That  ever  this  fellow  fhouid  have  fewe 
words  than  a  parrot,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  woman  !  — 
His  induftry  is  op  ftairs  and  down  flairs;  his  eloquenc 
the  parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percy's  mine 
the  hot-fpur  of  the  north  ;  he  that  kills  me  {bmc  fix  o 
(even  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  brcakfaft,  wa(hes  his  hands,  an 
iays  to  his  wife,  **  Fy  upon  this  quiet  life!  I  want  work, 
*'  O  my  fweet  Harry,  (fays  (he),  how  many  haft  thoi 
kill'd  to  day?"  "  Give  my  roan  hoife  a  drench,  (fay 
he),  and  anfwers,  Some  fourteen,  (an  hour  after);  a  trifle 
a  trifle "  I  pr'ythee,  call  in  Faiftaff;  I'll  play  Perc} 
and  that  damn'd  brawn  (hall  play  dame  Mortimer  b 
wife.  Ribi,  fays  the  drunkard.  Call  in  ribs,  call  ii 
tallow* 

SCENE        IX. 
E«ffr  Faiftaff;  Gads-hill,  Baidolph,  and  ? do, 

Poins,  Welcome,  Jack ;  where  haft  thou  been  ? 

Fal.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  vcngcanc 
too,  marry  and  Amen  !    Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  boy — 
Ere  I  lead  this  life  long,  I'll  fow  nether  focks,  and  ment 
them,  and  foot  them  too.     A   plague   of  al!   cowards 
Give  mc  a  cup  of  fack,  rogue.     Is  there  no  virtue  extant 

[He  dnnks 

P.  Henry.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  di(h  o 
butter?  (pitiful  hearted  Titan  .')  that  nieited  at  the  fwee 
tale  of  the  fun?  if  thou  didft,  then  behold  that  com' 
pound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  here's  lirrc  in  this  fack  too;  there  L 
nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  Villanous  man  ;  yet  8 
coward  is  worfc  than  a  cup  cf  fack  viiih  lime  in  it.     A 

viilaccdt 
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il.lanous  coward.— —Go  thy  ways,  old  Jack,  die  when 

'U  wilt ;  if  manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not  forgot  up* 
the  face  of  the  earih,  then  am  I  a  Ihotten  herring, 
i  iiere  live  not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in  England,  and 
me  of  ihem  is  fat,  and  grows  old.  God  help,  the  while  ! 
.  had  world  ;  I  fay.  I  would  I  were  a  weaver;  I  could 
ing  pfalm?,  and  all  manoer  of  (bugs*.  A  plague  of  ail 
.(;wards,   I  fay  flill ! 

p.  Henry.  How  now,  Woolfack,  what  muster  you? 

K./.  A  King's  (on!  if  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 

ngdom  wich  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  ihy  fuhje^ts 

,  re  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geele,  I'll  never  wear  hair 
)n  my  face  more.     You  Prince  of  Wales ! 

P.Henry.  Why,  you  whor(bn  round  man!  what's  the 
-natter? 

Fal  Are  you  not  a  coward?  anfwer  me  to  that,  and 
^oins  there? 

P.  Henry.  Ye  fat  paunch,  an*  ye  call  me  coward,  I'll 
bb  thee. 

Fat.  I  call  thee  coward  !  I'll  fee  thee  damn'd  ere  1  call 
bee  coward  ;  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  pound  I  coulJ 
un  as  fid  as  thou  canA.  You  are  Qrait  enough  in  thq 
houlders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  back:  call  you  that 
racking  of  your   friends?    a  plague  upon  fuch  backing! 

Mve  me  them  that  will  face  me Give  me  a  cup  of 

ack;  I  am  a  rogue,  If  I  drunk  today. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thy  lips  are  Icarce  wip'd  iince  thou 
Irunk'ft  laft. 

Fal.  All's  one  for  that.  [He  drinks. 

\  plague  of  all  cowards,  ftill,  fay  I! 

p.  Henry.  What's  the  matter? 

Fal.  What's  the  matter  ?  here  be  four  ot  us  have  ta'ea 
I  thoufand  pound  this  morning. 

P.  Henry.  Where  is  it,  Jack  ?  where  is  it  ? 

•  In  the  perfecutlons  of  the  Proteftants  in  Flanders  under 
^hilip  II.  tkofe  -who  came  over  into  England  on  that  occajion^ 

..ught -with  them  the  woollen' manufuBory,  Thcfe  ivcre 
:  ilvinijis,  -who  -were  always  dijlir,gmjlicd  Jor  tbcir  Lve  of 

ilmcdy.     Mr  Warburton. 
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Fal.  Where  is  it  ?  taken  from  us,  it  is ;  a  hundred  up» 
on  poor  four  of  us. 

p.  Henry.  What,  a  hundred,  man  ? 

Fal-  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half-fword  with  a 
dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  efcap'd  by 
miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thrult  through  the  doublet, 
four  through  the  hofe,  my  buckler  cut  through  and 
through,  my  fword  hack'd  like  a  hand  faw  ;  ecceftgnum, 
I  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  man  ;  all  would  not  do. 

A  plague  of  all   cowards ! let    them    fpeak  ;    if  they 

fpeak  more  or  lefs  than  truth,  they  are  villains,  and  the 
fons  of  darknefs. 

p.  Henry.  Speak,  Sirs,  how  was  it  ?  ; 

Gads-  We  four  fet  upon  Come  dozen.  ; 

Fal.  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  my  Lord. 

Gads.  And  bound  them. 
•    Pelo.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fal»  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man  of  them, 
or  I  am  a  Jew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 

Gads.  As  we  were  (haiing,  fome  fix  or  feven  frcfh  men 
ftt  upon  us. 

Fal.  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the 
other. 

p.  Henry.  "What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 

FaL  All!  I  know  not  what  you  call  all:  but  if  I 
fought  not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radiih.  If 
there  were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jack, 
then  am  I  no  two-lcgg'd  creature. 

Poins.  Pray  heav'n,  you  have  not  murthcred  fome  of 

them.  J 

Fal.  Nay,  that's  part  praying  for.  I  have  pepper  d 
two  of  them  ;  two,  I  am  lure,  I  have  pay'd,  two  rogues 
in  buckram  fuits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hall,  if  I  tell  thee  a 
lie,  fpit  in  my  face,  call  me  horfe  ;  thou  know'ft  my  old 
ward;  here  I  lay.  and  thus  I  bore  my  point;  four  rogues 
in  buckram  let  drive  at  me. 

p.  H^nry.  What,  four  ?  thou  faidft  but  two,  evcn  now 

Fal.  Four,  Hal,  I  to!d  thet  four. 

Poins.  Ay,  ay,  he  faid  four. 

Fal,  Thcfe  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thrult  at 

me; 
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ne;  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  iheii  fcvcn  points 
11  my  target,  thus. 

p.  Henry.  Seven  ?  why  there  were  but  four,  even  now. 

Fal.  In  buckram. 

Poins.  A5',  four,  in  buckram-fuits. 

F(d.  Seven,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  i  am  a  villain  elfc. 

P.  Hc.ry.  Pr'ythee  let  him  alone,  we  fliall  have  more 

n. 

fal  Dcd  thou  bear  me,  Hal  ? 

P.  Henry,  Av,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack. 

Fal.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  thejlift'ning  to.     Thefc  nine 
n  buckram  that  1  told  thee  of 

P.  H^nry.  So,   two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken-       ■    ■ 

Poins.  Down  fell  his  hofe. 

Fal.  Began  to  g"ve  irc  ;;round  ;  but  1  followed  me  clofe, 
rame  in  foot  and  hand  ;  and,  with  a  thought,  feven  of 
the  ck-ven  I  pay'd. 

p.  Henry.  Omonftrous!    eleven  buckram-men  growi; 

out  of  two ! 

Fal.  But  a$  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mifbegotten 
knaves  in  Kendal  green  came  at  my  back,  and  let  drive  at 
rne;  (^"cr  irv.-?  f^>  dsfk,  H?!,  t-^at  ^  cuuldft  not  fee 

try  hanci). 

P.  Henry.  Thcfe  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets 
them  grofs  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why,  thou 
ciay  brain'd  guts,  thou  knotty»pated  fool,  thou  whoifun 
cbicene  grcafy  tallow.catch 

Fal.  What,  art  thou  mad?  art  thou  mad?  is  not  the 
truth  the  truth  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  how  cnuldft  thou  know  thefe  men  in 
Kendal  green,  when  it  was  fo  dark  thou  couldft  not  fcc 
thy  hand  ?  Come,  tell  us  your  reafod:  what  fay 'ft  thou 
to  this?  J 

Poins.  Come,  your  reafm,  Jack,  your  reafbn.'' 

Fal.  What,  upon  compulfion  ?  no;  were  I  at  the 
flrappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  1  would  not  tell 
you  on  compulfun.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  compulfion  1 
":  rcafonj  wtre  as  plenty  as  black-berries,  1  would  give 
:.o  man  a  reafon  upon  con-.pu!fion,  I. 

K  2  P'  Henry, 
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p.  Henry,  I'll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fin.  This 
(anguine  c.'ward,  this  bed-prtfTer,  this  horle-back  break- 
er, this  huge  hill  of  flefh,-— — 

Fal.    Away  ycu   flarveling,    you  eel  (kin,    you  dry'd 
neat's  tongue,  bull's  pizzel,  you  ftock-fiOi.     O  for  breath  ■ 
to  uirer  !    What  is  like  thee?    You  tailor's  yard,    you 
ftieath,  you  bow  cafe,  you  vile  ftanding  tuck,-  - 

P.  Henry.  Veil,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to't  again; 
and  when  thou  heft  tjr'd  thylelf  in  ba(e  comparifbns, 
hear  me  fpcak  but  ibis- 

PGim,  Mark,    Jack. 

P.  Henry.  We  two  faw  you  four  fel  on  four,  you 
bound  them,  and  were  miftersof  their  wealth;  mark 
r>ow  how  a  plain  tale  fhall  put  you  down.  Then  did, 
we  two  fet  en  you  four,  and  with  a  word  outfac'd  you 
from  your  prize,  and  have  it;  yea,  and  can  (hew  it  you 
here  in  the  houfe.  And,  FallbfF,  you  carry'd  your  guts 
away  as  nirobiy,  with  as  quick  dexterity,  and  roar'd 
for  mercy,  and  ftill  ran  and  roar'd,  as  ever  1  heard 
bull-calf.     What  a  flave  art  thou,    to  hack  thy  fword  as 

thou  haft  done,    and  then  fay  it  was  in  fight? What 

lrii.k?  what  device?  what  ftarting-hole  canft  thou  now 
iind  our,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparent 
Ihame ! 

Poini,  Come,  let's  hear,  Jack;  what  trick  haft  thoa 
now? 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye  as  well  as  he  that  made 
ye.  Wliy,  hear  ye,  my  matters;  was  it  for  me  to  kill 
the  heir-apparent?  Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  Prince? 
Why,  thou  knoweft,  I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules;  but 
beware  inftJnO,  the  lion  will  not  touch  the  true  prince. 
Inftin£t  is  a  great  matter.  I  was  a  coward  on  inftinft. 
1  (hall  think  the  better  of  myfelf  and  thee  during  my 
life;  I,  for  a  valiant  lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  prince. 
But,  by  the  Lord,  lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the  money, 
Hoflefs,  clap  to  the  doors;  watch  to  night,  pray  to-mor- 
row. Gallants,  lads,  boys,  hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles 
of  good  fellowihip  come  to  you  !  What,  (hall  we  be  mer- 
ry ?  (hall  we  have  a  play  exlein^oret 

P.  Henry^ 
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p.  Henry.  Content : and  the  argument  (hall  be 

hy  running  away. 

fal.  Ah  ! no  more  of  that,  Hal,  if  thou  lovea  mc. 

SCENE     X.       Enter  Eojlefu 

Boji.  O  Jefu!  my  Lord  the  Prince! 

P.  Henry.  How  now,  my  Lady  thchottefs,  what  fay 'fl: 
hou  to  me? 

Ho/}>  Marry,  my  Lord,  there  is  a  Nobleman  of  the 
:ourt  at  door  would  fpcak  with  you ;  he  fays  he  comes 
"rom  your  father. 

P.  Henry,  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royal 
nan,  and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  mother, 

F*l  What  manner  of  man  is  he? 

Hcji.  An  old  man. 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  ©f  his  bed  at  midnight? 
shall  I  give  him  his  anfwer? 

p.  Henry.  Pr'ythee,  do,  Jack. 

Fal.  'Faith,  and  I'll  fend  him  packing.  [Exit. 

P.Henry,   Now,  Sir's,  by'r  Lady,    you  fought  fair; 
jfodid  you,  Peto;    fo  did  you,    Bardolph:    you  are  lions 
too,  you  ran  away  upon  inftindt;    you  will  not  touch  the 
true  Prince;  no,  fie! 

Bard.  'Faiih,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

P.  Henry.    Tell  me  now  in  eameft,    how  came  Fal- 
naff's  fword  fe  hack'd  ? 

Beto.  Why,    he  hack'd  it  with  his  dagger,    and  faid 
he  would  fwear  truth  out  of  England,   but  he  would  ;  i  J 

make  you  believe  it  was  done  in  fight,   and  perfuaded  us 
to  do  the  like. 

Bari.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpear-grafs, 
to  make  them  bleed;  and  then  beflubber  our  garments 
with  it,  and  fwear  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  I  did 
that  I  did  not  thefe  fevcn  years  before,  I  blufh'd  to  hear 
his  monftious  devices. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thou  ftoleft  a  cup  of  fack  eigh- 
teen years  ago,  and  wcrt  taken  with  the  manner,  and 
ever  fince  thou  haft  blufh'd  extempore;  thou  hadft  fire 
and  fword  on  thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away ;  what 
inftina  hadft  thou  for  it  ?  ^     , 

K  3  ^^r^» 
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Bard.  My  Lord,  do  you  fee  thele  meteors  ?   do  you 
behold  thefe  exhalations? 

p.  Henry.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend? 

p.  Henry.  Hot  livers,  and  cold  purfes.  ' 

Bard.  Cholcr,  nay  Lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

p.  Henry.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

SCENE     XI.       Re-enter  Falflaff. 
Here  conr/cs  lean  Jack,    here  comes  bare«bone.      How 
now,    my  fweets  creature  of  bombaft,    how  long  is't  ago, 
Jack,  finre  thou  faw'ft  thy  own  knee? 

Fal.  My  own  knee  ?  When  I  was  about  thy  years, 
Hal,  I  was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  wafle;  I  could 
have  crept  into  any  alderman's  thumb-ring:  a  plague  of 
filching  and  grief,  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder. 
There's  viiianous  news  abroad  :  here  was  Sir  John  Braby 
from  your  father ;  you  muft  go  to  the  court  in  the  morn- 
ing. That  fame  mad  fi:llow  of  the  North,  Percy, 
and  he  of  Wales,  that  gave  Amamon  the  baftinado,  and 
made  Lucifer  cuckold,  and  f*ore  the  devi!  his  true 
Liegeman  upon  the  crols  of  a  Welch  hook :  what  a 
plague  call  you  him  ? 

Poins.  O,  Glcndowcr. 

FaL  Owen,  Owen;  the  fame;  and  his  (bn-in-law 
Mortimer,  and  old  Northumberland,  and  that  fprigbtly 
Sjot  of  Scots  Douglas,  that  runs  a  horfeback  pp  a  hill 
perpendicular——— 

P.  Henry.  He  that  rides  at  high  /peed,  and  with  a  pi- 
ftol  kills  a  fparrow  flying.  > 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it. 

p.  Henry.  So  did  he  never  the  fparrow. 

Fal.  Well;  that  rafcal  had  got  mettle  in  him,  be 
wiil  not  run. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  tafcal  art  thou  then  to  praife 
faim  fo  for  running? 

Fal.  A  horfeback,  ye  cuckow,— but  a-fbot  he  will 
not  budge  a  foot. 

p.  Henry.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  inftinft, 

FaL  I  grant  ye,  upon  inftin(^ :  well,  he  is  there  to<^ 
and  one  Murdac,  and  a  tljoufand  blue-caps  more.    Wor. 

celUl 
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efter  is  ftoln  away  by  night :  thy  father's  beard  Is  turn'd 
hire  with  the  news:  you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheap 
,s  (linking  mackerel. 

P.  Henry.  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  June, 
ind  this  civil  buffeting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  maidenheads 
IS  they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundred. 

Fal.  By  the  mafs,  lad,  thou  fay'ft  true;  it  is  like  we 
hall  have  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me,  Hal,  art 
lot  thou  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  heir-apparent, 
could  the  world  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  enemies  again  as 
[hat  fiend  Douglas,  that  fpirit  Percy,  and  that  devil 
Glcndower  ?  art  thou  not  horribly  afraid?  doth  not  thy 
jjood  thrill  at  it? 

P.  Henry.  Not  a  whit,   i'faith;    !  lack  feme  of  thy 

nftinft. 

Fal.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow, 
when  thou  com'ft  to  thy  father :  it  thou  do  love  mc, 
praftile  an  anfwer. 

P.  Henry.  Do  thou  ftand  for  my  father,  and  examine 
me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fal.  Shall  I  ?  content.  This  chair  (hall  be  my  ftate, 
this  dagger  my  fceptrc,    and  this  cuQiion  my  crown. 

Pr.  Henry.  Thy  ftate  is  taken  for  a  joint-ftool,  thy 
golden  fceptre  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich 
crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown. 

Fal.  Well,  an'   the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of 

thee,   now  Ihalt  thou  be  moved. Give  me  a  cup  of 

fack  to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought 
I  have  wept  ;  for  I  muft  fpeak  in  paffion,  and  1  will  do 
it  in  King  Cambyfes's  vein  *. 

Pr.  Henry.  Well,  here  is  my  leg. 

Fal.  And  here  is  my  fpeech Stand  afide,   Nobi- 

li'y 

Hoji.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i'faith. 

Fal.  IVetpnot,   piueet  Quetny  for  trickling  tean  are  valttt 

Hoji.  O  the  father  !  how  he  holds  his  countenance  ? 

•  A  homhajl  play  of  that  time,  infilled ,  A  lamentable 
tragedy  mixed  full  of  pleafant  mirth,  containing  the  life 

uf  Cambifcs  King  of  Pcrcia.    By  Thomas  Preaon. 

fal. 
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Fal.  For  God^s  fake,   Lords,  convey  my  trlftful  Queetjf 
For  tear  i  do  ft  op  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Heft-  O  rare,  he  doth  k  as  like  one  of  thofe  harlotry 
players  as  I  ever  fee. 

Fal.  Peace,  good  pint-pot;  peace,  good  tickle-brain— 
Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 
time  ;  but  al{b,  how  thou  art  accompany'd  :  for  though 
the  camomile,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on,  the  faftcr  it 
grows ;  yet  youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fboner  it 
wears.  Thou  art  my  (on ;  I  have  partly  thy  mother's 
word,  partly  my  own  opinion ;  but  chiefly,  a  villanous 
trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a  foolifti  hanging  of  thy  nether 
lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  fon  to  me, 
here  lleth  the  point  ;  why,  being  fbn  to  me,  art  thou  lb 
pointed  at  ?  Shall  the  blefled  fun  of  heav'n  prove  a 
micher  *,  and  eat  black«berries  ?  a  queftion  not  to  be 
afk'd.  Shall  the  fon  of  England  prove  a  thief  and  take 
purfes  ?  a  queftion  to  be  afk'd.  There  is  a  thing,  Harry, 
which  thou  haft  often  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to  many 
in  our  land  by  the  name  of  pitch  :  this  pitch,  as  ancient 
writers  do  report,  doth  defile ;  fo  doth  the  company  thou 
keep'ft ;  for,  Harry,  now  do  I  not  fpeak  to  thee  in 
drink,  but  in  tears ;  not  in  pleafure,  but  in  paffion ;  not 
in  words  only,  but  in  woes  alfo  ;  and  yet  there  is  a  vic^ 
tuous  man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy  companyi 
but  I  know  not  his  name. 

Pr.  Henry,  What  manner  of  man,  an'itlikcyour  Ma- 
jefty? 

Fal.  A  goodly  portly  man,  i'faith,  and  a  corpulent ;  of 
a  chearful  look,  a  pleafmg  eye,  and  a  moft  noble  car- 
riage ;  and,  as  I  think,  his  age  fome  fifty,  or,  by'r 
Lady,  inclining  to  threefcore  ;  and  now,  I  remember  me, 
his  name  is  Falftaf.  If  that  man  ftiould  be  lewdly  given, 
he  deceives  me;  for,  Harry,  J  fee  virtue  in  his  looks* 
If  then  the  fruit  may  be  known  by  the  tree,  as  the  tree 
by  the  fruit,  then  peremptorily  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  vir- 
tue in  that  Falftaff ;  him  keep  with,  the  reft  banilh.    Aiid 


*  i.  c.  truant t     To  roich,  is  to  lurk  out  of  f.ght^  a  hedge' 
treepert 
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1  me  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,   tell   me,   where  haft 
^iii  been  this  month  ? 

Pr.  Henry.  Doft  thou  (peak  like  a  King  ?  do  thou  ftand 
:  me,    and  I'll  play  my  father. 

Val.  Depofe  me  ? If  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely, 

majeflically,   both    in   word    and  matter,    hang  me  up 
ilie  heels  tor  a  rabbet  fucker,  or  a  poulterer's  hare  *. 
Pr.  Henry.  Well,  here  I  am  fet. 
FA.  And  her  1  ftand  ;  ji'.dge,  my  mafters. 
Pr.  Henry.  Now,  Harry,  whence  come  you  ? 
Fal.  My  Noble  Lord,   from  Ean-chcap. 
Pr.  Henry.  The   complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  gric« 

'US. 

Fal  'SMood,   my  Lord,  they  are  falft. Nay,  I'll 

k'e  ye  for  a  young  prince. 

Pr.  Henry.  Swear'rt  thou,  ungracious  boy?  hence* 
rih  ne'er  look  on  me;  thou  art  violently  carried  away 
om  grace  ;  there's  a  devil  haunts  thee  in  the  likcnels  of 
fat  old  man  :  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.  Why 
)(t  ihou  converfc  with  that  trunk  of  humours,  that 
julting  hutch  of  beafllinefs,  that  fwoln  parcel  of  drop- 
:s,  that  hug£bcn:bard  of  fack;  that  flufT'd  cloak-bag  of 
Its,  that  roalled  Manning- tree  ox  with  the  pudding  in 

his  belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey  iniquity,  that  fa- 
ir ruffi;in,  that  vanity  in  years  ?  Wherein  is  he  good, 
It  to  tafte  fack  and  drink  it  ?  wherein  neat  and  cleanly, 
Jt  to  catve  a  capon  and  eat  it  ?  wherein  cunning,  but  in 
aft  ?  wherein  crafty,  but  in  viHany  ?  wherein  villa* 
jUS,  but  in  all  things?  wherein  worthy,   but  in  nothing? 

Fal.  1  would  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you  j 
horn  means  your  Grace? 

Pr.  Henry.    That   villanous   abominable    mifleader  of 
outh,  F.'lftaff,   that  old  white  bearded  Sathan. 

Fal.   My  Lord,    the  man  I  know. 

Pr.  Henry.  I  know  thou  doft. 

Fal.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  In 
lyfelf,  were  to  fay  more  than  I  know.    1  hat  he  is  old, 

*  Meanir.g  a  painted  harCf  fiafed  tn  a  hard  ufed  by 
-u! titers  far  afigiu 

the 
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tbe  more  is  the  pity,  his  white  hairs  do  witncfs  it ;  bu 
that  he  is  (faving  your  reverence)  a  whore-mafler,  that  '. 
utterly  deny.  If  fack  and  fogar  be  a  fault,  God  help  tin 
wicked  !  if  to  be  old  and  metry  be  a  fin,  then  many  at 
old  hoft  that  I  know,  is  damn'd  :  if  to  be  fat  be  to  bi 
bated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be  lov'd.  No 
iry  good  Lord,  baniOi  Peto,  banifh  Bardolph,  banifl  ( 
Poins  ;  but  for  fweet  Jack  Falftaff.  kind  Jack  Falftaff 
true  Jack  FalftafT,  valiant  Jack  Falftaff^  and  thcrefon 
more  valiant,  being  as  h'e  is,  old  Jack  FalftafF;  banift 
rot  him  thy  Harry's  company:  banilh  plump  Jack,  am 
banifhall  the  wotld. 

Pr.  Henry.  I  do,  I  will. 

[Knocking,   andUoJiefs  goet  out 
Enter  Bardolph  running. 

Bard.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  Sheriff)  with  i 
moft  monftruous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out,  you   rogue  !  play  out   the   play  :    I   havi 
much  to  fay  in  behalf  of  that  FalftafT. 
Re-enter  the  Eoftefs, 

Hod    O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  I 

Fal.  Heigh,  heigh,  the  dsvil  rides  upon  a  BMk  flick 
what's  the  matter  i 

HcJ}.  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door 
They  are  ccme  to  fearch  the  houfe  :  Shall  I  let  them  in 

Fal.  Dofl  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  never  cali  a  true  piece  o 
gold  a  counterfeit :  thou  art  ellcntially  mad,  wiihoo 
(eeming  fo, 

Fr.  Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  in 
ftioa. 

Fal,  I  deny  your  major;  if  you  will  deny  the  Sherifii 
fo  ;  if  not,   let  him  enter.     If  I   become  not   a  cart  a 
well  as  another  man,  a   plague  on  my  bringing   upj 
hope  I  fhall  as  foon  be  ftrangled  with  a  halter  as  another.Hj 

P.  Henry.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras,  the  re(l| 
walk  up  above.  Now,  my  mailers,  for  a  true  face  anti] 
good  confcience. 

Fal.  Both  which  I  have  had ;  but  their  date  is  out 
and  therefore  I'll  hide  me. 

[Exeunt  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  ire 
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Pr.  Henn.  Call  in  the  Sheriff. 

b  C  EN  E     XII.       Enter  Sbcnf  and  Carrier, 
(Hv,  MaOer  Sheriff,  what  is  your  will  with  me  ? 
■  Shir.  Firrt,    pardon  me,   my  Lord.     A  hue  and   cry 
ith  follow'd  certain  men  unto  this  houfc. 
Pr,  Henry.   What  men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  ihem  is  well  known,  my  gracious  Lord, 
grofs  fat  man. 
Car.  As  fat  as  butter. 

p.  Henry.  The  man  I  do  aflure  you  is  not  here, 
jrl  myfelf  at  this  time  have  employ  M  him  ; 
id,  Sheriff,  I  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
,  hat  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner  time, 
nd  him  to  anfwer  thee,   or  any  man, 
)r  any  thing  he  Ihall  be  charg'd  withal: 
nd  fo  let  me  intreat  you  leave  the  houfe. 

Sbcr.  I  will,  my  Lord  :  there  are  two  gentlemen 
ave  in  this  robbery  loft  three  hundred  marks. 

Pr,  Henry.  It  may  be  £0;  if  he  have  robb'd  thefcmen, 
e  fliall'be  anfwerable  ;   and  fo  farewel. 

Sher.  Goodnight,  my  noble  Lord. 

Pr.  Henry.  I  think  it  is  go  d  morrow,   is  it  not? 

Sher.  Indeed,  my  Lord,   I  think  it  be  two  o'clock.  ^ 

[Ex.  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 

Pr.  Henry.  This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  Paul's: 
)  call  him  forth. 

Peto.  Falftaff fafl  afleep  behind  the  arras,  and 

orting  like  a  horfe. 

P.  Henry,  Haik,   how  hard  he  fetches  breath  :  fearch 
s  pockets. 

[Hefearches  his  pockets,  and  finds  certain  papers* 
vhat  haft  thou  found  ? 

Peto.   Nothing  but  papers,   my  Lord. 

Pr.  Henry.  Let's  lee,   what  be  they  i  read  them. 

Peto.  Ilern,  a  capon,  2  s.  2  d. 

Item,  Sauce,    4  d. 

Item,  Sack,   two  gallons,  y  s.   8  d, 

Item,  Anchoves  and  lack  after  fupper,  2  S.  6d. 

Item,   Bread,  a  halfpenny. 

P.  Henry.    O  monftious!    but  one  halfpenny-worth 

of 
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of  bread  to   this  intolerable  deal  cf  fack  ?  What  there  L 
elfe,  keep  clofe,   we'll  read  it   at  more  advantage  ;   the'' 
let  him  fleep  till  day.     I'll  to  the  court  in    the  mornin| 
we  muft  all  to  the  wars,   and  thy  place  <hall  be  honoai 
able.    I'll  procure  this  fat   rogue  a  charge  of  foot,  and 
know  his  death  will  be  a  march  of  twelvefcore  ",     Ti 
money  (hall  be  paid  back  again  with  advantage.     Be  wi 
me   betimes   in   the  morning;    and   fo   good   morro 
Peto. 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  Lord.  lExeu) 

ACT      III.        SCENE    I. 

Archdeacon  of  Bangcr^s  houfe  in  Wales. 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefler,  Lord  Mortimer,  and  Ow 

Glendower. 
Mart,  'T^Hefe  promlfesare  fair,  the  parties  fure, 

JL     And  ourindu£lion  full  of  profp'rous  hopCi 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer,  and  coufin  Glendower, 
"Will  you  fit  down  ? 

And,    uncle  Woreefter a  plague  upon  it ! 

I  have  forgot  the  map.  . 

Gknd.    No  ;  here  it  is; 
Sit,  coufin  Percy;  fit,  good  coufin  Hot-fpur: 
For,  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  LancaOer 
Doth  fpeak  of  you,  his  cheek  looks  pale;  and  with 
A  rifing  figh,  he  wifheth  you  in  heav'n. 

Hot,  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Owen  Glendower  /poke  of. 

Glend.  I  blame  him  not :  at  my  nativity, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  Shapes, 
Of  burning  creflets  :  know  that,  at  my  birth,  ' 

The  frame  and  the  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shook  like  a  coward. 

Hot,  So  it  wou'd  have  done 
At  the  fame  feafon  if  your  mother's  cat 
Had  kitten'd,  though  yourfelf  had  ne'er  been  born. 

*  i.  e.  U  iv'ill  kill  him  to  march  fo  far  as  tivelvefcc 

foot.    Mr  Pope. 

Gkf. 
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GUnd.  I  fay.  the  earth  did  (hake  when  I  was  born. 

Hot.  I  fay,  the  eaith  then  was  not  of  my  miiid; 
f  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  Ihook. 

Glend.  The  heav'ns  were  all  on  fiie,  the  earth  did  tremhic. 

Fct.  O,  then  the  earth  fli^ok  to  lee  the  heav  uson  fire, 

J  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 

'xaCeS  nature  oftentimes  bteaks  forth 

llraiige  eruptions;  and  the  teeming  earth 

with  a  kind  of  colic  piach'd  and  vex'd, 
'>\  the  imprilbning  of  unruly  witid 
.Vithin  her  womb;   which,  for  enlargement  driving, 
kes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 

;!)  tow'rs  and  mois.grov.n  Oeeples.     At  your  birth, . 

r  grandam  earth,  with  this  diliemperature, 
pslTion  (book. 

GUnJ.  Coufit:,  cf  many  men 

do  not  besr  thefe  cicflings:  give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,   that  at  my  birth 
rbc  front  of  heav'n  was  foli  of  fiery  fliapes; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mount-iriS,  and  the  herds 
.Vcre  llrangely  clam'rous  in  the  frighted  fields : 
rheJe  fions  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary, 
Ind  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  Hiivv, 

am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
•Vhere  is  he  Uing,  dipt  in  with  the  fca 
That  chides  the  banks  of  England,  Wales,  or  Scotland, 
Vho  calls  me  pu^il,  or  hath  read  to  me? 
^nd  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  won.an's  fon, 
Tan  tiace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  ?.rt, 
)r  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

lici,  I  think  there  is  no  man  fpeaks  better  Welch, 
'il  to  dini.er  -     ■- 

A/c;/.  Peace,  coufm  P^rcy ;  you  uill  make  him  ir.aJ. 

Glind.  I  can  call  fpirits  from  tlie  vafly  deep. 

Hct.  Why,  fo  can  I,  or  fc;  cj:1i  any  man  : 
lut  will  ihey  come  when  you  Ao  call  for  them? 

Gle-id.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee  tocomniand  the  deviJ. 

Hoi.  And  1  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  fiiame  the  devil, 

!y  tcling  truth  :   Tell  truth,  and  JJjratic  the  devil ■• 

f  th.  .1  had  pow'r  to  rsilc  him,  bring  him  bitlier, 

Vol.  IV.  L  And 
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And  I'll  be  fworn,  I've  pow'r  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  fhamc  the  devil. 

Mart.  Come,  come ! 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Gknd.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbroke  made  he 
Againfl  my  pow'r ;  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 
And  fandy-bottom'd  Severn,  have  I  fent 
Him  bootlefs  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hof.  Home  without  boots,  and  in  fou!  weather  too! 
How  Tcapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map :  (hall  v;e  divide  our  rig! 
According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'en  ? 

Mcrt.  Th'  Archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 
England,   from  Trent,  and  Severn  hitherto, 
By  fouth  and  eaft,  is  to  my  part  affign'd: 
All  weftward,  Wales,  beyond  the  Severn  fhore, 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower;    and,  dear  coz    to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trent. 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  arc  drawn: 
Which  being  fealed  interchangeably, 
(A  bufinefs  that  this  night  may  execute), 
To-morrow,  ccufin  Percy,  you  and  I, 
And  my  good  Lord  of  Worccftcr,  will  ftt  forth, 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scottilh  power, 
As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewfbury. 
My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
>Ior  fhall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days : 
Within  that  fpace  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

GUnd.  A  fhorter  time  fhall  fend  me  to  you,  Lords: 
And  in  my  conduct  (liall  your  ladies  come  ; 
jFrom  whom  you  now  muft  fteal,  and  take  no  leave; 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  (hed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks,  my  portion,  north  from  Burton  h<- 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours. 
See  how  this  river  comes  me  crankling  in, 
And  cuts  ras  from  the  beft  of  all  my  land, 


I 


:.  I.  King  Henry  IV.  125 

huge  half-moon,  a  monftrous  cantle  out. 
,  1  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm'd  up: 

id  here  the  fmug  and  filver  Trent  ihall  tun 

a  new  channel,  Tair  and  evenly : 

Ihal!  not  wind  with  (uch  a  deep  indent, 

0  rob  me  of  Co  rich  a  bottom  here. 

CUnd.  Not  v\ind?  it  (hall,  it  muft;  you  fee  it  doth. 

Mort.  But  mark,  he  bears  his  courfe,  and  runs  me  up 

ith  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide, 

•Iding  th'oppofcd  continent  as  much, 

;  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

Jf^or.  Yes,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here, 
,  id  on  this  north  fide  win  this  cape  of  land, 
I  id  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  even. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  fo;   a  little  charge  will  do  iti 

Glen.  I  will  not  have  it  alter'd. 

Hot.  Will  not  you? 

Glind,  No,  nor  you  fhall  not. 

Hot.  Who  (hall  fay  me  Nay  F^ 

GUnd.   Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  underftand  you  then, 

cak  it  in  Welch. 

Gknd.  I  can  fpeak  Englifh,  Lord,  as  well  as  you, 

)r  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  Englilh  court : 

'here,   being  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 

any  an  Englilb  ditty,  lovely  well, 

id  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament; 

virtue  that  was  never  feen  in  30U. 

Hot.   Many,  and  I'm  glad  or  it  with  all  my  heart, 

.ad  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry,  Mew  I— 

lun  one  of  thefc  fame  metreballad-mongcrs; 

i  rather  hear  a  brsz-n  candlcilick  turn'd, 

•  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree, 

lid  that  would  nothing  fet  my  teeth  on  edge, 
hing  fo  much  as  mincing  poetry; 
1  like  the  forc'd  gate  of  a  Ihufflmg  nag. 
^lend.  Come,  you  (hall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care ;   I'll  give  thrice  Qi  much  land 

)  any  wcU-deferving  friend; 

!t  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mirk  ve  me, 

L  '2  I'll 
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I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 

Are  the  indentures  drawn?  fliall  we  be  gone? 

Gknd.  The  raoon  fhines  fair,  you  may  away  by  night 
(I'll  hafte  the  writer  *),  and  withal, 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence: 
I  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run  mad; 
So  much  Ihe  doateth  on  her  Mortimer.  [ExU 

SCENE         II. 

Mort.  Fie,  coufin  Percy,  how  you  crofs  my  father? 

Hst.  I  cannot  chui'e;   Ibmetime  he  angers  me, 
With  telling  of  the  moldwarp  and  the  ant  f, 
Of  dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  prophecies; 
And  of  a  dragon,  and  a  finlefs  fifh, 
A  dipt- wing  gr.ffin,.  and  a  moulting  lavcn; 
A  couching  lion,  and  a  ramping  cat ; 
And  fuch  a  deal  of  [kimble-fkamble  fluff, 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith.     1  tell  you  what, 
He  held  me  the  laft  night  at  Icaft  nine  hours, 
In  reck'ning  up  the  fcveral  devils  names, 
7'hat  were  his  lackeys:  I  cry'd.  Hum,— and,  Weil,-— 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.     O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  a  tir'd  horfe,  or  as  a  railing  wife; 
Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  houfe.     ]'d  rather  live 
With  cheefe  and  garlick,  in  a  windmill,  far, 
Than  feed  on  catcs,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 
In  any  fummer-houfs  in  Chrillendom. 

Mart.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman  ; 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profucd 
In  flrange  concealments;   valiant  as  a  lion: 
And  wondious  affa'^le;    as  bountiful 
As  mines  of  India.     Shall  1  tdl  you,  coufin? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpe^t, 
And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  fcopc, 
When  you  do  crofs  his  humour;  *laiih,  he  does. 
1  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive 
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f  Tkis  alludes  to  an  old  prophecy  -whlhUfAa  to  have  ta-^ 

duced  Ou-en  Cleridoiver   to  lake  arms  ogauijl  Kif-g  tiei.rj 

Ste  Hull's  ihtemcle,  foHi  20.     Mr  Pope, 
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Mtght  Co  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  taik  of  danger  and  reproof. 
Bjt  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you. 

JVor    In  faith,  my  Lord,  you  are  too  wilfuI-blamc, 
I  And,  fince  your  coming  iicre,  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  befidcs  his  patience. 
You  mult  needs  learn,  Loid,  to  amend  this  fault  : 
Though  fometimes  it  (hews  greatnefs,  courage,  blooJ, 

.lid  that's  the  dearcft  grace  it  renders  you) ; 
Id  ofteiiiimes  it  doth  prefent  harfh  rage, 
Defe^  of  mannets,  want  of  g  vernment, 
J'ride,  haughtinefs,  opinion,  and  difdain  : 
The  leaft  ot  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Lofetli  mens' hearts,  a;id  Laves  b-'hind  a  (lain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  a!l  parts  befides, 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.    Well,  I  a:ii  fchool'd  :  good  manners  beyonrfpecd 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  ict  us  sake  our  leave. 
SCENE    III.     E-'iter  Gltndower,  -with  the  Ladies. 

Mort.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me, 
My  wifl:  can  fpeak  no,  Englifh,   I  no  Welch. 

Cleiid.   My  daughter  weeps,  (he  Vv-ill  not  part  with  you  j 
Sbe*il  be  a  foldier  too.  fhe'il  to  the  wars. 

Alort.  Good  father,  tell  her,  (he  and  my  aunt  Percy 
Shall  follow  in  your  condu(ft  fpeedily. 

[Ghndower /peaks  to  her  in  IVekb,  and  JJ:e  an* 
fivers  him  in  the  fame. 

Glend.  She's  defp'rirc  here  :  a  pcevilh  felf  uill'd  harlotry, 
That  no  perfuafion  can  do  good  tpon. 

[Lady  fpcch  in  Wekb. 

Mori.  I  underfland  thy  looks;  that  pretty  Welch, 
Which  thou  pou;  'ft  down  from  thofe  two  fwelling  heavens, 
I  am  too  petftdt  in  :  and,  but  fur  Ihamc, 
In  fuch  a  parly  ihould  1  aniwer  thee. 

[The  Lcdy  again  in  tVeUh* 
I  undetfland  thy  kifiis,  and  thou  mine; 
And  that's  a  feeling  d'fputation  : 
But  1  will  never  be  a  tiuant,  Love, 
Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  language;  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Welch  as  Tweet  as  ditties  highly' penn'd, 

L  3  Sung 


126  The  Firfl:  Part  of  Aaiir. 

Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  rummer*s  bower, 
With  'avifbing  divifr-n  to  her  lute. 

Clend.  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  (he  run  mad. 

\The  Lady  /pecks  again  in  IVekh* 
Mart.  O,  I  am  Ignorance  itfelf  in  this. 
GUnd.  She  bids  you, 
All  on  the  wanton  rufhes  lay  you  down, 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  (he  wilt  nng  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you, 
And  on  your  eye  lids  crown  the  God  of  Sleep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleafing  heavinefs  ; 
Making  fuch  difF'rence  betwixt  wake  and  deep, 
As  is  the  difTVence  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  hour  before  the  heav'niy  harnefs'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progre(s  in  the  eaft. 

Mcrt.  With  all  my  heart  I'll  fit  and  hear  her  fing  J 
Ey  that  time  will  our  book  I  think  be  drawn. 

dead.    Do  Co; 
And  though  th*  muficians  that  (hall  play  to  you 
Hang  in  the  air  a  ihoufand  leagues  from  hence; 
yet  (trait  they  ihall  be  here;  fit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate;  thou  art  perfe(ft  in  lying  down.: 

come,  quick,  c]uick,  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap« 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe.  [The  mufic  play^. 

Hoi.    Now  I  perceive  the  devil  underftands  Welch; 

and  Ms  no  marvel,    he  is  fo  humorous,  by'r  Lady,  hc'i 

a  good  m.ufician. 

Z.5fl7.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  mufical,  fgi 
you  are  altogether  govern'd  by  humours:  lie  (till,  yt 
ihief,  and  hear  the  Lady  fing  in  Welch.  ' 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady  my  brach  howl  in  Iri(h. 

Lady.  Would'(i  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

Hot.  No. 

Lady.  Then  be  ftill. 

Hot,  Neither,  'tis  a  woman's  faull. 

Lady.  Now  God  help  thee ! 

Hot.  To  the  Welch  Lady's  bed. 

Ladv.  What's  that? 

Hot.  Peace,  (he  fings. 

lHer«  th  Lady  fmgs  a  Welch  fot^g 

Come, 
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:omc,  I'll  have  your  fong  too. 
Lady.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 
Hot.  Not  your's,    in  good  fooih!    you  fwear  like  a 

uiifit  maker',  wife;    not  you,  in  good  footh      and     as 
e  as  I  live;  and,  as  God  Jh  all  mend  we;  and,  asfure 

,  Jay :  and  giveR  fuch   farcenet  fmety  for  thy  oaths,  as 

•  thou  never  walk  d'll  further  than  Finlbury. 
car  me,  Kate,  like  a  Lady,  as  thou  art, 

^  oood  mouth  filling  oath,  and  leave  vifooth, 

\ai  fuch  p.oteft  of  pepper-ginger-bread, 

To  velvet  guards,  ai;d  Sunday  citizens. 

Tome,  f:ng. 
Lady.  I  will  not  fing.  .      «  .  • 

Hot.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  taijjf,   or  be  Kobin- 
J  breafl  teacher:  if  the  indentures  be  drawn,    I'll  a- 
V  wiihin  thetc  two  hours:  and  fo  come  in  when  ye 
j  [Exit» 

'ciend.  Come,  come,  Lord  Mortimer,  you  are  as  flow,  , 

As  hot  Lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go.  ;,■ 

By  this  our  book  is  drawn:  we  will  but  feal,  i 

.\nd  then  to  horfe  immediately. 
Mott.  With  all  my  heart.  [ExeunU 

SCENE         IV. 
Changes  to  the  prefence-chamher  in  JVindfor.  ;,, 

E>.Ur  K;r.g  Henry,  Prince  of  W&ks,  Lords,  and  others,  Iv 

K.  Henry.  Lords,  give  us  leave;   the  Prince  of  Wales 
Mutl  have  fome  private  conference:   but  be  near,  [and  I 

For  we  ihall  prefently  have  need  of  you, 

[Exeunt  Lms% 

I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  fo, 
ror  fome  difplcafing  fervice  *  I  have  done; 
That,  in  his  fecret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He  breeds  revengement  and  a  fcourge  for  me: 
But  thou  do(t  in  thy  pafTages  of  life 
Make  me  believe  that  thou  are  only  mark'd 
Tor  the  hot  vengeance  f  and  the  rod  of  Heav'n, 
To  punilh  my  miftieadings.     Tell  me  elle, 

•  fervice,  for  aftion,  fimply. 

I  i.e.  appointid  for  the  i'jJfritmetJt  of  vengeance. 

Could 
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Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low,  defires, 

Siich  poor,  fuch  bafe,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  atta'nts, 

Suth  barren  pleafures,  rude  fbcicty, 

As  thou  art  match'd  withal  and  grafted  to, 

Accompany  the  gre-tncA  of  thy  !  lood, 

And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart.'' 

P.  Heury.  So  pleafeyour  \]c'y(\y^  I  vviih  I  coaU 
Quit  all  olfenccs  with  as  clear  excufe, 
As  well  as,   1  am  doubtleO,   I  can  purge 
Myfelf  of  many  I  am  charg'd  vviihal. 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  talcs  devis'd, 
Which  o.t  the  eat  of  greatnefs  need*  mud  hear, 
By  fmiling  pick-thanks  and  bafe  news  mongers; 
I  may  for  fome  things  tru?  (whetein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wander'd,  and  irregnlai) 
Find  pardon  on  my  ttue  fubmifCon. 

K.  Henry     Heav'n   pardon   thee  :  yet  let  me  wonderi 
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At  thy  aifedlions,  which  do  hold  a  wing 

Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  snceftors. 

Thy  place  in  council  thou  haft  rudely  loft, 

Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fiipply'd; 

And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  hearts 

Of  all  the  court  and  princes  of  my  blood. 

The  hope  and  expeftation  of  thy  time  ' 

}s  ruin'd,  and  the  fjul  of  every  man 

Propheticalh  does  fore-think  thy  fall. 

Had  1  fb  IdViih  of  my  prefence  been, 

So  common  hackney'd  in  the  eyesof  men^ 

So  Hale,  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company  ; 

Opinion,   that  did  help  me  to  the  crown, 

Had  ftn!  kept  loyal  to  pofTcflion  ; 

And  left  me  in  reputelefs  baniihmenf, 

A  fellow  of  no  mark  nor  likelihood. 

But  being  kldom  feen.  I  could  noL  Hlr, 

But,  like  a  comet,  I  was  wondev'd  at  ! 

That  men  would  tell  their  children,  This  is  he. 

Others  would  fay,   Where?  which  is  Bolingbroker 

And  then  I  ftole  all  courte/y  from  heav'n, 

And  dtcfi'd  myfelf  in  ir.uih  huniilify, 
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"hat  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  mens'  hearts, 

:,J  Ihoiits  and  falutations  from  their  mouths, 

■II  in  the  prcftncc  of  the  crowned  King. 

,rs  I  did  keep  my  perfon  fie(h  and  new, 
ly  prefencc,  like  a  robe  ponti6cal, 
,\r'cr  r.cn,  but  wonderM  at;   and  fo  my  ftaic, 
Jdom,  but  Ibrr.ptuous,  (hewed  like  a  feaft, 
ind  won,  by  raienef^,  fuch  folemnity. 

i.cfkipping  King,  he  ambled  up  and  down 

itb  (hallow  jerters,  and  ro(h  bavin  wits, 

n  kindled,  and  foon  burnt;  'fcarded  his  ItatC; 

ngled  h:s  royalty  with  carping  fools; 
lid  hisgrest  name  profaned  with  their  fcorns; 
\nd  gave  his  countenance,  againft  his  name, 
To  laugh  with  gibing  boys,  and  ftand  the  pulfl 
every  beardltfs,  vain  c'lmparative  : 

rew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 
tcoff'd  himlclfio  popularity: 
i  hat,  being  daily  fwaliow'd  by  mens'  eyes, 
rhcy  (urfe.ted  with  honey,  and  btgan  ^ 

]-o  lo  he  the-  taQe  of  fweetne(^s ;  whereof  a  httlc, 
'  loie  (ban  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 
So  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  fecn, 
II Ke  was  but,  as  the  cutkow  is  in  June, 
■'Heard,  not  regarded;  fcen,  but  with  fuch  cycs, 
As,  fick  and  blunted  with  community, 
Afford  no  extiaoidinary  gaza; 
Such  as  is  bent  on  fuii  like  MajeOy, 
Whm  it  fiiincs  (Udom  in  admiiing  eyes ; 

ui  raihtr  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye  lids  down, 
Slept  in  hiS  face,  and  rcnder'd  fuch  alpedt 
•  s  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  a.ivcrlanes, 

ing  with  hisprd'tnce  glutted,  goiVJ,  and  lull. 
And  in  that  very  line,   Harry,"  Itand'U  ihou ; 
For  thou  haii  loft  thy  princely  privilege 
Wi'.h  vile  participation.      Not  an  eye, 
But  is  a  weary  of  tl;y  common  fight. 
Save  mine,  which  hath  dtfir'd  to  fee  thee  more; 
Which  n-vv  doth  what  I  would  not  have  it  do, 
M«ki  blmd  itieif  wiiLi  foo-iih  tcnderncfi.  „  u     „ 
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p.  Henry.  I  (hall  hereafter,  my  thrice-gracious  Lord* 
Be  more  myfelf. 

K.  Henry.  For  all  the  world, 
As  thou  art  at  this  hour  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  fet  foot  at  Ravenfpurgj 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now,  by  my  fceptre,  and  my  Ibul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  ftate, 
Than  thou,  the  (badow  of  fucceflion ! 
For,  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right. 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  hatnafs;  in  the  realm 
Turns  head  againft  the  lion's  armed  jaws; 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou, 
Leads  ancient  Lords  and  rev'rend  bifhops  on, 
To  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruifing  arms. 
What  never-dying  honour  bath  he  got 
Againft  renowned  Doughs,    whofe  high  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  incurfions,  and  great  name  in  arms. 
Holds  from  all  /rjldicrs  chief  majority, 
And  military  title  capita!, 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chriil! 
Thrice  hath  this  Hot-fpur,  Mars  in  fwathing-cloaths, 
This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprifes, 
Difcomfited  great  Douglas,  ta'en  him  once, 
Enlarged  himj  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 
To  fill  the  mouth  of  d«ep  defiance  up, 
And  fljake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne. 
And  what  fay  you  to  this •>   Percy,  Northumberland, 
Th'  Archbilhop's  Grace  of  York,  Douglas,  and    Morti- 
Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up.  [mcr,. 

But  wherefore  do  I  tell  this  news  to  thee  ? 
Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes. 
Which  art  my  near'ft  and  deareft  enemy? 
Thou  that  art  like  enough,  through  valfal  fear, 
Bafe  inclination,  and  the  ftartof  Ipleen, 
To  fight  againft  me  under  Percy's  pay; 
To  dog  his  htels,  and  cua'iy  at  his  frowns, 
To  (how  how  much  thou  art  d  generate, 

P.  Henry.   Do  not  think  i'o,  you  fhdil  not  find  It  Co  ; 
And  Heav'n  forgivs  them,  that  fo  much  havs  fmy'd 

You* 
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Vour  Majefty's  good  thoughts  away  from  mc! 

I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  head, 

And  in  the  clofing  of  fbme  glorious  day, 

Ik  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  Ton; 

When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 

And  flain  my  favour  in  a  bloody  maflc, 

Which,  walh'd  away,  (hall  fcour  my  ftiame  with  if. 

^.nd  ihat  (hall  be  the  day,  whene'er  it  lights, 

That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown, 

riiis  gallant  Hot-fpur,  this  all-praifed  Knight, 

And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet. 

For  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm, 

Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 

My  (hanies  redoubled  !  for  the  time  will  come, 

That  I  fnall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 

:s  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 

ttcy  is  but  my  factor,  good  my  Lord, 
i'ingrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf: 
\i)d  1  will  call  him  to  Co  ftri(ft  account 

That  he  (hall  render  every  glory  up,  j 

Vea,  even  the  flighteft  worfnip  of  his  time,  ! 

Jr  I  will  tear  the  reck'ning  from  his  heart. 
]his  in  the  name  of  hcav'n  I  promife  here: 
^  !,e  which,  if  I  perform,  and  do  furvive,  :  ' 

do  befeech  your  Majefiy.   may  falve  ,  .  . 

The  long  grown  wounds  of  my  intemperature:  m 

'f  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bonds  ; 
'  r.d  I  will  die  a  hundred  ihoufand  deaths, 

re  break  the  fmaliefi  parcel  of  this  vow.  I 

K.  Henry.  A  hundred  ihoufand  rebels  die  in  this! 
rbou  (hall  have  charge,  and  (i)vcreign  truil  herein. 

Enter  Blunt. 
[low  now,  good  Blunt  i"  ihy  looks  aie  fuU  of  fpeed. 

Blunt.  So  is  the  hufinefs  that  I  come  to  (peak  of. 

ord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hathknt  word, 

hat  Douglas  and  the  Engiifh  rebels  met 

ti' eleventh  cf  this  month,  at  Shrewfbury. 
A.  mighty  and  a  feaiful  head  they  are, 
!f  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand, 
\i  ever  offer'd  foul  play  \u  a  (late. 

K.  Ecnry, 
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K.  Henry.  TheEarl  of  Weftmorland  Tet  forthto  da; 
"With  him  my  fbn,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter  j 
For  this  advertiftment  is  five  days  o!d. 
On  Wednefday  ncKt,  Harry,  thcu  (halt  fet  forward. 
On  Thurfday,   we  ourfelves  will  march  :  our  meeting 
Js  at  Bridgnorth  ;   and,    Harry,  you  fiiall  march 
Through    Glo'ilcrrtiire;    by    which,    fomc    twelve   daj 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  (hall  meet,  [henc 

Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefs  :    let's  away, 
Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  we  delay.  ]Exeu,n< 

SCENE         V. 
Changes  to  the  Boards-head  tavern  in  Eojl  che.:p. 
'Enter  Falftaffaw^  Bardolph. 

FaJ.  Bardolph,  am  not  I  fall'n  away  vilely,  fince  th 
h(i  aflion  ?  Do  I  not  'bate?  do  I  not  dwindle  ?  why,  m 
fkin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  lady's  loofe  gown.  I  ai 
wither'd  lik;  an  old  apple,  John.  Well,  I'll  repent,  an 
that  fuiderily,  while  I  am  in  fome  liking.  I  (hail  be  ot 
of  heart  (hortly,  and  then  I  (hali  have  no  ftrcngth  \ 
repent.  An'  1  have  not  forgotten  what  the  infide  of 
church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  pepper-corn,  a  brewer's  horfi 
the  infide  of  a  church  !  company,  villanous  compaD 
hath  been  the  fpoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  you  are  Fj  fretful,  you  cannot  liv 
long. 

Fal.  Why,  there  is  it;  corr.e,  fing  me  a  bawdy  fonj 
to  make  me  merry.  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given  as  a  gen 
tleman  need  to  be;  virtuous  enough-,  fvvore  little  ;  dice 
cot  above  feven  times  a  week  :  went  to  a  bawdy-houi 
not  above  once  in  a  quarter  of  an  bT>ur ;  paid  money  thpi 
I  borrowed,  three  or  four  times;  liv'd  well,  and  in  go^i 
compafs ;  and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  all  com 
pa(s. 

Binl  Why,    you  are  fo  fat,  Sir  John,  that  you  mulj 
Tieeds  be  out  of  all  compafs,  out  of  all  realbnable   com* 
paf^.  Sir  J  'hn. 

Fid.  Do  thou  amend  thy  fac.%  and  I'll  amend  my  life 
Thou  art  our  admiral,  ihou  bearelt  the  lanthorn  in  tb< 
poop,  but   'tis  in  the  nofc  of  thee  ;    thou  art  the  knigh 

of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard 
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Bnrd.  Why,  Sir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

Fm!'  No,  I'll  be  Jworn  ;  I  make  as  gooJ  n(e  of  it,  as 
lany  a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,   or  a  Memento  mori. 

never  fee  thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell-fiie,  and 
Mvcs  that  liv'd   in  purple;    for  there  he  is  in   his  robes 

urning,  burning If  thou  wert  any  way  given  to  vir- 

je,  I  would  fwear  by  thy  face  ;  my  oath  fliould  be,  By 
':s fire  :  but  thou  art  altogether  given  over;  and  were 
idced,  but  fir  the  light  in  thy  face,  ihe  fon  of  utter 
arkncfs.  When  thou  rann'ft  up  Gads  hill  in  the  night 
1  catch  my  hoife,  if  I  did  not  ihink  thou  hadft  been  an 
'Kisfatuus,  or  a  ball  of  wildfire,  there's  no  purchase  in 
loney.  O,  thou  art  a  perpetual  triumph,  an  everlaft- 
10  bonfire-light  •,  thou  hafl  faved  me  a  tboufand  marks 
1  links  and  torches,  walking  with  thee  In  the  night  be- 
.vixt  tavern  and  tavern  ;  but  the  fack  that  thou  hafl 
lunk  me,  would  have  bought  me  lights  as  good  cheap, 
t  the  deareft  chandler's  in  Europe-  I  have  maintain'd 
-at  Salamander  of  your's  with  fire,  any  time  this  two 
nd  thirty  years,   heav'n  reward  me  for  it  ! 

Bard.  'Sblood,    I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 

Fal.  Goda-mercy  !  Co  (hould  I  be  furc  to  be  heart* 
lirn'd. 

E'jter  Hejlefs. 
low  now,  Dame  Partlet  the  hen,   have  you  in^^uir'd  yet 
.'ho  pick'd  my  pocket  ?  '(; 

H'^  Why,  Si:  John,  what  do  you  think.  Sir  John  ? 
0  you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  hoofed  I  h^ve  (earch'd, 

have  mquii'd,  Co  has  my  hurt>and.  man  by  man,  boy 
y  boy.  letvant  by  (ervani;  the  tithe  ofa  hair  was  never 
ji\  in  my  houfc  btfcre. 

Ful  Ye  lie,  hoftefs ;  Bardolph  was  fiiavM,  and  loft 
r:any  a  hair ;  and  I'll  be  fworn,  my  pocket  was  pick'd; 
,"  to,    you  area  woman,  go. 

HoJ}.  Who  I?  I  defy  thee;  I  was  never  call'd  fo  in 
nine  own  houfc  before. 

Ftil    Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Hoji    No,  Sir  John  ;  yor.  do  not  know  me.  Sir  John. 

kr.ow  yoj,  Sir  John  ;   you  owe  mc  mcney,  Sir  John, 
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and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it.   I  boughii 
you  a  dozen  of  fhirtsto  your  back.  [ 

Fal.  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas.  I  have  given  them  awa)! 
to  bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  made  boulters  of  them.   [ 

H'Ji.  Now,  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  Holland  of  eighil 
fhillings  an  ell.  You  owe  money  here  bcfides,  Sir  Johnj 
for  your  diet,  and  by  drinkings,  and  money  lent  youj 
iour  and  twenty  pounds. 

FaU  He  had  his  part  of  it,    let  him  pay. 

tloji.  He  ?  alas  !  he  is  poor,  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  How,  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face :  what  call  yoij 
rich  I  let  him  coin   his  nofe,  let  him  coin   his  cheeks : 
I'll  not  pay  a  denier.     "What,  will  you  make  a   younkeil 
of  me?  (hall  I  not  take  mine   ea(e  in   mine  inn,  but] 
(hall  have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a   ieai-ring  oi 
my  grandfather's,  worth  forty  mark. 

Hoji.  O  Jefu !  I  have  heard   the   Prince    tell  him, 
know  not  how  oft,  that  the  ring  was  copper. 

Fal.  How  ?  the  Prince  is  a  Jack,   a  fneak-up  ;  and  i 
he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he  wouk  I 
fay  (b. 

S     C    E    N    E        VI. 

Enter  Prince  Henry   marching,  and  Peto  playing  on  hi  I 

truncheon  like  a  fife.     Falttaff  meets  them. 

Fal.  How  now,  lad  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  door.>  mu(| 
we  all  march  ? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,   Newgate-fafliion. 

Hoji,  My  Lord,   I  pray  you,  hear  me, 

P.  Henry.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Miftrefs  Quickly  ;  how] 
iJoes  thy  huft)and  ?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft  man. 

Jioft,  Good  my  Lord,  hear  mc. 

Fal.  Pr'ythee,  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 

Pr.  Henry.  What  fay'ft  thou,   Jack  > 

Fal,  The   other  night   I  fell   afleep  here  behind  the 
arras,  and  had  my  pocket  pick'd.     This   houle  is  turn'dj 
bawdy-houfe,    they  pick  pockets. 

Pr. Henry.  What  didft  thou  iofe,  Jack? 

Fal.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal  ?  three  or  four  bond^ 

of  forty  pounds  a-piece,  and  a  feal-ring  of  my  grand' 

father's.  '      • 

Pr. 
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Pr.  Henry.  A  trifle,  fbme  eight  penny  matter. 

Hojf.  So  I  told  him,  my  Lord :  and  I  faid,  I  heard 
our  Grace  fay  fo  ;  and,  my  Lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely 
,t  you,  like  a  fouUmouth'd  man  as  he  is ;  and  faid,  he 
vouid  cuJgel  you. 

Pr.  Htnry.   What  !   he  did  not? 

llo/i.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  womanhood 
n  me  eife. 

Fal.  There's  no   more  faith  in  thee  tlian  In  a  flcw'd 
inine;    no  more  truth  in    thee  than  in  a  drawn    fox  * 
nd  for  womanhood,    maid  Marian  may  be  the  deputy's 
ule  of  the  ward  to  thee.     Go,  you  thing,  go. 

Hcjf.  Say,  what  thing?  what  thing? 

Fal.  What  thing,  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Ho/it    I  am  noihinp  to  thank  God  on,    I  would  thou 

luld'ft  know  it:  I  am  an  honcft  man's  wife  ;  and,  ftt- 

g  thy  knighthood  afide,    thou  art  a  knave   to  call  me 

Fsl.  Setting  thy  v^omanhood  afide,  thou  art  a  beaft    to 
ay  otherwilc. 

Hofi.  Say,  what  beaft  ?  thou  knave,  thou, 

Fal.  Whatbeaft?  why,  an  otter. 

p.  Henry.  An  otter.  Sir  John,  why  an  otter  ? 

Fal.  "Why  ?  (he's  neither  fifli  nor  fle(h;  a  man  knows 
I  jt  where  to  have  her. 

Hoji.  Thou  art  an  unjuft  man  in  faying  Co:  thou,  or 
ny  man  knows  where    to  have  me  !    thou  knave,   thou  ! 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay 'ft  true,  lloftefs,  and  he  (landers 
hee  moft  grofsly. 

HoJi.  So  he  doth  you,  my  Lord,  and  faid  this  other 
lay,   you  ow'd  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

p.  Henry.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fal.  A  thoufand  pound,  Hal?  a  million ;  thy  love  Is 
vorth  a  million:  thou  ow'ft  me  thy  love. 

HoJi.  Nay,  my  Lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack,  and  faid, 
le  would  cudgel  you. 

Fal.  Did  I,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  faid  Co, 

*  AfiX  that  hath  hen  often  hunted* 

M  2  Fal' 
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Fal  Yea,  if  he  faid  my  ring  was  copper. 

p.  Henry.  I  fay,  *tis  copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  goo(]' 
as  thy  word  now  ? 

Ful  Vv'hy,  Ha!,  thou  know'ft,  as  thou  art  but  a  man 
I  dare;  but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  I  fcai 
the  roaring  of  she  lion's  whelp. 

P.  Henry.  And  why  not  as  the  lion  ? 

Fal  The  King  bimfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  lion  ;  dofl 
thou  think  I'll  fear  thee  as  I  fear  thy  fathec;  nay,  if  I 
do,  let  my  girdle  break ! 

P.  Henry  O,  if  it  fnoulJ,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  a« 
bout  thy  knees!  But,  Sirrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith, 
truth,  nor  honeily,  in  this  bofom  of  thine;  it  is  ail  fiU'd 
up  with  guts  and  midriff.  Charge  an  honeft  woman  with 
picking  thy  pocket  !  why,  thou  whorfcn,  impudent,  im- 
bofs'd  rafcal,  if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket  bat 
tavern-reckonings,  memorandums  of  bawdy  houfes,  and 
one  poor  penny  worth  of  fugar-candy  to  make  thee  long, 
winded;  if  thy  pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  other 
injuries  but  thefe,  I  am  a  vi!;ain;  and  yet  you  will 
ftand  to  it,  you  will  not  pocket  up  wrongs.  Art  thoB 
not  afham'd  ? 

Fal,  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  thou  know*fl,  in  the  fiatc 
of  innocency  Adam  fell:  and  what  fhould  poor  Jack 
Falftaffdo  in  tbe  days  of  villany  >  thou  feeft,  I  have 
jnore  licfh  than  another  man,  and  therefore  more  frailty. 
"Xou  confefs,  then,  you  pick'd  my  pocket? 

p.  Henry.  It  appears  fo  by  the  ftory. 

Fal.  Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee  :  go  make  ready  break- 
fall;  love  thy  hufband,  look  to  thy  fervants,  and  che- 
rifh  thy  guelh;  thou  fiialt  find  me  tradable  to  any  ho- 
nefl  reafon:  thou  feeft,  I  am  pacified  ftill.  Nay,  I 
pr'ythee,  be  gone.  [Exit  Hojlejs, 

Now,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  court :  for  the  robbery,  lad, 
■■ how  is  that  anfwer'd  ? 

P.  Henry»  O  my  fweet  beef,  I  mufl  ftill  be  good  an* 
gel  to  thee.     The  money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back;    Ms  a  double 

labour. 

P.  Henry, 


\! 


C.I.  King  Henry  IV.  »37 

p.  Henry.    I  am  good  friends  with    my  father,   and 

Vl  RoVmc  tke  exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do'ft, 

id  do  it  with  unwafh'd  hands  too. 
Bard.  Do,  my  Lord.  .  ^p 

P.  Henry,  I  have  procurM  thee,  Jack,    a  charge  of 


'%l.  I  would  it  had  been  of  horfe.  Where  (hall  I 
,d  one  that  can  neal  well?  O.  for  a  fine  thief,  of  two 
,1!  twenty,  or  thereabout ;  I  am  heinouHy  unprovided, 
/ell  God  be  thank'd  for  thefe  rebels,  they  offend  none 
jt  the  virtuous ;  I  laud  them,  I  praife  them. 
p.  Henry.  Bardolph.— — — 

Bard.  My  Lord  ?  ,      ,  ,  .       r  t      - 

P.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  Lord  John  o^  L«ica- 
cr.  to  my  brother  John  ;  this  to  my  Lord  of  Welt- 
loIUnd.  Go,  Peto,  to  horfe,  for  thou  and  I  have 
lirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner-time.  Jack,  meet  me 
vmorrow  in  the  Temple-hall  at  two  o'clock  m  the  af- 

rnoon,  there  (halt  thou  know  thy  charge,  and  there  re- 
cive  money  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
rhe  land  is  burning,  Percy  ftands  on  high ; 
ind  either  they  or  we  mutt  lower  lie.  ^    ^ 

Fal.   Rare  words!    brave  world!    Hottefs,  my  brcaK-  K 

faft,  come:  ,       rv       *  1 

)h,  I  could  Willi  this  tavern  were  my  drum  I      itLmnt. 

A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E    L 

Changes  to   Shre-wsbury. 

Enter  Hor-fpur,  Worcetter,   and  Douglas. 
Uot.  WJB\  faid,  my  Noble  Scot;  if  fpeaking  truth, 

W    In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery, 
Juch  attribution  fliould  the  Douglas  have. 
As  not  a  foldicr  of  this  feafon's  llamp 
hould  go  fo  gen'ral  current  through  the  world. 
By  heav'n,  I  cannot  flatter:  I  defy 
The  tongues  of  foothers.     But  a  braver  place 
in  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  yourfclf. 
Nay,  talk  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  Lord. 
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Doug.  Thou  art  the  King  of  honour  ; 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  eroundf. 
But  I  will  beard  him. 

Eater  a  Mejfenger. 

Hot.  Do,  and  'tis  welJ What  letters  hafl  the 

there  ?  ■     ■ .    . 
I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mef.  Thefe  come  from  your  father. 
Hot    Letters  from  him  >  why  comes  he  not  himfelf  >  , 
Mef.  He  cannot  come,  my  Lord,    he's  grievous  ficJk 
not    Heav'nsI  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick 
In  fuch  a  juftling  time?  who  leads  his  power; 
Under  whole  government  come  they  along  ? 
Mfffi  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  L  ' 
Hot.  His  mind ! 

fror.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed? 
Mejf.  He  did,  my  Lord,  four  days  ere  I  let  forth : 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  bis  phyficians. 

IVor.  I  would  the  ftate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole, 
Ere  he  by  ficknefs  had  been  vifited ; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now  I  droop  now !  this  ficknefs  doth  infeft 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprife; 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp. 

He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  ficknefs 

And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 
Could  not  fo  fbon  be  drawn  ;  nor  thought  he  meet 
To  lay  Co  dangerous  and  dear  a  truft 
Oa  any  foul  removed,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement, 
That  with  our  fmall  conjundtion  we  fliouW  on, 
To  fee  how  Fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us  ; 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now; 
Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  poflefs'd 
Of  all  our  purpoles.     What  fay  you  to  It? 
a^or.  Your  father's  ficknefs  is  a  maim  to  us. 
Hot.  A  perilous  gafh,  a  very  limb  lopp'd  oif:     , 
And  yet,  in  faith,  hh  not;  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  tbaa  wc  feall  find  ic,     Were  it  goo«!, 

To 
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To  fet  the  exa<ft  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 

\\l  at  one  cart;  to  fet  Co  rich  a  main 

)h  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour? 

t  were  not  good;  for  therein  fhould  we  read 

rhe  very  bottom,  and  the  foul  of  hope, 

rhe  very  lift,  the  very  utmofl  bound 

)f  all  our  fortunes. 

Doug>  'Faith,  and  (b  we  fhould; 
iVhere  now  remains  a  fwect  reverfion. 
\Ve  now  may  boldly  (pend  upon  the  hope 
|)f  what  is  to  come  in  : 
\i  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto, 
If  that  the  devil  and  milchance  look  big 
|7pon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

ff^or.  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been  here : 
Irhe  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
l-rooks  no  divifion  :  it  would  be  thought 
|ly  (bme,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
jrhat  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  mere  diflike 
|»f  our  proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence, 
ind  think  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
[ay  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  fadtion, 
Jind  breed  a  kind  of  queflion  in  ourcaufe: 
[or  well  you  know,  we  of  th'  offending  fide 
loft  keep  aloof  from  ftrift  arbitrement; 
id  ftop  all  fight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
be  eye  of  rcafbn  may  pry  in  upon  us. 
)is  abfence  of  your  father  draws  a  curtain, 
That  fhews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
ifoTC  not  dream'd  upon. 
Hot,  You  ft  rain  too  far. 
[rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe: 
lends  a  luftre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprife, 
'lan  if  the  Earl  were  here:  for  men  muft  think, 
'we  without  his  help  can  make  a  head, 
[o  pufh  againft  the  kingdom  ;  with  this  help 
^e  fhall  o'crturn  it  topfy-turvy  down. 
f«t  all  goes  well;  yci  ali  our  joints  ar?  whole. 
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Doug.  As  heart  can  think ;  there  is  not  fiich  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  as  this  term  of  fear. 

SCENE  II.      Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  coufin  Vernon,  welcome,  by  my  (bul ! 

Ver.  Pray  God  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  Lord. 
The  Earl  of  Weftmorland,  (even  thoufand  flrong, 
Is  marching  hither,  with  Prince  John  of  Lancafter. 

Hot.  No  harm  ;  what  more  ? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  have  learn'd, 
The  King  himfelf  in  perfbn  hath  fet  forth, 
Or  hitherwards  intended  ipeedily, 
"With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot,  He  (hall  be  welcome  too  :  where  is  his  fon, 
The  nimble  footed  mad  cap  Prince  of  Wales. 
And  his  comrades,  that  daft  the  world  aiide, 
And  bid  it  pafs? 

Ver.  All  furnifh'd,  all  in  arms, 
All  plumM  like  eftridges,   that  with  the  wind 
Baited  *  like  eagles,  having  lately  bath'd : 
Glittering  in  golden  coats  like  images, 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  fun  at  midfummer; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 
I  faw  young  Harry  with  his  beaver  up, 
His  cuifles  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd, 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury; 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feat, 
As  if  an  angel  dropp'd  down  from  the  clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafijs, 
And  witch  f  the  world  with  noble  horfemanfliip. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more;  worfe  than  thefunin  Mard| 
This  praife  doth  nourifli  agues;  let  them  come. 
They  come  like  (acrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire  ey'd  maid  of  fmoaky  war, 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them. 
The  mailed  Mars  (hall  on  his  altar  fit 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.     I  am  on  fire, 


•  i.  e.  fuiter^d  the  -wings.     Mr  Pope, 
t  i.  c,  k-witch,  charm,    Mr  Pope. 
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hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  Co  nigh, 
J  yet  not  ours.     Come,  let  me  take  my  horic, 
ho  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunder  bolt, 

:nfl  the  hofom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
iry  to  Harry  (hall  (not  horfc  to  horfc) 
c-et,  and  ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  acoarfe. 

that  Glendoaer  were  come! 
jVr.  There  is  more  news : 
carn'd  in  Worccfter,  as  I  rode  along, 
•  cannot  draw  his  powV  this  fourteen  days. 
Douf.  That's  the  worft  tidings  that  I  hear  of  yet. 
JVor    Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  lound. 
Hot.  What  may  the  King's  whole  battle  icach  unto  ? 
Ver.  To  thirty  thouland. 
Hot.  Foity  let  it  be; 

y  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
he  pow'r  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
)me,  let  us  take  a  mufter  fpecdily  : 
3oms-day  is  near;   die  all,  die  merrily. 

Doug.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear  j 

£  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half-year.  | 

'  [Exeunt* 

SCENE        III. 

Changes  to  a  public  road  near  Coventry* 
Enter  Falftaff  fl«J  Bardolph. 

Fol  Bardolph,  get   thee  before  to  Coventry;  fill  me 
bottle  of  fack  :  our  fold^ers  (hall  march  through;  W  e  U 

Sutton  cop  hill  to-night. 

Bard.  Will  you  give  me  money,  Captain? 

Fal.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bord.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

Fal.  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for   thy  labour;    and  it  it 
lake  twenty,    take  them  all,    I'll  anfwer   the  .comage. 

id  my  Lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

Bard.  I  will.  Captain;  farewel.  L^*"' 

Fal.  If  I  be  not  afham'd  of  my  foldiers,  I  am  a 
we'd  gurnet.  I  have  mifus'd  the  King's  prefs  dam- 
ably.  I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  an  hundred  and  tit- 
f  foldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds,  I  prefs  me 
ooe  but  cood  houfcholders,  yeomcns'  Tons  ;  inquire 
"  mc 
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me  out  eontrafted   bachelors,    fuch  as  had  been  afk 

twice  on  the  banes:  fuch  a  commodity  of  warm  (lav 

as  had  as  iieve  hear  the  devil  as  a  drum  ;  fuch  as  fe 

the  report  of  a  culverin,  worfe  than  a  Hruck  deer, 

a  hurt  wild  duck.     I  prefs  me  none  but  fuch  toarts  ai 

butter,  with  hearts  in   (heir  bellies  no  bigger  than  pir 

heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  ferviccs  :  and  nc 

my    whole  charge  confitts  of  ancients,  corporals,  lieut. 

nants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  flaves  as  ragged   as  L 

zarus  in  the  painted  cloth,  where   the  glutton's  dogs  licli 

cd  his  fores;  and  fuch  as  indeed  were  never  foldiers,  bi 

dhcarded   unjuft  fervingmen,    younger  fons  to   younm 

brothers,   revolted  tapfters,    and  oftlers  tradcfall'n,    tt 

cankers  of  a  calm  world   and  a  long  peace;  ten'tim. 

more  diflionourabiy   ragged,    than  an  old  feaft  ancient 

and  fuch  have  I  to  fill  up  the  rooms  of  them  that  ha\ 

bought  out  their  fervices;  that  you  would  think  I  ha 

a  hundred  and  fifty  tatter'd  prodigals,  lately  come  froi 

fw-ine-keeping,    from   eating  draff  and  hufks.      A  ma 

fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me,  I  had  unloac 

ed  all  the  gibbets,  and  prefs'd  the  dead  bodies.     No  e\ 

hath  feen  fuch  fcare-crows.     I'll  not  march  through  O 

ventry  with   them,   that's  flat.      Nay,    and  the  villait 

march  wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  gyves  oo 

for,    indeed,    I    had    the  moft  of   them  out  of  prifoi 

There's  but  a  (Lirt  and  a  half  in  all  my  company,  an 

the  half  (hirt  is  two  napkins  tack'd  together,  and  throw 

over  the  fhoulders  like  a  herald's  coat   without  fleevcs 

and   the  (hirt,    to  fay   the  truth,  ftoln  from  my  heft  c 

St    Alban's,   or    the   red-nos'd   inn-keeper   of   Daintrj 

But  chat's  all  one,    they'll  find  linen  enough  on  ever 

hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Weftmorland. 
P.Henry.  How  now,  blown  Jack  ?  bow  now,  quilt? 
Fal,  What,  Hal  ?  How  now,  mad   wag,  what  a  devi, 
doft  thou  in  Warwick/liire?      My  good   Lord   of  Weft- 
moriand,  I  cry  you  mercy  ;  I  thought  your  Honour  had 
already  been  at  Shrcwftjury. 

Weji.  'Faith,  Sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I  were 
there,  and  you  too:  but  my  powers  are  there  already. 

The 
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I''  c  King,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all ;  we  muft  a* 
]>y  all  to-night. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  cat  to 
n  il  cream, 

I  P.  Henry.    I   think  to  fteal  cream,    indeed ;    for  thy 
irt  ft  hath  already  made  thee  butter.     But  tell  me,  Jack, 
i^ofc  fellows  are  thcfc  that  come  after? 
.Fal  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 
\  f.  Henry.  I  did  never  (ee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals. 

Sal.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  toft;  food  for  powder, 
i;<d  for  powder ;  they'll  fill  a  pit  as  well  as  better;  tu(h, 
rin,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

,\VeJl.  Ay,  but,  Sir  John,  methinks  they  are  exceed- 
li  poor,  and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

''\Fal.  'Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  where  they 
ut  that;  and  for  their  barenefs,  I  am  furc  they  never 
ilj-n'd  that  of  me. 

^:  P.  Henry.   No,   I'll  be  fworn,    unlefs  you  call  three 
|;ers   on  the   ribs,  bare.      £ut,    Sirrah,    make  hade* 
jj  cy  is  already  in  the  neld.  | 

iFai.  What,  is  the  King  incamp'd  ?  i 

.  iVeJi.  He  is,  Sir  John:  I  fear  we  fliall  (lay  too  long. 
iFal.  Well, 

!.1,e  later  end  of  a  fray,  and  beginning  of  a  feaft,  •  ' 

ijs  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  gueft.  [Exeunt,  ,. 

SCENE    IV.  Changes  to  Shreivshry.  m| 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  Douglas,  and  Vernoa. 

Hot.  We'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 

For.  It  may  not  be. 

Doug.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 
:r.  Not  a  whit. 

'ot.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  lupply  i 
:r.  So  do  we.  ; 

"iot.  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful  I. 

For.  Good  coufin,  beadvis'd;  ftir  not  tO-night« 

''er.  Do  not,  my  Lord. 

Doug.  You  do  not  counfel  well ; 
'  u  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  from  cold  heart. 

*^er.  Do  me  no  flander,  Douglas:  by  my  life, 
•<  d  I  dare  well  maintaio  it  with  my  life, 

If 
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If  well  rcfpc£le3  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear, 
As  ycu.  my  Lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives. 
Let  it  be  leen  to-morrow  in  the  battle, 
Which  of  us  fears- 

Doug.  Yea,  or  to-  night. 

Ver.  Content. 

Hot.  To-night,  fay  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be:  I  wonder  much 
Being  men  of  fuch  great  leading  as  you  ate, 
That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition  ;  certain  horfe 
Of  my  coufin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up; 
Your  uncle  Worcefter's  horfe  came  but  to  day, 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep, 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dall, 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot.  So  arc  the  horfes  of  the  enemy, 
In  gen'ral,  journeyJiated,  and  brought  low : 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

TVor.  The  number  of  the  King's  exceedeth  ours: 
For  God's  fake,  coudn,  flay  till  all  come  in. 

[The  trumpets  found  a  par 
SCENE     V.       Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  King, 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing  and  rcfpeift. 

Hot.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt :  and  would  to  Gi 
You  were  of  our  determination. 
Some  of  us  love  you  well ;  and  ev'n  thofe  fbmc 
Envy  your  great  dv^fcrvings,   and  good  name, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  quality  ; 
But  fland  againft  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  Heav'n  defend  but  ft  ill  I  (houid  ftand  Co 
So  long  as  out  of  limit,  and  true  rule. 
You  ftand  agalnft  anointed  Majeftyl 

But  to  my  charge The  King  hath  fent  to  know 

The  nature  of  your  griefs,  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hcfiility,  teaching  bis  duteous  land 
Audacious  cruelty.     If  that  the  King 

^  Ha 
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vc  any  way  your  good  deferls  Forgot, 
hich  he  confeflelh  to  be  manifold, 
bids  you  name  your  griefs  ;  and  with  all  fpecd 
u  (hall  have  your  dcfircs,  with  intercft: 
d  pardon  abfolute  for  yourfclf,  and  thefc, 
rein  mifltd  by  your  fuggeftion. 
Hot.  The  King  is  kind  :  and  well  we  know,  the  King 
ows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 
f  father,  and  my  uncle,  and  myfelT, 
1  g  ve  him  that  (ame  royalty  he  wears  : 
d  when  he  was  rot  fix  and  twenty  flrong, 
k  in  the  world's  regard,   wretched  and  low, 
poor  unminded  outlaw,  fneaking  home, 
/  father  gave  him  welcon-,e  to  the  fliore : 
d  when  we  heard  him  Iwcar,  and  vow  to  God, 
came  to  be  but  Duke  of  Lancafier, 
)  fue  his  livery  and  beg  his  peace, 
ith  tears  of  innocence  and  terms  of  zeal ; 
f  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd, 
ore  him  alTiftance,  and  perform'd  it  too. 
»w,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  realm 
-cciv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  'o  him, 
ley.  more  and  lefs,  came  in  with  cap  and  knee; 
et  him  in  botoughs,  cities,  villages, 
tended  him  on  bridges,  ftood  in  lanes, 
id  gifts  before  him,  pr.  fFer'd  him  their  oaths, 
ivc  him  their  heirs,  as  pages  following  him 
en  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 
!  presently,  as  greatnefs  knows  itlel^, 
i:ps  me  a  little  h.gher  than  his  vow 
jade  to  my  father,  wh;le  his  blood  was  poor, 
ion  the  Hiked  (h^re  at  Ravenfpuig: 
id  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
mc  certain  edi^s,  and  feme  firait  docret  s, 
hat  lay  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth; 
ics  rut  upon  abulcs.  Items  to  weep 
\ict  his  cointry's  wrongs  ;  and  by  this  face, 
bis  ffcnr.ing  brow  of  juOice,  did  he  win 
|hc  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for: 
occcdid  further,  cut  me  off  tlie  heads 
Vol.  IV.  N  OJ 
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Of  all  the  favMtes  that  the  abfent  King 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 
When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irifli  war. 

JBluHt.  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then,  to  the  point 

In  Ihort  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  King  ; 
Soon  after  that  deprived  him  of  his  life : 
And,  in  the  neck  of  that,  tafk'd  the  whole  ftate. 
To  make  that  worft,  fuffer'd  his  kinfman  March 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  right  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  King)  to  be  incag'd  in  Wales, 
There  without  ranfbm  to  lie  forfeited  : 
Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  victories, 
Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence, 
Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council  board, 
In  rage  difmifs'd  my  father  from  the  court, 
Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrongi 
And  in  conclufion  drove  us  to  feek  out 
This  head  of  fafety ;  and  withal  to  pry 
Into  his  title  too,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirc£i  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 

Hot.  Not  (b,  Sir  Walter  j  well  withdraw  a  while: 
Go  to  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  retu  rn  again  j 
And  in  the  morning  early  (hall  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes :  and  Co  farewel. 

Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love! 

Hot.  It  may  be  fo  we  (hall. 

Blunt.  Pray  heav'n  you  do  !  [Exeuttl 

SCENE         VI. 
Changes  to  the  Archhifiop  of  Tories  palace. 
Ent^r  the  Archbijhop  of  York,  and  Sir  MkheUT' 

York.  Hie,  good  Sir  Michell,  bear  this  fealed  brief 
With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Marelhal; 
This  to  my  cou(in  Scroop ;  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed  :  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  yuu  wou'd  make  hafle. 

Sir  Mich.  My  Lord,  I  guefs  their  Cenor. 

Tork.  Like  enough. 

To. 
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'o-morrow,  good  Sir  Michell,  is  a  day, 
therein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
lufl  bide  the  touch.     For,  Sir,  at  Shrcwibury, 
s  I  am  truly  giv*n  to  underhand, 
he  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power, 
kets  with  Loid  Harry ;  and,  I  fear,  Sir  Michelf, 
Vhat  with  the  ficknefs  of  Northumberland, 
V'hofe  pow'r  was  in  the  firrt  proportion; 
.nd  what  with  Owen  Glendower's  abfence  thence, 
v'ho  with  them  was  a  rated  finew  *  too, 
,nd  comes  not  in,  o'cr-rul'd  by  prophecies  ; 
fear  the  pow'r  of  Percy  is  too  weak, 
~o  wage  an  inftant  trial  with  the  King. 

Sir  Micb.  Why,  my  good  Lord,  there's  Douglas  and 
Lord  Mortimer 

Tori.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Str  Mich.  But  there  is  Mordac,  Vernon,  Harry  Percy, 
ind  there's  my  Lord  of  Worcefler,  and  a  head 
H  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

rork.  And  fo  there  is :  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawn  i 

The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  land  together : 
rhe  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancaftcr, 
The  noble  Wcftmorland,  and  warlike  Blunt  j 
vnd  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men  ; 

)f  eftimation  and  command  in  arms.  , 

Sir  Mich  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  they  fijallbe  well  oppos'd.  f 

2'ork.  I  hope  no  lefs:   yet  needful  'tis  to  fear.  ; 

ind  to  prevent  the  worft,  Sit  Michell,  fpeed  ; 
or  it  Lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  King  ' 

)ifmifs  his  power,  he  means  to  vifit  us  ; 
•'or  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy, 
\ni  'lis  but  wifdom  to  make  (^rong  againft  him : 
Therefore  make  hade,  I  muft  go  write  again  ; 

To  other  friends;  and  fo  farewell,  Sir  Michell.     [£A'f«»/. 

•  i.  c.  accounted  ajlrong  aii.    Mr  Pope. 

N  2  ACT 
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SCENE      I. 


The  camp  at  Shrewshury, 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  hi 
carter,  Earl  of  Weltmorland,  Sir  Walcer  Blunt,  i 
Faldaff. 

K.Hen.   T  TOW  bloodily  the  fun  begins  to  peer 

ITX   Above  yon  buiky  hill!  the  day  looks  nl 

At  his  diftcmperature 

P.  Henry    The  louthern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes, 
And,  by  his  hollow  whillling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretets  a  tempeft,  and  a  bluflVing  day. 

K.  Henry.  Then  with  the  Kfers  let  it  /ympathize, 
For  nothing  can  feem  foul  to  thofe  that  win. 

[The  trumpet  foum\ 
Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 
K".  Henry,  How  now,  my  Lord  of  Wor'rter  ?  'tis  not  wej 
^'hii  you  and  I  fliould  meet  upon  fuch  terms 
As  now  we  meet.     You  have  deceiv'd  our  ttuft, 
Ar.d  made  us  d^fTour  eafy  robes  of  peace, 
To  cru(h  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  ftetl; 
This  is  not  well,  my  Lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  f^y  you  to't,*  will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlilh  knot  of  all-abhorred  war, 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again, 
V/here  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light; 
And  be  no  more  an  eshal'd  meteor, 
A  prodigy  of  fear,   and  a  portent 
Of  brosched  milchief,  to  the  unborn  times? 

/For.  Hear  me,  ray  Liege. 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag  end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours;  for  I  do  proteft, 
I  have  not  (ought  the  day  of  this  difl.ke. 
K'  Henry.  You  have  not  fought  it,  Sir ;  how  comes  it  then 
FaU  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

JP.  Henrj 
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p.  Henry.  Peace,  chewet,  peace. 

JFor.  It  pleas'd  your  Majeliy,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour  from  myfclf,  and  all  our  houfe; 
And  yet  I  mufl  remember  you,  my  Lord, 
We  were  the  firft  and  dcarert  of  your  friends : 
For  you,  my  flafT of  office  I  did  break 
[n  Richard's  time,  and  ported  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand ; 
When  yet  you  were,  in  place  and  in  account, 
Slothing  (b  rtrong  and  fortunate  as  I. 
[t  was  myfelf,  my  brother,  and  his  fon, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  outdare 
rhe  dangers  of  the  time.     You  fwore  to  us, 
And  you  did  fwear  that  oath  at  Doncafter), 
That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainft  the  ftate, 
^Jor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-fall'n  right; 
rhe  feat  of  Gaunt,  dukedom  ofLancafter. 
To  this  we  fware  our  aid :  but  in  fliort  (pace 
[t  rain'd  down  fortune  fhow'ring  on  your  head, 
And  fuch  a  flood  of  greatncfs  fell  on  you, 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  abient  King, 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time, 
The  feeming  fuff 'ranees  that  you  had  borne, 
And  the  concrarious  winds  that  held  the  King 
•5o  long  in  the  unlucky  Iri(h  wars,  ',j 

That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead  ;  -  ' 

And,  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  advantages, 
Vou  took  occaiion  to  be  quickly  woo'd, 
To  gripe  the  gcn'ral  fway  into  your  hand  ; 
Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncafterj 
And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fb, 
As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  cuckow's  bird, 
LJ(eth  the  (parrow;  did  ©pprefs  our  neft, 
Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  great  a  bulk, 
That  ev'n  our  love  durft  not  come  near  your  figlit 
Fur  fear  of  fwallowing ;  but  with  nimble  wing 
We  were  inforc'd  for  fafety's  fake  to  fly 
Out  of  your  fight,  and  raifc  this  prefcnt  head : 
Whereby  wc  ftand  oppolcd  by  fuch  means 
As  you  yourfclfhave  Ibrg'd  againft  yourfcif,  ^ 


I 
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JBy  unkind  ufage,  dangeroas  countenance, 
And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth, 
Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprife. 

K.  Henry   Thefe  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulated, 
Proclaim'd  at  market-erodes,  lead  in  churches. 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
"With  fbme  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings  and  poor  difcontcnts; 
"Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow  at  the  news 

Of  hurly-burly  innovation. 

And  never  yet  did  infurre£lion  want 
Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  caufc ; 
Nor  moody  beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  havock  and  confufion, 

P  Henry.  In  both  our  armies  there  is  many  a  (bal 
Shall  pay  fall  dearly  for  this  bold  encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in  trial.     Tell  your  nephew, 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  worM 
In  praife  of  Henry  Percy.     By  my  hopes, 
(This  prcfent  enterprife  fet  off  his  head), 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman, 
More  adive,  valiant,  or  more  valued  young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  ik)w  alive, 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deed. 
For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  ftiame,  '' 

I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry,  ■ ' 

And  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too.  ^' 

Yet  this  before  my  father's  Majefty 
I  am  content  that  he  fliall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  name  and  edimation  ; 
And  will,  to  (ave  the  blood  on  either  fide, 
Try  fortune  with  him,   in  a  (ragle  fight. 

K.  Henry.  And,  Prince  of  Wales,  (b  dare  we  venture 
Albeit  confiderations  infinite  [theej 

Do  make  againft  it.     No,  good  Wor'fter,   no, 
"We  love  our  people  well  ;  even  thofe  we  love 
That  art  milled  upon  your  coufin's  part : 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace. 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man, 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his» 
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tell  your  coufin,  and  return  mc  word 

hat  he  will  do.     But  if  yc  will  not  yield, 
•buke  and  dread  correflion  wait  on  us, 
nd  they  (hall  do  their  office.    So  be  gone ; 

e  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply  ; 
'coffer  fair,  take  it  advifedly. 

[Exit  Worcefter,  -with  Vernon. 

P.  Henry.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life; 

he  Douglas  and  the  Hotfpur  both  together 

re  confident  againft  the  world  in  arms. 

K.Henry    Hence,  iherefore,every  leader  to  his  charge. 

jr  on  their  anfwer  we  will  fet  on  them: 

nd  God  befriend  us,  as  our  caufe  is  juQ  !  [£*«<«f. 

SCENE  II.     Manent  Prince  Henry  and  Falftafl. 

Fal.  Hal,    if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battle,  and  bc- 

ide  me,  Co  ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendfhip. 

P.Henry.   Nothing   but  a  ColofTus  can  do  thee  that 
iendlhip.     Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewel. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  bedtime,  Hal,  and  all  well.      ^ 

P.Henry.  Why,  thou owcft  heav'n  a  death.        [Exit, 

Fal.  Tis  not  due  yet.  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him 
:forc  his  day.  What  need  I  be  Co  forward  with  him 
lat  calls  not  on  me  ?  Well,  'tis  no  matter,  honour  pricks 
le  on.  But  how  if  honour  prick  me  off,  when  I  come 
n  ?  How  then  ?  can  honour  fet  to  a  leg?  no:  or  an 
-m  ?  no  :  or  take  away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ?  no  5 
onour  hath  no  fkill  in  furgery  then  ?  no.  What  is 
onour  i  a  word.     What   is  that  word  honour  ?   air  ;   a 

im  reckoning Who  hath  it  ?  he  that  dy'd  a  Wed- 

efday.  Doth  he  feel  it  ?  no.  Doth  he  hear  it  ?  no. 
5  it  infenfible  then?  yea,  to  the  dead  :  but  will  it  not 
vewith  the  living?  no:  why?  detraftion  will  not  fufJer 

.  Therefore  Til  none  of  it ;  honour  is  a  mere  Icut- 
hcon,  and  fo  ends  my  catechifm.  [Exii^ 

SCENE     III.      Changes  to  Percy's  camp. 
Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 
Wor.  O  no,  my  nephew  muft  not  know,  Sir  Kicbard, 
The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  King. 
Kfr.  'Twcrcbeft  he  did.  , 

W«r.  Tbco  we  arc  all  undone, 

It 


152  The  Firfl  Part  of  AH 

It  is  not  pollible,   it  cannot  be, 

The  King  (hould  keep  his  word  in  loving  us  j 

He  will  fufpeft  us  flill,   and  find  a  time 

To  punifh  this  ofTeoce  in  other  faults. 

Sufpicion,  all  our  lives,  (hall  be  fluck  full  of  eyes; 

For  treafbn  is  but  trufled  like  a  fox, 

"Who  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cherilh'd,    and  lockM  up, 

"Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  anceftors. 

Look  how  we  can,    or  fad,   or  merrily, 

Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks  ; 

And  we  fliall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  ftall, 

The  better  cheriQi'd,  ftill  the  nearer  death.  ',.. 

My  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot,  I; 

It  hath  th'  excule  of  youth  and  heat  of  blood; 

And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, 

A  hair-brain'd  Hot-ipur,  govern'd  by  a  ipleen. 

All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head, 

And  on  his  father's.     We  did  train  him  on; 

And  his  corruption  being  ta'en  from  us, 

We  as  the  fpring  of  all,  (hall  pay  for  all. 

Therefore,  good  coufin,  let  not  Harry  know, 

In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  will,   I  fay,  'tis  fo. 
Here  comes  your  coulin, 

S  C  E  N  E    IV.    Enter  Hot- fpm  and  Doughs, 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd  : 
Deliver  up  my  Lord  of  Weftmorland. 
Uncle,  what  news  * 

W9r,  The  King  will  bid  you  battle  prc/ently. 

Dong.  Defy  him  by  the  Lord  of  Weftmorland. 

Mot-  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  then  and  tell  him  fo. 

Doug.  Marry,  I  (hall ;  and  very  willingly. 

[Exit  Douglas 
Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  King. 
Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid  J 
Wor.  I  told  him  geutly  of  our  grievances, 
Of  his  oath-breaking  ;  which  he  mended  thus, 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworn. 
He  calls  us  rebels,   traitors,  and  will  fcourge 
,'Wilh  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  U5» 

Enter 
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Enter  Douglas. 
I  Doug.  Arm,  ^cntlcmcn^  to  arms ,  for  I  have  thrown' 
\i  bravt  deftaiRC  xo.  King  Henry's  teeth  : 
kod  Wellmorland,  that  was  engag'd,    did  bear  it; 
i^hich  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  qnick!y  on. 
jfTor.  The  Pnnce  of  Wales  Ikpt  forth  before  the  King, 
kod.  nephew,   challeog'J  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot,  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads, 
kod  that  no  man  might  dr3wih>rt  breath  to  day, 
mt  I  anJ  Harry  Monmouth  !    Tell  me,  tell  me, 
tow  ftievv'J  his  talking?  icem'd  it  in  conr»mpt  j 

Ver.  No,  by  my  foul  :  I  i:cver  in  my  life 
hid  hear  a  challenge  arg'd  more  modeftly, 
linlcfsabr!  iher  fhould  a  brother  Jarc 
Iro  gentle  cxercife  and  proof  of  arms. 
he  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man, 
Irrimm'd  up  your  praifts  with  a  princely  tongue, 
Ipoke  your  dcfervings  like  a  chronicle, 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praift: 
[By  Ihll  difpraifing  praife,   valued  with  you!*] 
And,  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed, 
ie  made  a  blufhing  cital  f  of  himfelf, 
kod  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace, 
ks  if  he  mailerM  there  a  double  fpirit, 
)f  teaching,  and  of  learning,  inlUntly. 
There  did  he  paufe ;  but  let  me  tell  the  world. 
If  he  outlive  tltecnvy  of  this  day, 
ngland  did  never  owe  fofweet  a  hope, 
)much  mifconftiued  in  his  wantonnels. 
Hot.  CoufiQ,  I  think,  thou  art  enamoured 
Jpon  his  follies  ;  never  did  I  hear 
3f  any  prince  Co  wild,  at  liberty. 
3ut  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night, 
will  embrace  him  with  a  foldier's  arm. 
That  he  (hall  Ihrink  under  my  coartcfy. 

•  This  foolijh  line  is  indeed  in  the  folio  0/  1623  ;  but  it  is 
'jtdently  the  player's  nonfcnfe.    Mr  Warburton. 

f  Cital,  for  taxation. 
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Arm,  atm  with  fpced.    And,  fellows,  foldlcrs,  friends. 
Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do, 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue, 
Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  perfuafion. 

SCENE     V.       Enter  a  Meffl'vger» 
MeJJ.  My  Lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 
Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now. 
O  gentlemen,   the  time  of  life  is  ihort; 
To  fpend  that  i>iOrtnefs  bafcly  were  too  long, 
Tho'  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 
Still  ending  at  th'  arrival  of  an  hour. 
And  if  we  live,   we  live  to  tread  on  Kings  ; 
If  die;   brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  us! 
Now,  for  our  confciences,    the  arms  are  fair. 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  jud. 
Enter  another  Mejfcv.ger. 
Mejf,  My  Lord,  prepare,  the  king  comes  on  apace. 
Hot.  I  thank  him,   that  he  cuts  me  from  my  talc, 
For  I  profefs  not  talking  :  only  this, 
Let  each  man  do  his  beft.     And  here  draw  I 
A  fword,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  (lain 
With  the  ben  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal, 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now,  Efperanza  *  !  Percy  !  and  fet  on  : 
Sound  all  the  lofty  inftruments  of  war  ; 
And  by  that  muficlct  us  all  embrace  : 
For  (heaven  to  earth  f)  fome  of  us  never  fhall 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefy. 

\They  embrace,  then  exeunt.     The  trumpets  Joun. 

S  C   E   N   E    VI. 

The  King  entereth -with  his  power;    alarm  to  the  battlt 

Then  enter  Douglas,  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.    What  is  thy  name,    that  thus  in  battle  croflel 

What  honour  doft  thou  feek  upon  my  head.>  [me 

Doug.  Know  then,  my  name  is  DouglaSf 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 

*  This  -was   the  nvord  of  battle  on  Per cy^s  fide,    Se 
HaWs  chronicle,  folio  22.     Mr  Pope. 

t  i.  €.  one  might  -wager  heaven  to  earth    Mr  W. 

Cecau/i 
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rcaufe  fome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  King. 

Blutil.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doug.  The  Lord  of  StafTord  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
liy  likenefs;  for  inftcad  of  thee,  King  Harry, 
his  fvord  hath  ended  him;  fo  Ihall  it  thee, 
nleft  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scot, 
nd  thou  (hale  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 
Dfd  Stafford's  death. 

Fighty  Blunt  is  flam  :  then  enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  O  Douglas,  hadft  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 

never  had  triumphed  o'er  a  Scot. 

Doug.  All's  done,  all's  won,  here  brcathlefs  lies  the  King. 

Hot.  Where? 

Doug.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Douglafs  ?  no  :  I  know  his  face  full  well, 

gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Btuntf 

mblably  furnilh'd  like  the  King  himfclf. 

Doug.  Ah!   fool,  go  with  thy  foul,  whither  it  goes! 

borrow'd  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear.  j  . 

/hy  didrt  ihou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  King?  I 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats. 

Doug,  Now,  by  my  fword,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats: 
II  murtbcr  all  his  wardrobe  piece  by  piece,  , ,' 

ntil  I  meet  the  King.  [Y 

Hot    Up  and  away,  jS 

ur  foldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunt,  ^ 

SCENE     VII.       ^larm,  enter  Fa^afF  folus.  ^ 

Fal.   Though  I  could  'fcape  (hot- free  at  London,    I 

ar  the  (hot  here;    here's  no  (coring,  but  upon  the  pate. 

)ft,  who  art  thou  ?    Sir  Walter  Blunt  ?    There's  honour 

>r  you:  here's  no  vanity  ?  I  am  as  hot  as  moulten  lead, 

id  as  heavy  too.     Heav'n  keep  lead  out  of  me;    I  need  ; 

J  more  weight  than  mine  own   bowels!    I  have  led  my 

g-o-mufFians  where  they  are  pcppcr'd  :  there's  not  three 

my  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive;    and  they  are  for  the 

wn's  end,  to  beg  during  life.     But  who  comes  heic? 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.Hinfy.  What,  ftand'fl  ihtu  JJle  here?  lend  me  thy 
iany  a  n^blc  man  lies  (lark  and  ftifF  [fword; 

Under 
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Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies ; 

Whofe  deaths  are  unreveng'd.     Lend  me  thy  fword. 

FaL  O  Hal,   I  pr'ythec,   give  me  leave  to  breathe 
while.     Turk  Gregory  *  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  arm^ 
as  I  have  done  this  day.     I  have  paid  Percy,    I  hav( 
made  him  furc. 

P,  Henry.  He  is  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee; 
I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  (word. 

Fal.  Nay,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'fl  not  mj 
(word  :  but  take  my  piftol,  if  thou  wilt. 

p.  Henry.  Give  it  me:  what,  is  it  in  the  cafe.' 

Fal.  Ay,  Hal,  'tis  hot.     There's  that  will  fack  acky 
[The  Prince  drenvs  out  a  bcttle  of  fack 

P.  Henry.  "What,  is  it  a  time  to  jeft  and  dally  now? 

[Throrvs  it  ct  him^  end  Exit 

Fal.  If  Percy  be  alive,  he'll  pierce  him;  if  he  dc 
come  in  my  way,  fo;  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his 
willingly,  let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  no)' 
fuch  grinning  honour  as  Sir  Walter  hath  :  give  me  life 
which  if  I  can  fave,  Co ;  if  not,  honour  comes  unlook't 
for,  and  there's  an  end,  [Exit 

SCENE     VIII. 
./41arm,  Excurfions.    Enter  the  King,   the  Prince,   Lon 

John  o/Lancafter,  and  the  Ear/ 0/ Weftmorland. 

K.  Henry.  I  pr'ythee,  Harry,  withdraw  thyfelf,  thoi 
bleedeft  too  much :  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  go  yoi 
with  him. 

Lan.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Henry.  I  do  befeech  your  Majcfty  make  up, 
Left  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

•  Meaning  Gregory  VTL  calid  Hildcbrand.  Thii 
furious  frier  furrnounted  clntofi  invincible  objiacles  to  dt' 
prive  the  Emperor  of  his  ri^ht  of  invejliture  of  Bifjsps. 
•which  his  bredeceffors  hai  long  attempted  in  vain.  Fox.  ir. 
his  hifiory  had  msie  this  Gregory  jo  odious,  that  J  do»'i 
doubt  but  the  good  ?rotefiants  of  that  time  -were  -well  plea- 
fed  to  hear  him  thus  ckaraBiriJcd,  as  uniting  the  attribute ^^ 
oj  tkir  t-wo  great  enemies,    the  Tuik  at.d  Pope,   in  ont^' 

Mr  Warburton, 

K  Henrj 
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A'.  H:nry.  I  will  do  Co. 

y  Lord  of  Wcftmorland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 
'^ftj}.  Come,  my  Lord,  I'll  lead  you  to  your  tent. 
P.  Henry.  Lead  me,   my  Lord!    I  do  not  need  your 
help ; 

i  Hcav'n  forbid  a  (hallow  fcratch  fliould  drive 

e  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this, 

l-;cre  ftain'd  nobilliy  lies  trodden  on, 
.,J  rclels'  arms  triumph  in  maflacres! 

Lan.  We  breathe  too  long;   come,    coufin  Wcftmor- 
ur  duty  this  way  lies;  for  Keav'n's  CAe,  come,     [land, 

P.Henry.  By  Heav'n,  thou  haft decciv'J  me,  Lancafier; 
did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit: 
.fore,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John  ; 
ut  now,  I  do  refpcjfl  thee  as  my  foul. 

K.  Henry.  I  fj\v  him  hold  Lord  Percy  at  the  point, 

ith  luftier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
f  fuch  an  uns^rown  warrior. 

p.  Henry.  Oh,  this  boy 

ends  mettle  to  us  all.  {Exeunt, 

Manet  King  Henry,       Enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  Another  King?  they  grow,  like  Hydra's  heads: 
am  the  Douglas,  fatal  to  all  thofe 
"hat  wear  thofe  colours  on  them.     What  art  thou, 
"hat  counterfeit'^  the  perfon  of  a  King? 

K.  Henry.  The  King  himfelf,  who,    Douglas,    grieves  (I'j 

J  many  of  his  fh.dows  thou  haft  met,  [at  heart,  >7 

nd  not  the  very  King.     I  have  two  boys  ,  ■ 

ek  Percy  and  thylclf  about  the  field;  , 

lit  feting  tliou  fall'll  on  me  fo  luckily, 
will  allay  thee :  fo  defend  thyfclf. 

Doug.  1  fear  ihou  art  ano'her  counterfeit; 

d  yet,  in  faith,  chou  bcai'A  thee  like  a  King: 
jt  mine,  I'm  fure,   ihou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
I'id  thui  I  win  thee 

[Th<y  fight,  the  King  being  in  danger » 
Enter  Pii  ce  lier.iy. 

P  Henry.  Hold  up  thy  h  ad,  vile  Scot,  or  ihouart  like 
,"ever  to  hiMd  It  up  ag  "n  :  the  fuitits 
)t"Shcr!y.  Sia.Turd,  B!unt,  ^vc  ia  my  arms; 

Vol.  1V^  O  It 
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It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee, 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  means  to  pay. 

[They  fight,  Douglas  flUt. 
Chcarly,  my  Lord  :  how  fares  your  Grace? 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  fuccour  lent, 
And  fo  haih  Clifton :  I'll  to  Clifton  ftrait. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while; 
Thou  haft  redeem'J  my  loft  opinion, 
And  (hew'd,  thou  mak'ft  fbme  tender  of  my  life, 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Henry.  O  Heav'n !  they  did  me  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  faid,  I  hearken'd  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
Th'  infulting  hand  of  Douglas  over  you; 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  poii'nous  potions  in  the  woild, 
And  fav'd  the  treach'rous  labour  of  your  fbn. 

K.  Henry.    Make   up  to  Clifton,  I'll  to  Sir  Nichol; 
Gawfey.  [Ex- 

SCENE     IX.      Enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 

p.  Henry.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy, 

P.  Henry.  Then  I  fee 
A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales:  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  fhare  with  me  in  glory  any  more; 
Two  ftars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  fphcre; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  fhall  it,  Harry,  for  the  hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us;  and  would  to  Heav'n, 
Thy  name  in  arras  were  now  as  great  as  mine ! 

p.  Henry.  I'll  make  it  greater  ere  I  part  from  thec ; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft, 
I'll  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.  [Figb 

Enter  ralftaff. 

Fal.    Well  faid,   Hal ;  to  it,  Hal.     Nay,   you  (ha 
find  no  boys  play  here,  1  can  tell  you, 

Enti 
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:',r  Douglas,  he  f.gkts  ^Hh    FalQafT,  -who  full s  <kv,n  a^ 
•'    Th^Jcre  lad.     The  Pnnce -pounds  Percy. 
m    O,  Harry,  thou  haft  robb'd  mc  of  my  growth  . 

ttcr  hrook  the  lofs  of  brittle  hte, 
i;n  .hofe  proud  tules  thou  haft  won  of  me ;  flcHi  - 

'ty      ound   r.y   thoughrs,  uo.fe  than  thy    f^ord   my 

?hcu^ht's.henaveon.te    and  hie  t.n-.es  fool. 

j  time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
uft  nave  a  Hop.     O,   I  could  prop.ufy, 
t  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  dea.h 

s  on  my  tongue  :  no,  Percy,  thou  art  durt,        ^^.^^^ 

P    Kct^^.'^I^s,  brave  Percy.     F.re  thee. ell!     * 
l.wcav'd  ambition,  how  mt:ch  art  thou  fhrunk!  • 
,  hen  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpnit,  , 

kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound : 
ut  now  tsvo  paces  of  the  vikll  earth 
:  room  enough  !  this  earth,  that  bears  thee  deed, 

ars  nut  alive  fo  ftout  a  gtntleman. 
tthou  wert  fenfibleofcourtefy,  j 

ihou!d  not  make  f.  a  great  a  fh)w  of  zeal.  1 

lut  let  my  favour  hide  thy  mangled  face,  S 

Ud,  cv'n  in  thy  behalf,  iM  thank  myfcif    ■ 
■or  doing  ihefe  fair  rites  ot  tender  nets. 
Uieu,  and  take  thy   praife  with  ihce  to  heav  n ; 
Ihy  ignominy  Heep  with  thee  m  the  grave 
3ut  not  remember'd  in. thy  epitaph.  {Hcfeil^  Faia.ff. 

-What '  old  acquaintance!  could  not  all  this  tlcia 
xeep  in  a  little  hfe?  poor  Jack,  farewell 
[  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 
Oh,  I  (hould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  dear  to-day, 
Though  many  a  dearer  in  this  bloody  fray: 
Irr-bowell'd  will  1  fee  thee  by  and  by; 
Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie.  [i^AJ/- 

S  C  E  M   E     X.         tainaff  r'ifci. 

Fal.  Imbowell'dl -if thou   imbowel   mc   to-day, 

T'll  give  you  leave  to  powder  mc,  and  eat  me  to-moriow- 

';iblood.  'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  teimagant 

'  O    2  ^^^ 
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Scot  had  paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit  ?  lit 
lam  no  counterfeit ;  to  die,  is  to  be  a  counterfeit;  fo 
he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who  hath  not  the  lif 
of  a  man:  but  to  counterfeit  dying,  when  a  man  (here 
by  iiveth,  is  to  be  no  counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  per 
feci  im?ge  of  life  indeed.  The  better  part  of  valour  i 
diicretion;  in  the  which  belter  part  I  havefaved  my  life 
I  am  afraid  of  this  gun-powder  Percy,  though  he  b( 
dead.  How  if  he  ftioi:ld  counterfeit  too,  and  rife?  ; 
am  afraid  he  would  prove  the  better  counterfeit;  there- 
fore ril  make  him  fure ;  yea,  and  I'll  fwear  I  kill'd  him 
Why  may  not  he  rife  as  well  as  I.'  nothing  confute 
me  but  eyes,  and  no  body  fees  me.  Therefore,  firrah 
with  5  new  wound  in  your  thigh  come  you  along  wit! 
me.  [T'^kes  Hot-fpur  oa  his  back 

SCENE      *  XI. 
Enter  Priace  Henry,  okA  John  of  Lancafler. 

P.  Henry.  Come,  brother  John,  full  bravely  haO  thoo 
Thy  maiden  fA'ord.  [fttfhyi 

I./:i2.  But  foft !  whom  have  we  here.' 
hi<l  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead.* 

P.Hsnry.  I  did  ;  I  faw  him  dead, 
And  breaihkfson  the  ground.     Art  thou  alive, 
Or  is  it  fancy  plays  upon  our  eye- fight  ? 
I  pr'yihee,  fptak,  we  will  not  trult  our  eyes 
\V'iihcut  our  ears:   thou  art  not  what  thou  feem*ft. 

Fal.  Nv),  that's  certain;  I  am  not  a  double  man; 
but  if  I  am  not  Jack  FaUlsff,  then  am  I  a  Jack.  Th6r« 
is  Percy:  if  your  father  will  do  me  any  honour,  (b;  ii 
not,  Ut  him  kill  the  next  Percy  himfelf.  I  look  cithci 
to  be  Earl  or  Duke,  I  can  a/Ture  you. 

p.  Henry.  Why,  Percy,  I  kill'd  myfelf,  and  faw  thee 
dead. 

Fal.  Did'il  thou?  Lord,  Lord,  how  the  world  is  giv*n 
to  lying!  I  grant  you,  I  was  down,  and  out  of  breath, 
and  lb  was  he ;  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought 
a  long  hour  by  Shrew fbury  clock;  if  I  may  be  believed, 
fb;  if  not,  let  them  that  Ihould  reward  valour,  bear  th 
fm  Upon  their  own  heads.  I'll  take't  on  my  death,  I 
gave  him   ibis  wound  in  the  thigh :  if  the  man  were  a- 
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vc,  nnd  would  deny  it,  I  would  make  him  cat  a  piece 

t  my  fword.  ,     t  l      j 

l/«.  This  is  the  Hrangeft  tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 
P.  Henry.  This  Is  the  Ilrangeft  fellow,  brother  John. 

ome,  bring  ycur  luggage  nobly  on  your  back : 

^r  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 

11  gild  it  with  the  happieft  terms  I  have. 

[^  retreat  is  founded. 

The  trumpets  found  retreat,  the  day  is  ours  : 
^me,  brother,  let's  to  th'  higheft  of  the  field, 
To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead.  [Exeunt. 
Fal.  I'll  follow,  as  they  fay,  for  reward.  He  that 
ewards  me,  Heav'n  reward  him  !  If  I  do  grow  great. 
'II  grow  lefs ;  for  I'll  purge,  and  leave  fack,  and  live 
Icanly,  as  a  nobleman  fhould  do.  {Exit» 

SCENE         XIL 
rhe  trumpets  fomd.     Enter  King  Hen ry,  Prince  of  Wales, 

Lord  John  of  LancaHer,  Earl  of  Wettmorland,  iviib 

Worceftcr  and  Vernon  prifoners. 

K.  Henry.  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke, 
ll-fpirited  Wor'rter,    did  we  not  fend  grace, 
r'ardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you? 
'\nd  wouU'rt  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary? 
Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfman's  truit? 
Three  Knights  upon  our  party  flain  to-day, 
A  Noble  Ear),  and  many  a  creature  elfe, 
Had  been  alive  this  hour, 
If  like  a  Chriflian  thou  hadrt  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K.  Henry.  Bear  Worcertcr  to  death,  and  Vernon  too. 
Other  cfTenders  we  \Aill  paufe  upon. 

[Exeunt  Worcefter  and  Vernon,  guarded. 
How  goes  the  field  ?  - 

p.  Henry.  The  gallant  Scot,  Lord   Douglas,  when  he 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turned  from  him,         [favw 
The  noble  Percy  (lain,  and  all  his  men 
Vpon  the  foot  of  fear,    fled  with  the  tcft  ; 
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And,  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  Co  bruis'J, 
That  the  purfuers  took  him.     At  my  tent 
The  Douglas  is,  and,  I  bcfccch  your  Grace, 
1  may  difpofc  of  him. 

K.  Henry,  With  all  my  heart. 

P.Henry.    Then,  brother  John  of  Lancaftcr,  to 
This  honourable  bounty  (hall  belong. 
Go  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs  and  free. 
Kis  valour,  (hewn  upon  our  crefts  to-day 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cheri(h  fuch  high  deeds, 
Ev'n  in  the  bofom  of  our  adverfaries. 

Lan.  I  thank  your  Grace  for  this  high  courteiy, 
Which  I  (hall  give  away  immediately. 

K.  Henry.    Then  this  remains;    that  we  divide  ouj 
power. 
You  fon  John,  and  my  coufin  Weflmorland, 
Tow'rds  Yoik  (hall  bend  you,  with  your  dearefl  (peed, 
To  meet  Northumberland  and  Prelate  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  arms; 
My/elf,  and  you  (on  Harry,  will  tow'rds  Wales, 
To  fight  with  Glendower  and  the  Earl  of  Marche. 
Rebellion  in  this  land  (hall  \oCc  his  fway, 
Meeting  the  check  of  fuch  another  day; 
And  fince  this  bufinefs  Co  far  fair  is  done, 
Let  us  not  IcavC;  till  all  our  own  be  won*  lExcun 
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INDUCTION 

Enter  Rumour,  painted  fall  of  tongues, 

OP  EN  your  cars :  for  which  of  you  will  ftop 
The  vent  of  hearing,  when  loud  Rumour  fpeaks  ? 
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I  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  weft, 

Making  the  wind  my  poft-horfe,  ft, II  unfold 

The  arts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth. 

Upon  my  tongues  continual  flanders  ride, 

The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce  ; 

Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  falfe  reports. 

1  fpeak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity, 

Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  world  : 

And  who  but  Rumour,  who  but  only  J, 

Make  fearful  muflers  and  prepar'd  defence, 

Whilft  the  big  year,  fwoll'n  with  fome  other  griefs. 

Is  thought  with  child  by  the  ftern  tyrant  War, 

And  no  fuch  matter  >  Rumour  is  a  pipe 

Blown  by  furmifes,  jealoufics,  conjeflures  • 

And  of  fo  eafy  and  Co  plain  a  ftop, 

That  the  blunt  monfter  with  uncounted  heads, 

The  ftill-difcordant  wavering  multitude, 

Can  p!ay  upon  it.      But  what  need  I  thus 

My  well  known  body  to  anatomize 

Among  my  houfhold  ?  Why  is  Rumour  here  ? 

I  run  before  King  Harry's  vidtory  ; 

Who  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewftiury 

Hath  beaten  down  young  Hot-fpur  and  his  troops: 

Quenchmg  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 

Ev'n  with  the  rebels'  blood.     But  what  mean  I 

To  fpeak  fo  true  at  firft  ?  my  office  is 

To  noife  abroad,    that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 

Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hot-fpur's  fword  ; 

And  that  the  King  before  the  Douglas*  race 

Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death.'' 

This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peafant-towns 

Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewft)ury,  ' 

And  this  worm-eaten  hold  of  ragged  ftone  ; 

Where  Hot-fpur's  father,  old  Northumberland, 

Lies  crafty  fjck.     The  pofts  come  tiring  on ; 

And  not  aman.of  them  brings  other  news 

Than  they  have  leam'd  of  me.   From  Rumour>s  tongues, 

They   bring    fmooth  comforts   faife,    worfe  than  true 

wrongs,  i^Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     I.       Ncrthimherland*s  cajlk. 
Enter  Lord  Bardolph  ;  the  Porter  at  the  door, 
■rd    \i7HO  keeps  the  gate  heie,  hoa?    where  is  the 

\S  Earl? 

Port.  What  (hall  I  fay  you  are  ? 
Bcrd.  Tell  ihon  the  Earl, 
hat  the  Lord  Bardolph  doh  attend  him  here. 
Per/.  His  Louidiip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchard  ; 
•ea'fe  it  your  Honour,    knock  but  at  the  gate, 
.nd  he  himfelf  will  anfwcr. 

Kmer  Northumberland. 

3ard.  Here's  the  Earl.  . 

hir.Til}.  What  news,    Lord  Bardolph  ?    Every   mmutc 
hnulJ  be  the  father  of  fomc  fttatagem  •.  [now 

The  times  are  wild  :  contention,    like  a  horle 
ull  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe 
^nd  bears  down  ail  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  Enl, 

bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewftjury. 

Nrith,  Good,  if  heav'n  will  ! 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wifh. 
The  King  is  altnoft  wounded  to  the  death  : 
\nd  in  the  fortune  of  my  Lord  your  Hjn, 
^'rince  Harry  flain  outiigbt ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
f^ill'd  by  the  hand  of  Douglas  :    young  Prmce  John, 
And  Wedmotland,    and  StafFord,  fled  the  field. 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  Sir  John, 
Is  prifoner  to  your  fon.     O  fuch  a  day, 
So  fought,  fo  follow'd,  and  fo  fairly  won, 
Came*not  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times, 
S:nce  Caifar's  fortunes. 

North,  How  is  this  deriv'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewflj^rj^  ? 

Bard.  I  fpake  with  one,  ray    Lord,    |*at  came  from 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name:  [thence. 

That  freely  render'd  me  thefe  news  for  true. 

•  Stratagem,  far  vigorous  a£ticn. 
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North.  Here  comes  my  fervant  Travers,  whom  Ifeatj 
On  Tv^fisy  hft  to  liften  after  news. 

Bard.  My  Lord,  I  ever  rode  bim  on  the  way. 
And  he  is  fnrnifiiM  with  no  certainties, 
More  tl^an  he,  haply,  may  retalc  from  me. 

SCENE       II.       Enter  Travers. 

North,  Now,  Travers,  what  good    tidings  come  witljj 
you  ? 

Tra.  My  Lord,  Sir  John  Umfrevil  turn'd  me  back 
V/ith  joyful  tidings  ;   and,    heing  better  hors'd, 
Out-rode  me.     After  him  came  fpnrring  hard 
A  gentleman,  almoft  fore-/pent  with  fpced, 
That  ftopp'd  by  me  tonreathe  his  bloodied  horfi;. 
He  a(k'd  the  way  to  Chefter ;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  news  from  Shrewfbury. 
He  told  me,  that  rebellion  had  ill  luck  ; 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold. 
Wirh  that  he  gave  his  able  horle  the  head, 
And,  bending  forward,  ftruck  his  agi'e  heels 
Againft  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel  head  ;   and,  ftarting  Co, 
He  fecm'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  cjueftion. 

North.  Ha  !  again  : 
Said  he,  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold  ? 
Rebellion  had  ill  luck  ? 

Batd.  My  Lord,  I'll  tell  you, 
If  my  young  Lord  your  Con  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  honour,   for  a  filken  point 
I'll  give  my  barony.     Ne'er  talk  of  it- 

North.  Why  ftould  the  gentleman  that  rode  by  Tra«| 
Give  then  fuch  inftances  of  lofs.*  [vcr%| 

Bard.  Who  he  ? 
He  wasfome  hilding  fellow  *,  that  had  ftol'n 
The  horfe  he  rode  on  ;  and,  upon  my  life, 
Spake  at  adventure.     Look,  here  comes  more  news.  '. 
SCENE     HI.         Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 

•  For  hlnderling,  i.  c.  bafe^  degenerate*    Mr  Pope. 

foretclsl 
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.>rete!s  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume  : 
1  looks  the  Orond,  whereon  th'  imperious  flood 
ath  left  a  witnefs'd  ufurpation. 
,V    Morton,   diJ'd  thuu  come  from  Shrewfbury  ? 
kort.  I  ran  f.om  Shrcwfbary,   my  Noble  Lord, 
There  hateful  Death  put  on  his  ugheamafk 
'0  frijiht  our  party.  .  .       t       j 

North.  How  doih  my  fon  and  brother  . 
■hou  trembkft;  and  the  whitcnefs  in  thy  cheek 
,  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand, 
ven  fuch  a  man,    fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlcfs, 
3  dull,   fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe  be-gone, 
;rew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 
.nd  would  have  told  blm,  half  his  Troy  was  burnd: 
ut  Piiam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue; 
.nd  I  my  Percy's  death,    ere  thou  report'ft  it. 
-his  thou  would'a  fay  :   Your  fon  did  thus  and  thus : 
our  brother,  thus  :  fo  fought  the  noble  Douglas  : 
topping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds. 
lut  in  the  end,   to  flop  mine  ear  indeed, 
rhou  haft  a  figh  to  blow  away  this  praife, 
:ndingwith,  Brother,  fon,  and  all  are  dead  ! 

Mort.  Douglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet ; 
;ut  for  my  Lord  your  fon— — 

North.   Why,  he  is  dead. 
ce  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpicion  hath  !  iS 

ie  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know,  ' 

iath,  by  inftinO,  knowledge  from  other's  eyes, 
That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanc'd.^  Yet,  Morton,  fpcak  : 
Tell  thou  thy  Earl,   his  divination  lies  j 
;\nd  1  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  difgrace, 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

Mort.  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainfaid  : 
Your  fpirit  is  too  true,    your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet,   for  all  this,   fay  not  that  Percy's  dead. 
''  fee  a  ftrange  confellion  in  thine  eye  : 
,hou  (hak'ft  thy  head,   and  hold'lt  it  fear  •,  or  fin, 
To  fpeak  a  truth.    If  he  be  flain,  fay  fo ; 

•  Fear,  for  datfger.  ^^ 


■  i 

t  '4 


i68 


The  Second  Part  of 


Aa 


The  tongue  offends  not  that  reports  his  death  : 
And  he  doth  fin,   that  doth  belie  the  dead, 
Not  he  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  lofing  office  ;  and  bis  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fullen  bell, 
Remember'd,    tolling  a  departing  friend. 

Bard.  I  cannot  think,  my  Lord,  your  (on  is  dead. 

Mart.  I'm  Carry  1  lliould  force  you  to  believe 
That  which  I  would  to  heav'n  1  had  not  (hen. 
But  the(e  mine  eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  flate, 
Rcnd'ring  faint  quittance,   wearied  and  out-hreatli'd, 
To  Henry  Monmouth;  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  earth, 
From  whence,  with  iife,    he  never  more  (prung  up. 
In  few  ;  his  death  (whofe  Ipirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dulleft  pealant  in  his  camp) 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  beft-temper'd  courage  in  his  troops. 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  (leel'd ; 
Which  once  in  him  rebated,    all  the  reft 
Turn'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  itfclf, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateft  fpeed  ; 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hot/pur's  Icfs, 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lighmefs  with  their  fear, 
That  arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim, 
Than  did  our  fildiers,    aiming  at  their  fafety, 
Fly  from  the  field.     Then  was  that  noble  Wor'fter 
Too  foon  ta'en  piifbtier:   and  thu  furious  Scot, 
1  he  bloody  Douglas,  whofe  well-labouring  fword 
Had  tliree  times  flain  th'  appearance  of  the  King, 
'Gan  vai!  his  ftomach,  and  did  grace  tiie  fname 
Of  thojfe  that  turn'd  their  backs;    and  in  his  flight, 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.      Thefum  ofall 
l>,  that  the  King  hath  won  :  and  hath  Cent  out 
A  fpecdy  pou,':  to  encounter  you,  my  Lord, 
Undei  the  ronciudt  of  young  LancafUr 
And  Wtftmorland.      This  is  the  news  at  full. 

North.  For  this  I  Ihall  have  lime  enough  to  mourn. 
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poifon  there  is  phyfic  :  and  this  news, 
iut  would,  had  I  been  well,   have  made  me  fick, 

n^fick,  hath  in  (bme  meafure,    made  me  well, 

i  as  the  wrc'ch,  whofe  fever -weaken'd  joints, 
kc  rtrcngthlefs  hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
^patient  of  his  fit,    breaks  like  a  fire 
jt  of  his  keeper's  arms  ;  cv'n  Co  my  limbs, 
'eakcn'd  wiih  grief,  being  now  inrag'd  with  grief, 

e  thrice  themfelves.  Hence  therefore,  thou  nice  crutch; 
(caly  gauntlet  now  with  joints  of  fteel 

irt  glove  this  hand.     And  hence,  thou  fickly  quoif^ 
'U  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 

■.ich  prir.ces,  fledi'd  with  conqueft,  aim  to  hit. 

M  bind  my  brows  with  iron,  and  approach 

.e  ruggcd'll  hour  that  time  and  fpight  dare  bring 
3  frown  upon  th'enrag'd  Northumberland  ! 
:t  heav'n  kifs  earth!  now  let  not  nature's  hand 
:cp the  wild  R)od  confin'd ;  let  order  die, 
id  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  ftage 

0  feed  contention  in  a  ling'ring  aft: 
It  let  one  fpirit  of  the  firft-born  Cain 

;ign  in  all  bofbms,  that  each  heart  being  fet 

1  bloody  cour[es,  the  rude  fcene  may  end, 
id  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  ! 

Bard.  This  drained  paflion  doth  you  wrong,  my  Lord  \ 

/ect  Earl,  divorce  not  wifdom  from  y<.ur  honour. 

Mort.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 

:aQ  on  your  health;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 

0  ftormy  paflion,  mufl  perforce  decay. 

m  cali  th'  event  of  war,  my  Noble  Lord, 

id  fumni'd  th*  account  of  chance,  before  you  faiJ, 

:t  us  make  head  :  it  was  j'cur  prcfurmife, 

hat,  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  Ion  might  drop; 

)u  knew  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge 

ore  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er  : 

an  were  advis'd,  his  fl.  fh  was  capable 

fwounds  and  (cars;  and  that  his  forward  fphit 

'ould  lift  him  where  moft  trade  of  danger  lang'J : 

5t  did  you  fay,  Go  forth.     And  none  of  this, 

bough  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftraia 

Vol..  IV,  I?  The 
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The  ftiff-Horne  aftion.     What  hath  then  befaH'n, 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprife  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  being,  which  was  like  to  be? 

Bard.  We  all  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs, 
Knew,  that  we  ventur'd  on  fuch  dang'rous  feas, 
Thar,  if  we  wrought  out  life,  'twas  ten  to  one: 
And  yet  we  ventur'd  for  the  gain  propos'd, 
Chok'd  the  refpeft  of  likely  peril  fear'd; 
And  fince  we  are  o'erfet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth,  body  and  goods. 

Mi>rt.  'Tis  more  than  time;  and,  my  moil  noble  Lo| 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth, 
The  gentle  Archbifhop  of  York  is  up 
With  well  appointed  powers.     He  is  a  man, 
Who  with  a  double  furety  binds  his  followers. 
My  Lord,  your  (on,  had  only  but  the  corps, 
But  Ihadows,  and  the  (hews  of  men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  word,  rebellion ^  did  divide 
The  aftion  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls; 
And  they  d:d  fight  with  queafinefs,  condrain'd 
As  men  diink  potions,  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  fide  :  but  for  their  fpirits  and  fouls, 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  fi(h  are  in  a  pond.     But  now  the  Bilhop 
Turns  infurre^ion  to  religion ; 
Supposed  fmcere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 
He's  follow'd  both  with  body  and  with  mind: 
And  doth  enlarge  his  rifing  with  the  blood 
Of  fair  King  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfrct  ftones; 
Derives  from  heav'n  his  quarrel  and  his  caufe; 
Ttlls  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  land 
Gafping  for  life,  under  great  Bolingbrokc; 
And  more,  and  Icfs,  do  ftjck  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before :  but  to  fpeak  truth, 
This  prcfent  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Co  in  with  me    and  counfel  every  man 
The  aptert  way  for  fafety  and  revenge : 
Get  pofls,  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  /peed; 
•5l«ver  f<?  few,  nor  never  yet  more  ncedi  [Exeu\ 
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SCENE     IV.       Changes  to  ajireelin  London, 
.ur  Sir  John  FallUff,  ivith  his  Page  bearing  bis  fword 

and  buckler. 
Yal  Sirrah,  you  giant !  what  fays  the  doaor    to    my 

p'«.  He  raid,  Sir.  the  water  itfelf  was  a  good  healthy 
tcr.  But  for  the  party  that  own'd  it,  he  n^Jght  have 
ne  difcafcs  than  he  knew  for.  -rt 

Fal  Men  of  all  forts,  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me.  1  ^c 
/in  of  this  fooli(h-compounded-c!ay,  man,  is  not  able  to 
,ent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  1  m- 
nt,  or  is  invented  on  me.  I  am  not  only  witty  in  my 
f.'biit  the  caufe  that  wit  is   in  other  men.     1  /^  h^i'f 

Ik  before  thee,  like  a  fow,  that  hath  overw,helmed  all 
r  later  but  one.  U  the  Prince  put  thee  i-.to  my  ler- 
•c  for  any  other  realon  than  to  fct  me  off,  why,  then  I 
ve  no  judgment.  Thou  whorfon  mandrake,  thou  art 
:er  to  be  uorn  in  my  cap.  than  to  wait  at  my  heels.  I 
is  never  mann'd   with  an   agot  ti:l  now  :  but  I   vvil.  fet 

u  neither  in  gold  nor  fiiver,  but  in  vile  apparel,  and  fend 
)U  back  again  to  your  mafier,  f^r  a  icwtl.  The  Juve- 
il,  the  Prince  your  maftcr !  wbofe  chin  is  not  yctflcdgd  ; 
Jill  fooner  have  a  beard  grow  in  ihe  palm  of  my  hand, 
..n  ht  (hall  get  one  on  bis  cheek;  yet  he  will  not  llick 
.  fay,  hs  face  is  a  face-royal.  Heav'n  may  finilh  it 
hen  it  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amifs  yet ;  be  may  keep  it 
ill  as  a  face-royal,  for  a  barber  fliall  never  earn  fixpencc 
jt  ot  It;  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had  writ 
iin  ever  fince  his  father  was  a  bachelor.  He  may  keep 
;s  own  grace,  but  he  is  almofl  out  of  mine,  1  can  afTure 
.m.  What  faid  Mr  Dombleton,  about  the  fatten  tor  my 
lorl  cloak  and  (lops? 

Page.  He  faid,  Sir,  you  (hould  procure  him  better  al- 
jrance  than  Batdolph  :  he  would  nut  take  his  bond  and 
uur's,  he  lik'd  not  ihc  fecunty. 

Fat.  Let  him   be  damn'd    like   the    glutton,  may  his 

gue  be  hotter!    a  whorlbn  Achitophei,  a   rafcally  yea- 

j'looth-knave,  to  bear   a  gentleman  in  band,  and  then 

•2nd   V f on  fe cur ity  !    the  whorfon-fmooih-pates  do  now 

.ar  nothing  but  hi^h  (hoes,  and  Lunches  ot  keys  at  their 
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girdles;  an^  if  a  man  is  ihorongh  with  them  in  honeft  t 
king  up,  then  they  muft  (land  upon  fecurity.     I  had 
lief  they  would  put   ratfbane   in    my  mouth,  as  olFer 
fiop  it  wifhy?fttrf/)'.     I  looked   he   (hcu!d  have  fent  i» 
two  and  twenty  yards  of  (Itttn,  as  I   am    a   true  Knigii 
and  he  f:nds  me  fecurity.     Well,  he  may  flecp  in  fectirit 
for  he  hath  the  horn  of  abundance.     And  the  lightnefs 
his  wife  (hines  through  it,  and  yet  caanot  he  fee,  thoug 
he  have  his  own  lanthorn  to   light  him.     "Where's  Baij 
dolph  ? 

Fj2^e.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield  to  buy  your  Wotflii 
a  horfe. 

Fsl.  1  bought  him  in  Paul's*,  and  he'll  buy  me  a  hcil 
in  Smithfield.     If  1  could  get  rre  but  a  wife  in  the  ftcw, 
3  were  mann'd,  hors'd,  and  wJv'd. 
SCENE     V.      Enter  Chief  Jujlice,  and  Servanti, 

Pi'ge-  Sir,  here  comes  the  Nobleman  that  committ5» 
the  Prince  for  ftriking  him,  about  Bardolph. 

Fal.   Wait  clofe,   1  will  not  fee  hini. 

Ch.  Jufi.  What's  he  that  goes  there  ? 

Serv.  Falftaif  an't  plcafe  your  LordHiip. 

Ch.JuJi.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  robbery? 

Serv.  He,  my  Lord,     But  he  hath  fince  done  good  ft— ^^ 
vice  at  Shrewfbury ;  and,  as  I  hear,  is    now    going  wid 
Ibme  charge  to  the  Lord  John  of  Lancafter. 

Ch.  Jujl    Vi  hat,  to  York?  call  him  back  again. 

Serv.  Sir  John  Falftaff! -r- 

Fd.  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  Ycu  mufl  fpeak  louder,  my  mafter  is  deaf. 

Cb.  juji-  I  am  lure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thlnj 
good.  Go  pluck  him  by  the  elbow.  I  mull  Ipeak  wit| 
him 

Serv.  Sir  John  !— — — 

Fal.  V/hat!  a  young  knave  and  beg!   are  there   nol' 
wars?   is  there  not  employment?  doth  not  the  King  laci 
fill  je£is  ?  do  not   the  rebels  need   fb!d;ers?  though  it  be  i 
fhame   to   be    on  any  fjde  but  one,  it  is  woife  iliame  tc| 


u 


♦  At  that  time  the  rejirt  of  idle  ^eo^Ie,  dents,  anal 
knight i  of  the  pjfi, 
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•y.  than  to  l->c  on  the  worfl  (ide,  were  it  uorfe  than  the 

nc  of  rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it. 
■Serv.  You  miflake  me,  Sir. 

Fal  Why.  Sir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honed  man  ? 
■ting  my  knighthood  and  my  folJierfhip  afide,  I  had 
J  in  my  throat,  if  I  had  fiid  fo 

S(rv.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  then  (it  your  knighthood  and 
)ur  foldleilhip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you 
;  in  your  throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than  an  ho- 

ll  man. 

Fiji.  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo  ?  I  lay  afide  that 
hich  grows  to  me?  jf  thou  gett'ft  any  leave  of  me, 
iiig  me;  it  thou  tak'il  leave,  thou  wert  better  be  hang'd : 
jij  hunt-counter,  hence;  avaunt. 

Scrv.  Sir,  my  Lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Ch  Juft.  Sir  John  FaUlaff,   a  word  with  you. 

Fal.  My  good  Lord  1  God  g  ve  your  Lordili'p  good 
me  of  day.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Lordfhip  abroad  ;  I 
.3rd  fay  your  Lordlhip  was  fick.     I  hope  your  Lordrti-p 

.s  abroad  by  advice*  Your  Lordfhip.  though  not  clean 
.[[  your  youih,  hath  yet  fime  fmack  of  age  in  you, 
!tTje  reli(h  of  the  faltnefi  of  time;  and  I  mcft  humbly 
:fcech  your  Lordftip,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your 
idth. 

Ch.  Jujl.  Sir  Joho,  I  fent  for  you  before  your  expc- 
itioii  to  Shrewfbury, • 

Fal.  If  it  pleafc  your  Lordfi)ip,  I  hear  his  Majefly  i& 
nurn'd  with  Ibme  difcomfort  fiom  Wales. 

Cb.  JuJl.  I  talk  not  of  his  iMajefty  :  you  would  not 
:me  when  1  fent  for  you  ; 

Fal  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Hi^hnefs  is  fallen  into 
1  s  fame  whotfbn  apoplexy. 

Ch.JuJl.  Well,  hcav'u  mend  him!  I  pray,  let  rae 
■■eak  with  you. 

Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it.  a  kind  of  lethargy, 
n't  pleafe  your  Lordlhip,  a  kind  of  fleeping  in  the  blood, 
whorfon  tingling. 

Ch.  Juft.  What  tell  you  mc  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 

FuU  It  hath  its  original  from  much  gncf,  from  fludy 
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and  perturbation  of  the  brain.     I  have  read  the  caufe  of 
U  in  Galen.     It  is  a  kind  of  dcafnefs. 

Ch.  Jiiji'  I  think  you  arc  fallen  into  that  difeafe  ;  for 
vou  hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

FaU  Very  well,  my  Lord,  very  well:  rather,  ant 
pleafe  you,  it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  lifl^ning,  the  malady 
of  not  maiking,   that  1  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.  JuH,  To  punifh  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend 
the  attention  of  your  ears;  and  I  care  not  if  I  do  become 
your  phyfician. 

FaL  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  Lord,  but  not  fb  pa- 
tient :  your  Lordfhip  may  mini'fer  the  potion  of  impri- 
fonment  to  me,  In  refpea  of  poverty;  but  how  I  (hould 
be  your  patient  to  follow  your  prefcriptions,  the  wife  may 
make  fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or,  indeed,  a  fcruple  itfelf. 

Ch.  Ji-li'  I  fcnt  for  you,  when  there  were  matters  a- 
gainft  you  for  your  life,  to  come  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal  As  I  was  then  advis'd  by  my  counfel  learned  io 
ihe  laws  of  this  land-fervlce.  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Juli.  Well,   the  truth  is.  Sir  John,   you  live  io 

great  infamy.  .    ,  /. 

Fal  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt,  cannot  live  m  left. 
Cb.  Juji.  Your  means  are  very  flender,  and  your  waft< 

3S  great. 

fal.  1  would  it  were  otherwil^ :   I  would  my  mean! 
were  greater,  and  my  wafte  I'enderer. 

Ch.  Jujt.  You  have  mifled  the  youthful  Prince. 

Fal,    The  young  Prince  hath  m^fled  me.      I  am  tbi 
fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch.  JuJi.  Well,    I'm  loth  to  gall  a  new-heal'd  wound 
your  day's  fervice  at  Shrewfoury  hath  a  little  gilded  ovei 
your  night's  exploit  on   Gads-hill.     You  may   thank  thi 
unquiil°ime,  for  your  quiet  o'er-pofting  that  a^ion. 

Fal.  My  Lord ! 

Cb.  JuJi.  But  finse  a!i  is  well,  keep  it  fo :    wake  not  i 
keeping  wolf. 

Fill.   To  wake  a  wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  fmell  a  fox. 

Ch.  Jtifl.   Wha:?  yoa  arc  as  a  candle,   the  better  par 

fearnt  out. 

Fal 
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V  A  wafTcl  candle,  my  LorJ;    all  tallow:    but  if  I 

V  of  wax.  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 
Juft.    There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face,   but 

ahavehi^fir^ot  jiravity. 

;/    His  effcft  ot  g.avy,  gravy,  gravy. 

'.  Juft.  ^  u  follow  the  young  Prince  up  and  downi 

^^Ko^^U  Lord,  your  ill  angel  is  light:  but  I  hope 

that  looks  upon  me,    will  take  me  without   weighing; 

Wet,    infome   refpefts,    I   grant  I   cannot   go.—  I 

not  ull.     Virtue  is  of  To  little  -egard   m  theie  coner- 

eers'davs,  that  true  valour  is  turned  bear-herd.    Freg- 

V  is  made  a  tapllcr,    and  hath  his  quick  wit  w.lud 
v\nz  reckonings    all  the  other  gifts  appertment  to 

n     as  the   malice  of  this  age   (hapes    them     are   not 
;rth  a  goofeberry.     You  that  are  old,    confiuer  not  the 
pacities  of  us  chat  are  young;    you  meaiure  the  hea    of 
'r  livers,  with  the  bitternefs  of  your  galls;    and  we  that 
e  in  the  va-ward  of  our  youth,    1  muit  confefs  are  wags 

^Ch  7«/?  Do  you  fet  down  your  name  in  the  fcrowl 
-youfh,  that  are  written  down  old,  with  -^  ^^e  cbarac- 
rs  of  age.'  Have  you  not  a  moift  eye?  a  dry  hand?  a 
ellow  cheek?  a  white  beard  ?  a  de.reafmg  leg?  an  in- 
reafing  belly?  .s  not  your  voice  broken  ?  yo^-r  ^'.nd 
ort'  your  chin  double?  your  w>t  Imgle  ?  and  every 
art  about  >ou  blaHed  with  antiquity?  and  wih  you  yet 
all  yourfelf  young?  Fie,  fie,  he,  Sir  John. 

Fal     Mv  Lord,    1  was  born  about  three  of  the  clock 
n  the  afternoon,    with  a   white   head,    and  fon;ethmg  a 
ound  beliy.     For  my  voice,    I  have  loft  .t  with  hallov.- 
.g  and  finging  of  anthems.     To  app.ove  my  youth  fur- 
1r  I  will  not      The   truth  is.  I  am  only  old   in  judg- 
ment and  underftanding;    and  he  that  wil  caper  with  me 
t^.r  a  thoufand  marks,    let  him  lend  me  the  money    and 
have  at   him.     For  the  box  o' th^  ear   that   the  Pr.ncc 
nave  you,  he  gave  it  like  a  rude  pripce.    and  you  took  ,t 
hke  a  fenfiMe  lord.     1  have  check  d  him  for  it ;    and  the 
young  lion  repents:    marry,    not  in  aOies  and  fackcloth, 
but  Ig  new  nik  and  old  fack. 
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Cj).  Jufi.  Well,  Hcav'n  fend  the  Piince  a  better  coil 
pan  ion ! 

Fal,    Heav'n  fend  the  companion  a  better  Prince! 
cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Jj.ft.  Weil,  the  King  hath  ftver'd  you  and  Priinl 
Harry.  I  hear  you  are  going  with  Lord  John  of  Lail 
cafler  againtt  the  Archbifhop  and  the  Earl  of  Northunl 
bcrland. 

Fal.  Yes.  I  thank  your  pretty  fU-ect  wit  for  It :  bil 
look  you,  pray,  all  you  that  kifs  my  Lady  Peace  \ 
home,  that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day :  for,  b 
the  Lord,  I  take  but  two  /lijrts  out  uith  me,  and  I  mea| 
not  to  fweat  extraordinarily  :  jf  it  be  a  hot  day,  if 
brandifh  any  thing  but  a  bottle,  would  I  might  ncv«| 
(pit  white  again.  There  is  not  a  dangerous  a^ion  ca| 
peep  out  Km  head,    but  I  am   thtuft  upon   it.     Well, 

cannotlaft  ever But  it   was  always  yet  the   liick<l 

our  Englifh  nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to  mak 
it  too  common.  ]f  ye  will  needs  fay  I  am  an  old  mat 
you  (hould  give  me  reft.  I  would  to  God,  my  nam 
were  not  fo  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is!  I  were  bettt 
to  be  eaten  to  death  with  a  ruft,  than  to  befcour'd  tonc| 
thing  with  perpetual  motion. 

Ch.  Jujl.    Well,    be  honeft,    be  honeft,   and  Hea»*' 
blcfs  your  expedition  ! 

Fal.  Will  your  Lordfhip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pou& 
to  furnifh  me  forth  ? 

Ch.JuJi.    Not  a  penny,    not  a  penny;    you  are  toil 
impatient  to  bear  crofTes.     Fare  you  well.     Gommen* 
me  to  my  coufin  U'eftmorland.  [Einl] 

Fal.  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle* 

A  man  can  no  more  feparate  age  and  covetoufieft,  rhar 
he  can  part  young  limbs  and.  Ictchery  :  but  the  goui 
galls  the  one,  snd  the  pox  pinches  the  other,  and  fo  boti) 
the  degrees  prevent  my  curfcs.     Boy,- 

Page.  Sir? 

Fal.  What  money  is  in  my  purfe .' 

•  i.  e.  a  rammer  hlg  enough  t9  require  three  men  toll  ft  it\ 
Mr  Pof  c,  ' 

¥(ige» 


;c.  6.  King  Henry  IV.  177 

Pi'fC.  Seven  groats  and  two  pence. 

Ftil.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  confumptlon  of 

le   rurfe.      Borrowing  only   lingers  and   lingers  it  out, 

ut  the  difeafc  is  incurable.     Go  bear  this  letter  to  my 

o.d  of  Lancalter,  this  to  the  prince,    this  to  the  Earl  of 

Ttamorland,  and  this  to  old  MrsUrfnla,  whom  I  have 

.kly  fworn  to  marry  fmce   I  perceived    the  firft  «hitc 

r  on  my  chin.      About  it;    you  know   where   to  find 

.-.     A  pcx  of  this  gout !  or  a  gout  of  this  pox  !   tor  the 

ne,    or  t'other  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe:    it  is 

'  matter,  if  I  do  halt,    I  have  the  wars   tor  my  colour, 

J  my  penfion  (hall  feem  the   more  reafonable :    a  good 

;c  will  make  ulc  of  any  thing;    1   will  turn  diftales  to 

.amiodity.  l^^^"«'' 

S     C     E     N     E        VI. 

Changes  to  the  Archbijhop  of  York's   palace. 
.Iter    ^rckhpwp   of  York,    haftings,    Thomas   Mow- 
bray   (EarL  Maifhal),  and  Lord  Bardolph. 
York.    Thus  have  you  heard  our  caufe,    and  know  our 
tow,  my  moQ  nobie  friends,  I  pray  you  all,      [means; 
peak  plainly  ycur  opinions  of  our  hopes; 
>od  6rll,  Lord  Marllial,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 
Moivb    I  well  allow  th'  occafion  of  our  arms. 
Jut  glddly  would  be  better  fatished 
tow  in  our  n.eans  we  (bould  advance  ourfelves, 
To  look  uith  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Jpon  the  pow'r  and  puifTance  of  the  King? 

Euji.  Our  prefcnt  mutters  grow  upcn  the  file 
To  tive  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice; 
ind  our  fuppl.es  live  largely  in  the  hope 
)f  great  NorthumbtrUnii,  uh<  fe  bolom  burns 
A'ith  an  .ncenfed  fire  of  injur.es.  ^ 

Bard.    The  quciii.  n  then,    Lord   Kaftings,   flanoeth 
S'hcthcr  our  prtunc  five  and  twenty  thoufand         [thus: 
vlay  hold  up  h*.cd  without  Northun-iberland.* 
Haft.    \\  ith  him  we  may. 
Burd.  Ay,  marry,  there's  the  po'nt: 
3ut  if  vuthout  him  we  be  thruj;ht  too  feeble, 
Vly  juv-gmcnt  is,   v.c  thould  not  llep  too  far 
rill  wt  had  his  aflittance  by  the  hsnd. 

Fo» 
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For  in  a  theme  (b  bloody- fac'd  as  this, 
Conjecture,  cxpeflation,  and  furmifc, 
Of  aids  uncertain,  fhould  not  be  admitted. 

Tork.  'Tis  very  true,  Lord  Bardolph  ;  for  indeed 
It  was  young  Hot-fpur's  cafe  at  Shrewfbury. 

Bard    It  was,  my  Lord,  who  lin'd  himfelf  with  hopc^l 
Eating  the  air,  on  promife  of  fupply; 
Flatt'iing  himfelf  with  ptoje€t  of  a  power 
Much  froaller  than  the  fmalleftof  his  thoughts; 
And  fo,  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death^ 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  diilru^ion. 

HaJ}.  But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt 
To  lay  down  likelihoods  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard.  Yes,  iF  this  pi  efent  quality  of  war 
Impede  the  inHant  aft,   a  caule  on  foot 
Lives  fb  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  (pring 
We  fee  th'  appearing  buds;  which,  to  prove  fruit,. 
liope  gives  not  Co  much  warrant,  as  defpair 
That  frolh  will  bite  them.     When  we  mean  to  build^ 
We  firft  furvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model; 
And  when  we  {ce  the  figure  of  the  hoafe, 
Then  muft  we  rate  the  coft  of  the  eredion; 
Which  if  we  find  out-weighs  ability, 
What  do  we  then  but  draw  a-new  the  model 
In  fewer  offices?   or  elfe,  defiil 
To  build  at  ail?  Much  more,  in  this  great  work, 
(Which  is  almoft  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down, 
And  fct  another  up),  (houid  we  furvey 
The  plot  of  fituation,  and  the  model ; 
Confent  upon  a  fure  foundatiun, 
Queltion  lurveyors,  know  our  own  eflatC| 
How  able  luch  a  work  to  undergo. 
To  wcgb  againlt  his  oppofite  :  or  elfe, 
Wc  fortify  in  paper  and  in  figures, 
Ufing  the  names  of  men  inftead  of  men: 
Like  one,  that  draws  the  model  of  a  houft 
Beyond  his  pow'rto  build  it  ;  who.  half  through^ 
Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part'Created  cod  * 

f  Coft,  fsr  vvwk. 
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V  naked  fuhjea  to  the  weeping  clouds, 
ind  wafte  for  churlilh  winter's  tyranny. 

Hfl/?.  Grant  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth, 
houid  be  ftill-born  ;  and  that  we  now  pofTefs'd 
rhe  utmoft  man  of  expe£lation  : 
think  we  are  a  body  rtrong  enough 
'  v'n  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  King. 
'  Bard.  What,  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thou- 
fmd? 
Haft.  To  us,  DO  more;  nay,  not  Co  much,  Lord  Bar- 
J^or  his  divifions,  as  the  times  do  brawl,  [dolph. 

lire  in  three  heads ;  one  pow'r  againft  the  French, 
lAnd  one  againft  Glendowcr;  perforce,  a  third 
lVl*ift  take  up  us:  fo  is  the  unfirm  King 
[n  three  divided  ;  and  his  coffers  found 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinefs. 

rotk.  That  he  ftiould  draw  his  fev'ral  flrcngths  toge- 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  puiflance,  [thcr, 

Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  Ifhelhoulddofo,  ,    „  ,  . 

IHc  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,  the  French  and  Welch 
aying  him  at  the  heels;  never  fear  that. 
Bard.   Who  is  it  like  fhould  lead  his  forces  hither? 
Haft.  The  Duke  of  LancaQer,  and  WeOmorland  : 
Againft  the  Welch,  himfclf  and  Harry  Monmouth; 
Ifiut  who  is  fubftituted  'gainft  the  French, 
11  have  no  certain  notice, 

York.  Let  us  on  : 
I  And  pablilli  the  occafion  of  our  arms.  ^ 

iThe  commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice; 
] Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfeited, 
I  An  habitation  giddy  and  unfure 
Hath  he  that  buildech  on  the  volgar  heart. 
O  thou  fond  many!  with  v;hat  loud  applaufe 
pida  thou  beat  heav'n  with  blefTing  Bolingbrokc, 
Before  he  was  what  thou  wouldft  have  him  be  ? 
And  now,  being  trimm'd  up  in  thine  owadefires, 
Thou,  beaQly  feeder,  art  fo  full  of  him, 
That  thou  ptcrok'rt  thyfclf  to  ca(\  him  up. 
1  So,  io,  thou  common  dog,  didft  thou  dilgorgc 
'     '  Thy 
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Thy  glutton -bofom  of  the  Royal  Richard, 
And  now  thou  would'ft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
Ani  how'l'ft  to  find  it.      What  truft  is  in  thefe  times? 
They,  that  when  Richard  Jiv'd,  would  have  him  die, 
Are  now  become  enamour'd  on  his  grave; 
Thou   that  threw'ft  duft  upon  his  goodly  head, 
"When  through  proud  London  he  came  fighing  on 
After  th' admired  heels  of  Bolinghroke, 
Ciy'O  now,  O  earth,  yield  us  that  King  again. 
And  take  thou  this.     O  thoughts  of  men  accurs'd  ! 
Part  and  to  come,  feem  beft  ;  things  preftnt,  worft. 
Mow!?.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  arid  fet  on.^ 
Uaji.  We  are  Time's  fubjeiVs,  and  Time  bids,  be  gone] 

[Exeu»l\ 

A   C  T     II.       S   C   E  N  E    I. 

j4  flreet  in  London. 
Enter  IIcdeA,  ivith  two  Officers,  Phang  and  Snare. 
Jioji,   A/fR  Phang,  have  you  enter'd  the  adlion? 
iVX      Phan^    It  is  enter'd. 

Hofl    Where's  your  yeoman,'  is  he  a  lufly  ycomattjl 
will  he  ftand  to  it  ? 

Pkang.   Sirrah,  where's  Snare? 

Hod.  O  Lord,  ay,  good  Mr  Snare. 

Snare.   Here,  here. 

Pho>ig.  Snare,  we  mufl  arreft  Sir  John  Falftaff. 

fioR    Ay,  good  Mr  Snare.   I  have  enter'd  him  and  all.l 

Snare-  It  may  chance  coft   fome  of  us  our  lives :  f(ttl 
he  wi!!  (fab. 

Hojl.   Alas  the  day!   take  heed  of  him  ;  he  ftabSM  me] 
in  mine  ov.^n  houfe.  and    that   mo'*  beaftly  •  he  cares  not 
what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his    weapon  be   out.      He  will  I 
foin  like  any  devil;  he  will   fpare   neither  man,   wumaoi 
nor  cMlJ 

Phan^.  If  lean  clofr  with  him.  I  care  not  for  bis  thro^^ 

H  /?    No,  nor  I  neither; I'll  be  at  your  elbow.   ' 

Phang    If  I  but  fiU  him  ones ;  if  he  come  but  with- 
in my  vice  *. 

•  Vice  or  gra.'p ;  a  metabhor  tahnfrom  a  fmtH'i  vice.  Pope. 
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Hoft.  T  am   undone  by   his  going;  I  warrant  you,  he 

in  infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore.     Good   Mr  Phang, 

|)ld  him  lure;  good  Mr   Snare,  let  him  not  Tcapc.     He 

lijnes  continually  to  Pie  corner,  faving  your  manhood.% 

I  buy  a  fuddle:   and  he  is  indited   to   dinner  to  the  Luh- 

I irVhead  in  Lombard  flrcet,    tc    Mr   Smooth's  the  SiHii. 

an.     I  pray  ye,  fince  my  aiflion  is  enter'd,  and  my  cafe 

openly   &nown  to  the  world,  let  him   be  brought  in 

lihisanfwer.     A  hundred   mark   is  a   long  loan,  for   a 

J)or  lone  woman  to  bear;   and  I   have  borne,  and  borne, 

lid  borne,  and  have  been  fubb'd  off,  and  fubb'd  ofT  from 

1  lis  day  to   that  day,    that  it   is   a   fliame  to  be  thought 

ll.     There  is  no  honcfty  in    fuch   dealing,  unlefs  a  wo- 

Ln  (hould  be  made  an  afs  and  a  beaft,  to  bear  every 

laavc's  wrong. 

£r;/er  Falflaff;  Bardolph,  and  the  Boy, 
oudcr  he  comes,    and   that  arrant  malmfcy-nofe  knave 
ardolph   with   him.     Do  your  offices,    do  your  offices: 
Ir  Phang  and  Mr  Snare,  do   me,  do.  me,   do  m.e  yoar 

BCCS. 

FaU  How  now  ?  whofe  mare's  dead  ?    what's  the  mat- 

\'S> 

Phang.    Sir   John,    I    arreft  you  at  the  fuit  of  Mrs 
.Hiickly. 

\Fal.  Away,  varlefs;  draw,  Bardolph:  cut  me  ofF  the 
lillain's  head:  throw  the  quean  in  the  kennel. 
I  Hoji.  Throw  me  in  the  kennel?  I'll  throw  thee  in  the 
lennel.  Will  thou?  wilt  thou?  thnu  baftardly  rogue. 
[durder,  murder!  O  thou  honey-fuckle  viliain  %  wilt 
iou  kill  God's  officers  and  the  King's?  O  thou  honey 
«cd  rogue  * !  thou  art  a  honey-feed,  a  man-queller,  and 

woman-queller. 

Fol-  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 

Tbang    A  refcue,  a  refcue  ! 
I   hcji.   G'.od  people,  britig  a  refcue  or  two:   ihou  wo't, 
hoh  thou  ?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  do,  do,  thou  rogue,  do, 
'lou  hemp  feed  1 

She  means  to  fay^   homicidal  villain,  and  homicide 

Q,  Fal. 
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Fal  Away,  you  fculiion.  you  rampallian,  you  fufli 
larian  •.   I'll  tickle  your  cataftrophe. 

SCENE     11.       Enter  Chief  Jujike  attenied. 
Ch.  Jvjl.  What's  the  matter  ?  keep   the  peace  hcfe 

hoa  ! 

Eoji.  Good  my  Loroybe  good  to  me.  I  befeech  you 
/\and  to  me. 

Ch.  Jujl.  How  now,  Sir  John  ?  what, are  you  Lrawllnj 
here  ? 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,    and  bufinefs? 
Yon  f>,ou!d  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York.  i| 

Stand  from  him,  fellow;  wherefore  hang'ft  thou  onhimi'''' 

Hoji.  O  my  mod  worlhipful  Lord,  an't  p'eafc  youi 
Grace,  lama  poor  widow  of  Eaft -cheap,  and  he  is  ar 
refted  at  my  fuit.  -^ 

Ch.  Juji.  For  what  fum  ? 

Hot.  It  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  Lord,  It  Is  for  all ; 
all  I  have  :  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and  home; 
he  hath  put  all  my  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his; 
but  I  will  have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I'll  ride  thee 
o'  nights,  like  the  mare. 

Fal  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I  hav< 
any  'vantage  of  ground  to  get  np. 

Ch.JuJi.  How  comes  this.  Sir  John?  Fie,  what  man 
of  oood  temper  would  endure  this  tcmpeft  of  exclama* 
tinn  ?  are  you  not  afham'd  to  enforce  a  poor  widow  to 
fo  rough  a  courfe  to  come  by  her  own  ? 

Fal.   What  is  the  grofs  fum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Hoft.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honeft  man,  thyfiK 
and  the  money  too.  Thou  didft  fwear  to  me  on  a  par- 
cel gitt-goblet,  fitting  in  my  Dolphin  chamber,  at  the 
round  table,  by  a  fea-coal  fire,  on  Wedncfday  in  Whit- 
fun-week,  when  the  Prince  broke  thy  head  for  likening 
him  to  a  finging  man  of  Windfor ;  thou  didft  fwear  to 
me  then,  as  I  was  wafhing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and 
make  me  my  la.ly  thy  wife.  Canft  thou  deny  it  >  did 
not  good-wife  Keech,  the  butcher's  wife,  come  in  then, 
and  call  me  Gojftp  Quickly  F  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mafs 
of  vinegar,  telling  us,  (he  had  a  good  difh  of  prawns; 
whereby  thou  did  dcfire  to  cat   fome ;   whereby  I  told 
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e,  they  were  ill   for  a    green  ftounJ  ;    and    6\i(\   not 
,ou'.  wh.n  (he  was  gone  down  ftairs,   dtfire  me  to  be  no 
iorc  fo  familiarity   v^ith  fuch    poor   peop'e,  faying,  thac 
elong  they  (hould  call  me   Madam  ?  and  didd  thou  noc 
Is  me,   and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  (hillings?  I  put  thee 
-w  to  thy  book  oath;   deny  it,  if  thoucanlh 
FaL  My  Lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul ;  and  (he  fays 
and  down  the  town,   that  her  eldc(t   fon  Is  like  you. 
■whithbeenin    good   cafe,    and  the    truth  is,    pove.ty 
jth  dillraaed  her ;    but    for   thcfe  fooli!h  officers,    I  be- 
cch  you,    I  may  have  redrefs  agalnQ  them. 
Ch.Jui}.  Sir  John,    Sir  J'.hn,     I   am  well  acquainted 
;h  your  mat  ner   of   wrenching   the  true  caufe  the  fa.fcj 
,y.     It  is  not    a   confident   brow,    nor    the   tfcrong  of 
ords  that  come  with  fuch  more  than  impudent  faucincfs 
om  you,   can  ihruft  me  from  a   level  confjdcration.     I 
r.ow  you  have  pra<ais'd  upon  the  ealy-yiclding  fpirit  of 


jis  woman." 


H'J}.  Yes,  in  troth,  my  Lord. 

Ch.Jufi.  Pi 'y thee,  peace  ;  pay  her  the  debt  you  owe 
r,  and  unpay  the  villany  you  have  done  her;    the  one 
)U  may  do   with  Sterling  money,    and   the  other  with 
uirent  repentance.  »     •  v 

Fai  My  Lord,    I  will  not  undergo  this  fnerp      with-  ^ , 

>u:  reply.     You  call  honourable  boldnefs  impudent   fau. 
inef>  :    if  a  man  will  court'fy    and  fiy  nothing,  hcjs  ^ 

rtuous.     No,  my  Lord,  my  humble  duty  rcmcmber'd,  f 

will  not  be  your  fuitor  :  I  fay  to  you,  I  defire  deliver- 
,nce  from  thc(e  officers,  being  upon  haHy  cmploymeHt 
,n  the  King's  affairs. 

Ch.  Juji.  You  fpeak   as  having  power  to   do  wrong  ; 
•ut  aiifAer  in   the  efilft  your  reputaiijn,  and  /atisfy  the 
'  )or  woman* 
Fal  Come  hither,  hortefs.  [Afide.  ■. 

SCENE     III.        Enter  Mr  Gower. 
Ch.JuJl.  MaRer  Gower,  what  news  .> 
Cower.    The  King,    my  Lord,  and   Henry   Prince  of 
P^xt  near  at  hand  :  the  reft  the  paper  tells.  [Walts, 

•  /I  TorhVire  -word  for  rebuke. 

0,2  Fal, 
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Fal  As  I  am  a  gentleman 

Heft.  Nay,  you  faid  Co  before. 

Fal.  As  I  am  gentleman; come,  no  more  words  c| 

h. 

Hoji.  By  this  heav'niy  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muftli 
fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my  di| 
ning  chambe'S. 

Fal.  Glalles,  ghfles,  is  the  only  drinkinj/  ;  and  fb 
thy  walls,  a  pretty  flight  drollery,  or  the  ftory  of  th^ 
prod'gal,  or  the  German  hunting  in  water-work  *^\\ 
uorlh  a  thoufand  of  theft  dead-hangings,  and  thcfe 
bitten  tapeflries:  let  it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou  canrt.  Come 
if  it  were  not  for  thy  humours,  there  is  not  a  bette 
wench  in  England.  Go,  wafh  thy  face,  and  draw  thj 
aclion  :  come,  thou  mud  not  be  in  this  humour  witi 
me  ;  do'ft  not  know  me  ?  Come,  come,  J  know  thou  wa( 
fct  on  to  this. 

Ho/?.  Pr'ythee,  Sir  John,  let  It  be  but  twenty  nobles 
I  am  loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earnefl,    la. 

Fal.  Let  it  alone,  I'll  make  other  Ihift ;  you'll  be  8 
fool  frill. 

Hcfi  "Well,  you  fhall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  mj 
gou  n  I  hope  you'll  come  to  fupper :  you'll  pay  me  ai 
together  ? 

Ful  Will  I  live  ?  go  with  her,  with  her  :  hook  on 
hook  on . 

HoJi.  Will  you  have  Dol  Tear-fheet  naeet  you  ai 
fupper  ? 

Fal.   No  more  words.     Let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  Hojlefs  and  Serjeanii 

Ch   'Juft.  I  have  heard  better  news, 

Fal.  What's  the  news,    my  good  Lord  * 

Ch.  Jujl.  Where  lay  the  King  la(t  night  ? 

G'.wer.   Ac  Bafingftoke,    rr.yLord. 

Fill.  I  hope,  my  Lord,  all's  well.     What  is  the  new8| 
jny  Lc>rd  ? 
■    Cb.  •juJl.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Co-iver.  Noj   fifteen  hundred  foot,   five  hutjdrcd  borle 


*  i.  e.  in  "Mater. coleurs^ 


Are 
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-^re  marchM  up  to  my  Lord  of  Lancafter, 
/^Painll  NortluimSerland  and  the  Archbi(hop. 
FJ.  Comes   the  King  back  from   Wales,  ray  Noble 

Ckjuft.  You  fhall  have  letters  of  me  prefcnlly. 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  Mr.  Gowcr. 

Fal.   My  Lord, • 

Ch.  Juft.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Matter  Gower,  (hall  I  intreat  you  with  me  to  dm- 

ler  ? 
Go-wer.  I  mutt  wait  upon  my  good  Lord  here ; 

[  thank  you,  good  Sir  John.  _ 

Ch.  Juji.   Sir  John,   you   loiter  here   too  long,  being 
y-ou  are  to  takefoldiers  up  in  the  countries  as  you  go. 
Fal,   Will  you  fup  with  me,  Mr  Gower  ? 
Cb.  JuJl.  What  foolifti  matter  taught  you  thefe  man- 
ners, Sir  John? 

Fal.  Matter  Gowcr,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a 
Foolthat  taught   them   me.     This  is  the  right  fencing 
•ace,    my  Lord,    tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 
Ch.  JuJ}.  Now,  the  Lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a  great 
fool  !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV.         Cont'wies  in  London. 
Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 
p.  Henry.  Trutt  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 
Poins.  Is  it  come  to  that?    I   had  thoujjht,  wearlnefs 
larft  not  have  attached  one  of  fo  high  blood. 

P.  henry.  It  djth  me,  though  it  difcolours  the  com- 
ilexion  of  my  grcatnefs  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it 
lot  ttiew  vilely  in  me  to  defire  fmall  beer  ? 

Poins.  Why,  a  prince  ttiould  not  be  fo  loofely  ttudicd, 
IS  to  remember  f)  weak  a  compofition. 

P.  Henry.  Belike  then  my  appetite  was  not  princely 
'Of  ;  for,  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  creature, 
Ifir.all  beer.  Bur,  indeed,  thefe  humble  confiderations 
make  me  out  of  love  with  my  greatnefs.  What  a  dif- 
igiacc  is  it  to  me  to  remember  thy  name  *  or  to  know  thy 
face  to  morrow?  or  to  take  note  how  many  pair  of  fiik 
ftockings  thou  hatt  \  {viz.  thefe,  and  thole  that  were 
the  peach>cclourM  ones) ;   or  to  bear  the  inventory  of  thy 

(^  3  Ihirts, 
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fhirts,  as  one  for  fuperfluity,  and  one  other  for  ufe  ?  be 
that  the  tennis-court-keeper  knows  better  than  I;  for  iti 
a  low  ebb  of  linen  with  thee,  when  thou  ketpeft  no 
racket  there,  as  thou  haft  not  done  a  great  while,  becauf 
the  reft  of  thy  low  countries  have  made  a  fhift  to  eat  u; 
thy  hollanj.  And  God  knows,  whether  tho/e  that  ba« 
out  of  the  ruins  of  thy  linen,  (hall  inherit  his  kingdom 
but  the  midwlves  fay  the  children  arc  not  in  the  fault 
whereupon  the  world  increafes,  and  kindreds  are  mightii 
firengthened. 

Poins.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you 
hard,  you  fliould  talk  fo  idly  ?  Tell 
good  young  princes  would  do  fb,  their 
fick  as  your's  at  this  time  is. 

H  Henry-  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  ? 

Poins,  Yes,  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P  Henry.  It  fllall  ferve  among  wits  of  no  higher  brectt 
lug  than  thine. 

Poins-  Go  to  ;  I  ftand  the  pu(h  of  your  one  thing  thi 
you'll  tell. 

p.  Henry.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  1 
fhould  be  fad  now  my  father  is  fick ;  albeit  I  could  tell  t« 
thee,  (as  to  one  it  pleales  me,  for  fault  of  a  better,  t( 
call  my  friend),  I  could  be  lad,   and  fad  indeed  too. 

Poins.  Very  hardly  upon  fuch  a  fubjed^. 

P.  Henry.  By  this  hand,  thou  think'ft  me  as  far  In  th( 
devil's  book,  as  thou  and  Falftaff,  for  obduracy  and  per- 
fiilency.  Let  the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my 
heart  bleeds  inwardly,  that  my  father  is  (b  fick  ;  and 
keeping  fuch  vile  company  as  thou  art,  hath  in  reafoo 
taken  from  me  all  oftcntation  of  forrow, 

Pcins.    The  reafbn? 

P.  Henry.  What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me  if  I  {bouW 
weep  ? 

Po't/ts.  I  would  think  thee  a  moft  princely  hypocrite. 

p.  Henry.  It  would  be  every  man*s  thought  ;  and 
thou  art  a  blefted  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks. 
Never  a  mar>'s  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road -way 
fcettfir  than  thine ;  every  man  would  thi.ik  me  an  hypa* 
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rite  indeed.     And    what  excites   your   mott  vvoilhipfu! 

hiUiiiht  to  think  fo  ?  ,  ,-  i       i        i  /- 

PoiKS.    Why,  becaufe  you  have  fcemed  lo  lewd,  and  lo 

nuch  ingriffed  to  FalOafT. 
p.  Htnry.  And  fo  thee. 

PmJ.  Nay,  by  this  light,  I  am   well  fpoken  of,  I  can 

licar  it  with  mine  own  cars.     The  worft  they  can   fay  of 

ne  is,  that  I  am  a  fccond  brother,  and   that  I  am  a  pro- 

Uer  fellow  of  my  hands :  and  thofe  two  things  I  confefs  I 

Unnothelp.     Look,  look,  here  comes  Bardo^h. 

P.Henry.  And  the  boy  that   1  gave  Fainaff:     He  had 
IVim  from  me  Ch;iftian,  and  fee  if  the  fat  villain  have  not 

t  ransform'd  h  m  ape.  „     i  »  u      j  n 

SCENE      V.         Enter  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Bjrd.  Save  your  Grace. 
p.  Henry.  And  your's,  moft  noble  Bardolph. 
Bard    Come,  you  virtuous  afs,  and  balhful  fool,  muft 
Lou  be  bluOiiwg  ?     Wherefore   blurt)  you  now  ?    what  a 
maidenly  man  at   arms   are   you  become?  Is  it   luch  a 
matter  to  oet  a  potile.pot's  maidenhead  ? 

Pa^e.  He  call'd  me  ev'n  now,  my  Lord,  through  a  red 

llauice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his   face  from  the 

[window ;  at  laft  I  fpy'd  his  ryes,  and  methought  he  had 

made  two  holes  in  the  al:-wife's  new  peuicoat,  and  peep  d 

I  through. 

p.  Henrf.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  i 

Bard.  Away,  you  whorfon  uprij^ht  rabbet,  away  . 

Page.  Away,  you  rafcally  Aithea's  dream,  away  I 

p. Henry    Inrtrua  us,  boy,   what  dream,  boy? 

P:jge.  Marry,  my  Lord,  Althea  dream'd  rtie  was  de- 
I'liver'd  of  a  firebrand  ;  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

P  Henry.  A  crown's-woith  of  good  interpretation; 
itiiere  it  is,  boy.  [Gi^"  f''"  "'f  ^^• 

Poini.  O  that  this  good  blofTom  could  be  kept  trom 
[cankers!  well,  there  is  fixpence  to  prefervc  thee. 

Bard.  Ifyoudo  not  make  him  be  h an g'd  among  you, 
the  gallows  fhall  be  wrong'd. 

p.  Henri.  And  how  doth  thy  marter,  Bardolph  ?         ^ 

Bard.  Well,  my  good  Lord.  He  heard  of  your  Grace  s 

(Coming  to  town.    There's  a  letter  for  you. 

p.  ii.'ury* 
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P,  Henry.  Deliver'd  with  good  rcfpcft?  — 
doth  the  Manlemas  your  matter? 

Bard.  In  bodily  health,  Sir. 

Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phyfician! 
but  that  moves  not  him  ;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies  no] 

P.  Henry.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  witJ 
me  as  my  dog  ;  and  he  holds  his  place :  for,  look  yc 
how  he  writes.  [G'lvei  Poins  the  kttt.^ 

Poins  reads.  John  Falftaff,  Knight,. — Every  man  moft 
know  that,  as  often  as  he  hath  occafjon  to  name  himftlfL 
even  like  ihofe  that  are  kin  to  the  King  ;  for  they  nevcJ 
prick  their  finger  but  they  fay,  There  is  fame  of  the  KingH 
blood  fpilt.  How  comes  that  ?  fays  he  that  takes  upon 
him  not  to  conceive :  the  anfwer  is  as  ready  as  a  bori 
rower's  cap;   I  am  the  King's  poor  coufin,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will 
fetch  it  from  Japhet.      But,  to  the  letter. 

Poins.  Sir  John  Falfnff,  Knight,  to  the  fon  of  the  King 
neareft  his  father,  Harry  Prince  of  Wales,  greeting.     Why 
this  is  a  certificate. 
P.Henry.   Peace. 
Poins.  I  -will  imitate  the  Honourable  Soman*  in  brevity] 
Sure,  he  means  brevity  in  breath;   (hort-winded.     J  coml 
mend  me  to  thee,  J  commend  thee,  and  I  love  thee-     Be  n(n\ 
too  familiar  with  Poins ;  for  he  mifufes  thy  favours  fo  much 
that  he  fivears  thou  art  to  marry  his  fifter  Nell.     Repent  \ 
at  idle  times  as  thou  moy^Ji,  and  fo  fareivel.     Thine^  by  yea\ 
and  no  ;  -which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  as  ihcu  ufeji  Inm.     Jack\ 
Falfi.ifftvhh  my  fatniliars  :  John  -with  my  brothers  andftft. 
ers  :  and  Sir  John  with  all  Europe.       My   Lord,    I   wili 
fteep  this  letter  in  fack,  and  make  him  eat  it. 

P.  Henry.  That's  to  make  him  eat  plenty  of  his  words.  | 
But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ned  .>  muft   I  marry  your  fifter? 
Poins-  May  the  wench  have  no    worfe  fortune !  But  I 
never  faid  fo. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fool   with  the  tim^ 

•  Meaning  M.Brutus,  who afe^ed great  brevity  offtyle, 

Mr  Waxburton, 
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i  the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clouds  and  meek  us. 

ycur  mafter  here  in  London? 

Bard    YfS,  my  Lord. 

P  Henry    Where  fups  he?  doih  the  old  boar  feed  m 

e  old  frank  ?  .    .    r.  /i    u 

Bard    At  the  old  place,  my  Lord,  m  Eaft-cheap. 

P.Henry    What  company? 

Page.  Ephefiaijs,  my  Loid,  of  the  old  church. 

p.  Henry.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page.  None,  my  Lord,  but  old  Mrs  Quickly,  and  Mrs 
oil  Tcar-ftieet. 

p.  Henry.   What  Pagan  may  that  be? 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  Sir,  and  a  kinfwoman 
|*my  maker's. 

P^  Henry.  Even  fucb  kin  as  the  parifli  heifers  are  to 
U  town  bull.     Shall  we  fteal  upon  them,  Ned,  at  fupper  ? 

Poh.s.  I  am  your  (badow,  my  Lord,  I'll  follow  yoo. 

p. Henry.  Sirrah,  you  boy,  and  Bardolph,  no  word  to 
logr  mafier  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town.  There  s,  tor 
pur  filence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tcigue,  Sir. 

Pa7t.  And  for  mine.  Sir,  I  will  govern  it. 

P.Henry.  Fare  ye  well :  go.  This  Doll  Tear-fheet 
liould  be  feme  road. 

Pcini.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
It  Alban's  and  London. 

P.  Hertry.  How  might  we  fee  Famaff  beaow  himlelt  to« 
light  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  ourfeWcs  be  feen  ?        ^ 

Poins.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins  and  aprons,  and  wait 

son  him  at  his  table,  as  drawers. 
,  p.  Henry.  From  a  god  to  a  bull  ?  a  heavy  defccnfion. 
It  was  Jove's  cafe.     From  a  prince  to  a  prentice?  a  low 
Iransformation ;  that  (hall  be  mine:  for  in  every  thing, 

be  purpofe  muft  weieh  with  the  folly.     Follow  me,  Ned. 
'    '  \ExeunU 

,  C  E  N  E     VL      Changes  to  Ncrthumherland's  cajlle. 
Inter  Northumberland,  Lady  Northumberland,  and  Udy 
Percy. 
Ntrth.  I  pt'ythee,  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daughter, 
5ive  even  way  unto  my  tough  affairs. 
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put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  times, 
Ar>d  be  like  them  to  Peicy,  troublefome. 

jL.  North.  I  have  giv'n  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  more: 
Do  what  you  will  ;  your  wifjom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  fweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn, 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

L.  Pircy.  Oh,  yet,  for  heav'n's  fake,  go  not  to  theft  wi 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word, 
"When  you  were  more  cndear'd  to  it  than  now; 
Vhen  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart-dear  Harry, 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,   to  fee  his  father 
Bring  up  his  pow'is:  but  he  did  long  in  vain! 
Who  then  perfuaded  you  to  ftay  at  home  ? 
There  were  two  honours  loff,  ycur's  and  your  fbn*s. 
For  your's,  may  heav'niy  glory  brighten  ill 
For  his,  it  ftuck  upon  him  as  the  fun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  hcav'n  ;  and  by  his  light 
Did  all  the  chivaliy  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  a£is.     He  was  indeed  the  g'afs, 
"Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dre/s  themfelves. 
He  had  no  legs,  that  praiftis'd  not  bis  gait; 
And  fpeaking  thick,  which  Nature  rriade  his  blcmifh, 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant: 
For  thofe  that  could  fpeak  low  and  tardily, 
Would  turn  iheir  own  pcrfcdiion  to  abufe. 
To  feem  Ike  h'm.     So  that,  in  /pecch,  in  gait, 
In  diet,  in  affeftions  of  delight, 
In  military  rules,  liumnurs  ot  blood, 
He  was  the  mark  and  ghfs,  copy  and  book. 
That  fdlliion'd  others,     Ard  him,  wond'ious  him! 
O  miracle  of  men!  him  did  you  leave 
(Second  to  none,  unfeconded  bv  you) 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 
In  difdd vantage;   to  abide  a  field, 
Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hotfpur's  name 
Did  fcem  defenfible  ;  fo  you  left  him. 
Never,  O,  never  do  his  ghoft  the  wrong, 
To  h  jld  your  honour  more  precile  and  nice 
With  others,  than  with  him.     Let  them  alone. 
The  Marfhal  and  the  Archbiihop  are  ftrong. 
Had  my  fA'cet  Harry  had  but  hslf  ihstr  uumbers, 


To 


KIngr  Henry  IV. 


191 


:.  7.  -^^-'''to 

-isy  might  T  (hanoing  on  Hotfpur's  neck) 

jve  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

t^r,rth.  Bcihrew  your  heatt, 

ir  daughter,  you  do  d.aw  my  fpirlts  from  me, 

ith  new-lamenting  ancient  ovcifjghts. 

:  I  muft  <;o  ani  meet  wi;h  danger  there; 
it  will  feck  me  in  aoother  place, 

id  find  me  worfe  provided. 
I  L.  North.   Fly  to  Scotland, 

ill  that  the  nobles  and  the  armed  commons 

JVC  of  their  poifTancc  made  a  little  tafte. 

L.  Percy.  If  they  get  ground  and  'vantage  of  the  King, 
'hen  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rih  of  fleel, 
[ij  make  (Irength  (Ironger.     But,  for  all  our  loves, 
Trft  let  them  try  ihemfelvcs.     So  did  your  Ton: 
|:was  fo  fufFei'd;  Co  came  I  a  widow; 

id  never  (hall  have  length  of  life  enough, 

)  rain  upon  remembrance"  with  mine  eyes, 

lat  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  hcav'n» 

•r  recordation  to  my  noble  hufband- 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me  :  'tis  with  my  mini 
J  with  the  tide  fwellM  up  into  his  height, 
Ihat  mak.s  a  rtill-ftand,  running  neither  way. 
lin  wouU  I  go  to  meet  the  Archbilhop, 
Jit  many  thoufand  reafjn*  hold  me  back  : 
|viii  rcfolve  tor  Scotland;  there  am  I, 

lime  and  'vantatje  crave  my  company.  lExeunt% 

SCENE       vir. 
Changes  to  the  Boards  head  tavern  in  Eaji-cheap. 
Enter  two  Drawers, 
I  Draw.  What  the    devil   haft  thou    brought   there? 
Iple- Johns  ?  thou  know'ft  Sir  John  cannot  endure  an 
ppic-John. 

h  Draw.  Mafs!  thou  fay'ft  true;  the  Prince  once  (et 
kilh  of  Apple-Johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there 
re  five  more  Sir  Johns;  and,  putting  off  his  h.t,  (aid, 
will  now   take  my   leave  of  thcfe  fix  dry,    round,  old, 

■•  ^lud'rg  to  the  plant  rofcmary,  fo  called,  and  ujcd  in 

rah, 
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wither'd  knights.  It  angcr'd  him  to  the  heart;  but  I 
hath  forgot  that. 

1  Draw.  Why  then,  cover,  and  fet  them  down;  ar 
(ee  if  thou  can'ft  find  out  Sneak's  noife  ;  Mrs  Tear-flie 
would  fain  hear  Come  mufic.  Difpatch!  the  room  wh€ 
they  fup  is  too  hot,  they'll  come  in  ftraight. 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  Prince,  and  Mafl< 
Poins  anon;  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins  ar 
aprons,  and  Sir  John  muft  not  know  of  it.  Bardolf 
hath  brought  word. 

1  Draw.  Then  here  will  be  old  Utis:  it  will  be  s 
excellent  ftratagem. 

2  Draw.  I'll  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.  [Exeur. 
SCENE     VIII.         Enter  Hojiefi  and  Dol. 
Uoft.   I'hith,  fweet  heart,    methinks  now  you  are  i 

an  excellent  good  temperality.  Your  pulfidge  beats; 
extraordinarily  as  heart  would  defire;  and  your  colour 
warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rofe :  bur,  i'faith.  y( 
have  drunk  too  much  canarys,  and  that's  a  marvelloi 
ftarching  wine ;  and  it  perfumes  the  blood  ere  we  cj 
fay  what's  this.     How  do  you  now? 

Dol.  Better  than  I  was:  hem. 

Hoji,  Why,  that  was  well  faid;  a  good  heart's  wor 
gold.     Look,  here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

.     Fal.  If  hen  Arthur  firft  in  court empty  the  jourd# 

,        and  was  a  worthy  King,     How  now,  Mrs  Dol. 

Boft.  Sick  of  a  calm;   yea,  good  footh. 

Fal.  So  is  all  her  left;  if  they  be  once  in  a  calm,  tb< 
are  fick. 

Dol    You  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  JK 

give  me  ? 

Fal.  You  make  fat  rafcals,  Mrs  Dol. 

Dol- 1  make  them  !  gluttony  and  difeafes  make  thctt 
I  make  them  not. 

Fal.  If  the  cook  make  the  gluttony,  you  helptomali 
the  difeafes,  Dol ,  we  catch  of  you,'  Dol,  we  catch  <  ■ 
you;  grant  that,  my  poor  virtue,  grant  that. 

Dol.  Ay,  marry,  our  chains  and  our  jewels. 

Fal  Your  brooches,  pearls,  and  owches;    for  to  ftr 

bravcl 
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velyi  is  to  come  halting  off,  yon  know;   to  come  otV 
c  b  each  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,    and  to  furgery 

vcly;  to  venture  upon  the  charo'd  chambers  bravely— 

Vol.  Hang  youtfelf,  yon  muddy  confer,  hang  yoiii  ielt ! 

Ho/L  By  my  troth  this  is  the  old  fafniiii ;  you  twc  ne- 
er  rrcet.  but  you  fall  to  Ibme  dilbord ,  you  aie  both, 
\  good  troth  as  rheumatic  *  as  two  dry  toalls,  you  can- 
ot  one  bear  with  another's  confiimities.  What  the 
ood-jcr?  one  mull  bear,  and  that  muft  be  you;  you  arc 
ic  weaker  vtflei,  as  they  fay,  the  emptier  velTel.  [To  Del. 

DgL  Can  a  weak  empty  vcfrd  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 
oolhead  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bour- 
eaiix  fluff  in  him ;  you  have  not.  feen  a  hulk  better 
ufT'd  in  the  hold.  Come,  I'll  be  friends  w-iih  thee, 
ack  ;  thou  art  going  to  the  wars,  and  whither  I  fhail 
ver  fee  thee  again  or  no,  there  is  no  boJy  cares. 
SCENE     IX.       Enter  Drawer. 

Dra-w.    Sir,  Aticient  Piftol  is  below,    and  would  fpeak 

/ith  you. 

Dot.  Hang  him,  fwaggering  rafcal,^  let  him  not  come 
lithtr;  it  is  the  foul-mouth'd(t  rogue  In  England. 

HojL  If  hefwaoger,  let  him  not  come  here;  no,  by 
ny  faith.  I  mutl  live  anr.ongft  my  neighbours,  I'll  no 
waggerers.  I  am  in  good  name  and  fame  wi:h  the  very 
<(i,  (hut  the  door,  there  comes  no  fwaggerers  here.  I 
lave  not  lived  all  this  while  to  have  fwaggering  now; 
hut  the  door,  I  pray -you. 

Fal.  Dort  thou  hear,  hoftefs.' 

Hoji.  Pray  you.  pacify  yourfelf,  Sir  John;  ibcrc 
X)irjes  no  fwaggerers  here. 

Fal.  Dofl  thou  hear it  Is  mine  Ancient. 

Hcfi.  Tilly-  fally,  Sir  John,  never  tell  me ;  your  an- 
:ltnt  fwaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before 
MaOer  Tihck  the  deputy  the  other  day  ;  and,  as  he  faid 

:o  me it  was  no  longer  ago  than  W'ednefday  laft — - 

Neighbour  Quickly,    fays  he; Matter  Domb  our  ml- 

aifler  was  l:y  then, neighbour  Quickly,  fays  he,  re- 
ceive thofe  that  are  civil ;    tor,  faith  he,  you  arc  in  an  ill 

•  She  mea:;s  to  Jay  (plenetic. 
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name;  (now  he  fali  Co,  I  can  tell  wlierei)pon;)  for,  c\ 
he,  you  are  an  hone(t  woman,  and  well  thought  cl 
therefore  take  heed  what  guefts  you   receive ;    receil 

lays  he,  no  fwaggering  companions. There  coil 

none  here.  You  would  blefs  you  to  hear  what  he  fa} 
Ko,   I'll  no  fwaggererst 

Fal.  He's  no  fwaggerer,  hoftefs;  a  tame  cheatil 
i'faith ;  you  may  ftroak  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy  grel 
hound;  he  will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if  tl 
feathers  turn  back  in  any  fhew  of  refiilance.  Call  h[ 
up,  drawer. 

Hojl.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  hon  I 
man  my  houfe,  nor  no  cheater ;  but  I  do  not  love  fwaj 
geing,  by  my  troth;  I  am  the  worfe,  when  one  lal 
fwagger.  Feel,  Mafters,  how  I  (hake,  look  you,  I  wil 
rant  you. 

Dol,  So  you  do,  hoftefs. 

Hoft    Do  I  ?  yea,    in  very  truth,   do  I,   as  if  It  wc-j 
an  afpen-leaf.     I  cannot  abide  fwaggcrers. 
SCENE     X.  Enter  PiHol,  Bardolph,  and  Pa^\ 

rift    Save  you,  Sir  John. 

Fal.  Welcome,  Ancient  Piftol.     Here,  Piftol,  I  char  j 
you  wih  a   cupof  fack:    do  you  discharge  upon  mi 
hoftefs. 

Pift.  I  will  difcharge  upon  her,  Sir  John,  with  t\  | 
bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  piftol-proof.  Sir,  you  ftiall  hardly  oSc\\ 
her. 

Hoft.    Come,    I'll  drink  no  proofs,   nor  no  bullets, 
will  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,    for  no  mat 
pleafure,  I 

Pift.    Then  to  you,  Mrs  Dorothy,  I  will  charge  youi 

Dol     Charge  me!    I  (corn    you,    (curvy  companiouij 
vhat.'    you   poor,     bafe,    rafcally,    cheating,     lack  lint 
mate  ,    away,   you  mouldy  rogue,    away,    I'm  meat  i{\ 
your  maRer. 

Pift    I  know  you,  Miftrefs  Dorothy. 

Dol.  Away,  you  cutpurfe  rafcal,  you  filthy  bunf 
away  :  by  this  wine,  I'll  th-uft  my  knife  in  your  mouldJ 
chaps^   if  you  play  the  faucy  cuuk  with  me,    Awa}| 

yo 
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00  bottlc-ale-rifcal,  you  baHvct-liilt  (>alc  jnggicr,  you. 
ncewtcn,  I  pray  ycuSir?  what,  with  two  points  on 
oar  fh'iilJer  ••  much  !  * 

Pift.  I  will  murder  your  rufF  for  this. 

Fat.  Xo  more,  Piftol ;  I  wou'd  not  have  you  go  cff 
;re  :  difchargc  yourfcif  of  our  company,  I'.flol. 

Hojl.  No,  gcod  Captain  Piftol:    not  here,    fwcet  Cap- 

lin- 

Dol.  Captain  !  ihou  abom"r.able  damn'd  cheater,  art 
lOU  not  aCiam'd  to  be  call'd  Captuin?  if  Captains  were 
Fmy  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you  out  of  taking 
itir  names  upon  vou  before  you  have  cain'd  thtni. 
ou  n  Captain!  you  Dave!  for  v\hat?  for  tearing  a  poor 
bote's  rtfi  in  a  bawdy-houle!  He  a  Captain!  hang  him, 
igue,  he  lives  upon  mouldy  ftew'd  prunes  and  dry'd 
ikcs.  A  Captain!  thcfe  villains  will  make  the  word 
'ptiiin  as  odious  as  the  word  ctctipy;  which  was  an  cx- 
Jlcnt  good  word  before  it  was  ill  fcrted :  theretbrs  Cap- 
ins  had  need  look  to  it. 

B^rd.  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  Ancient. 

Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,  Miftrefs  Doll. 

Piji.  Nut  1:  I  tell  thee  what.  Corporal  Bardolph,  I 
ould  tear  her :  I'll  be  revenged  on  her. 

Paj^e.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

Pijh  I'il  fee  her  damn'd  firft ;  to  Pluto's  damned 
ke,  to  the  infernal  deep,  to  Erebus  and  tortures  vile 
Co.  Huld  h'.ck  and  line,  fay  I:  down!  down,  dogs  j 
own,  fates:  have  we  not  Hirrcnf  here? 

}h{}.  Good  Captain  Pceftl,  be  quiet,  it  is  very  late: 
beftech  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

Piji.  Thefe  be  gcod  humours  indeed.  Shall  pack  hor- 
od  hollowpamper'd  jades  of  Ada  f,  [fes 

V'hich  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  aday, 

•  j4  common  exprejjion  of  difdain  at  that  time. 

t  Tke  nane  oj  Fijiors  and  u^madii  du  Gaul's  fword» 
ir  Theobald, 

\  Thefe  lines  are  in  part  a  quotation  out  of  an  old  ah  fur  d 
tftian  play,  iutitkd,  Tamburlain's  con^ucfts;  or,  The 
:yihiaa  fliepherd.     Mr  Theobald, 

R  2  Compare 
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Compare  with  Cae!ars,  and  with  Cannibals, 
And  Trojan  Greeks?  nay,  rather  dairn  them  wUh 
King  Cerberus,  and  let  the  welkin  roar: 
Shall  we  fall  ioul  for  toys  ? 

HoJ}.  By  my  troth,  Captain,  thefe  are  very  bltt<[ 
words. 

B-ird.    Begone,    good  Ancient:    this  will  grow  to 
brawl  anon. 

Fiji  Die  men  like  dog>;  give  crowns  like  pins:  hav| 
v.c  not  Hirren  here  ?  I 

Ho/}.  O'  my  word,  Captain,  there's  none  fucb  hem 
"What  the  good-jer  ?  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her j 
J  pray,  be  quiet. 

njL  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis :   conn 
give  me  Tome  fack.     .Si  fortuna  me  tortnenta,  il  fperarl 
■me  contents. 

Fear  we  broad-fides  ?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give  me  (bme  fack:  and,  fweet-heart,  lie  thou  there: 
Come  we  two  full  points  here;  and  are  &  cater a*ini 
thing.^ 

Fal.  Piflol,  I  v;ould  be  quiet, 

pift.  Sweet  Knight,  I  kifs  thy  neif :  what !  we  hav 
feen  the  feven  Oars. 

Dol.  Thrull  him   down  flairs,  I  cannot  endure  fuch 
fuAian  rafcal. 

Fiji.  Thrufl  him  down  flairs?  know  we  not  galloway 
nags ! 

Fal.  Qiwit  him  down,    Pardolpb,  like  a   fhove-grc 
ftiiiling:    nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  (peak  nothing,  b 
ihall  be  nothing  here. 

Bord.  Come,  get  you  down  flairs. 

FIJI.    What,    fliall  we  have  incifion  !    fliall  we 
I  rew  ?  then   Death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  dolcfil 
days:  why,    then  let  grievous,   ghaftly,  gaping  wour^ 
univsine  the  fifters  three.     Come,  Atropos,  I  fay. 

\_Dr&-a>ing  bis  fworu]^ 

HoJ},  Here's  goodly  fluff  toward. 

Fal.  Give  me  my  rspier,  boy. 

Dol.  I  pr'ythee,  Jack,  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  draw.         ,1 

Fall 
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Fal'  Get  you  down  ftairs. 

[Draivhig,  and  drivttig  PiQol  out. 

Hofl.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult;    I'll  forfwear  keeping 
oofe  before  I'll  be  in   thefe  tirrits  and   frights.      So  ; 
lOrthtT,   I  warrant  now       Alas,  alas,  put  up  your  na- 
fled  weapons,  put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

Dol.  I  pr'ythee,   Jack,  be  quiet,  the  rafcal  is  gone : 
'i,  you  whorlon,  little  valiant  villain,  you! 

HiJ}.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'tli'  groin?   methought  he 

ade  a  flirewd  thrufl  at  your  belly. 

Fal.  Have  you  turnM  him  out  of  doors? 

Bard.    Yes,    Sir,   the  ralcal's  drunk:  you  hare  hurt 
tm,  Sir,  in  the  flioulder. 

Fal.  A  rafcal,  to  brave  me! 

Dol.  Ah,  you  fweet  little  rogue,  you:  alas,  poor  ape, 
|)W  thou  fweet'ii?  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face-—— come 

1,  you  whor Ton  chops ah,    ro^^ue!   I  love  thee,— — 

liou  art  as  valorous  as  Hcdtor  of  Troy,  worth  five  of 
gamemnon.  and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine  wor« 
[lies:  a  villain  ! 

Fal.  A  rafcally  flave !  I  will  tof^  the  rogue  in  a  blanket. 

Dol.  Do,  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  heart :  if  thou  dofl, 
|il  canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  rtieets. 
Enter  Muftc, 

"page.   The  mufic  it  come,  Sir. 

Fsi.  Let  them  play;  play,  Sirs.  Sit  on  my  knee, 
lol.  A  rafcal,  bragging  flave !  the  rogue  fled  from  me 
he  qnick-fjiver. 

Dol     I'faith,  and  thou  follow^fl  him   like  a  church  : 
Jou  whorlon  little  tydie  Baitholomew  boar-pig,    when 
|:lt  thou  leave  fighting  on  days,  and  foining  on  nights, 
lid  begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven  ? 
Is  C  E  N  E     XI.       EiUr  Prhxe  Henry  ai^d  Poins. 

Fal.  Peace,  good  Dol,   do  not  fpeak  like  a  death's- 

id :  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 
\Dol-   Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  Prince  of.'* 

Fal.   A   good   fhallow  young  fellow:    he  would  have 

ide  a  good  pantler,  be  would  have  chipp'd  bread  well. 
I  Da/,   They  fay,  Poins  has  a  good  wit. 
\Fal,  He  a  good  wit?  hang  him,  baboon ! ——his  wit 

R  3  is 
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!S  as  thick  as  Tewkft^ury  muHard  :  there  is  no  more  coi 
celt  in  him,  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

Del,  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  (b  then? 

Fal.  Becaufe  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs :  and  \ 
plays  at  quoits  well,  and  eats  conger  and  fennel,  an 
drinks  off  candles'  ends  for  flap-dragons,  and  rides  tt 
wild  mare  with  the  boys,  and  jumps  upon  joint-flool 
and  fwears  with  a  good  grace,  and  wears  his  boot  vcr 
linooih  like  unto  the  (Ign  of  the  leg,  and  breeds  no  hat 
wiih  telling  of  indifcreet  (lories;  and  fuch  other  gamb< 
faculties  he  hath,  that  fhew  a  weak  mind  and  an  ab 
body,  for  the  which  the  Prince  admits  him  :  for  t^ 
Prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another :  the  weight  of  an  ha 
will  turn  the  (cales  between  their  Avoirdupois. 

p.  Henry,  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have  h 
cars  cut  off? 

Poins,  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  whore, 

P.  Henrjf.  Look,  if  the  wither'd  elder  hath  not  h 
poll  claw'd  like  a  parrot. 

Pok'S.  Is  it  not  ftrange,  that  defirc  (hould  Co  man 
years  out-live  performance? 

Fal.  Kifs  me,  Do). 

P.  Henry.  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjunflior 
what  fays  the  almanack  to  that? 

Poins.  And  look  whether  the  fiery  Trigon,  his  mai 
be  not  clafping  too  his  mafler's  old  tables,  his  note-bool 
bis  counfel-kecper  ? 

Fal.  Thou  doft  give  me  flattering  bufles. 

Dol.  By  my  troth,  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moft  conHai 
heart. 

Fal.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Dol .  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy  youu 
boy  of  them  all. 

Fij/.  What  fUiff wilt  thou  have  a  kirtle  of?  1  fhall  re; 
ee'ive   money  on    Thurfday :    thou  (halt  have  a  cap  to: 
moirow.     A  merry  fong,  come  :  it  grows  late,  we  wi 
to  bed.     Thou  wilt  forget  me  when  1  am  gone. 

Do!.  By  my  tioth,  thou  wilt  fct  me  a  wefpipgiftbo 
(ay'ftfo:  prove  that  ever  I  drefs  royftlf  handfome  ti 
thy  return— —T—  Well,  hearken  the  end. 

Fat 
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FaU  Some  fack,  Francis. 
P.  lit'iiry.  Poins.     Anon,  anon,  Sir. 
Fal.  Ha !  a  bafiard  Ton  of  the  King's !  and  are  not 
bou  Poins  his  brother  ? 
p.  Htnry.  Why,  thou  globe  of  finfiil  continents,  what 

.  life  doft  thou  lead  ? 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou :  I  am  a  gentleman,  thou  art 
drawer. 

P.  Henry.  Very  true.  Sir;  and  I  come  to  draw  you 
>ul  by  the  ears. 

Hcjl.  Oh,    the  Lord  preferve  thy  good  grace !  Wel- 

:ome  to  London. Now    Heav'n  blcfs  that  fweet  face 

)f  th.ne.     What,  are  you  come  Irom  Wales? 

Fal.  Thou  whorfon  mad   comp-'und    of  majefty,  by 
•.his  light  flelh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome. 

[_Leamiig  his  hand  upon  Dol. 

Dol.  How!  you  fat  fool,  I  Icorn  you. 

Poins.  My  Lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  re- 
venge, and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the 

beat. 

P.  Henry.  You  whorfon  candle-rayne,  you,  how  vile- 
ly did  you  fpcak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honeft, 
virtuous,  civil  gentlewoman.^ 

Hoji.  'Blc fling  on  your  good  heart,  and  fo  (he  is,  by 
ly  troth. 

Fal.  Didlt  thou  hear  me? 

p.  Henry.  Yes;  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when 
you  ran  away  by  Gads-hill :  you  knew  I  was  at  your 
back,  and  fpoks  it  on  purpofe  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  noj  not  foj  I  did  not  think  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

P.Henry.  I  (hall  drive  youthen  to  confefs  the  wilful 
abu(e,  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  Vo  abufe,  Hal ;  on  my  honour,  no  abufe. 

P.  Henry.  Not  to  difpraife  me,  and  call  me  pantler, 
and  breadch  pper,  and  1  know  not  what! 

Fal.  No  abufe,   Hal. 

Poins-  No  abufe! 

Fal.  No  abuie,  Ned,  in  the  world ;  honefl  Ned,  none, 
I  diipraii'd  hitn  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked  might 

uot 
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not  fall  in  love  with  him;  in  which  doing,  I  have  don.| 
the  part  of  a  care/ul  fnend,  and  a  true  fuSjeft,  and  thj 
fatlier  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abufe,  Hal ;  nonel 
Ked  ;  no,  boys,  none.  i 

p.  Henry.  See  now,  whether  pure  fear  and  entinl 
cowardice  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  genJ 
tlewoman,  to  clofe  with  us?  Is  (he  of  the  wicked?  is  thinJ 
hoflcfs  here  of  the  wicked  ?  or  is  the  boy  of  the  wicked  il 
or  honeft  Bardolph,  whofe  zeal  burns  in  his  nofe,  of  tb« 
wicked  ? 

Poins.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  elm,  anfwer. 
Fal.  The  fiend  hath  prick'd  down  Bardolph  irreco-l 
verable,  and  his  face  is  Lucirer's  privy-kitchen,  whcrel 
he  doth  nothing  but  roaft  mault- worms  :  for  the  boyJ 
there  is  a  good  angel  about  him,  but  the  devil  out  bids| 
liim  too. 

P  Henry.  For  the  women, . 

F(2l   For   one  of  them,   fhe   is  in    hell  already,  and 
burns,  poor  foul !  for  the  other,  I  owe  her  money  ;    and 
whether  (he  be  damn'd  for  that,  1  know  not. 
Ho/}.  No,  I  warrantyou. 

Fat.  No,  I  think,  thuu  art  not :  I  think  thou  art  quit 
for  that.  Marry,  there  is  another  indidment  upon  thee, 
f<)r  fuficring  fltfli  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe,  contrary  ta 
the  law,  for  the  which  I  think  thou  wilt  howl. 

Ho/f.  All  viduallers  do  fo  ;  what  is  a  joint  of  mutton 
or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P  Henry.  You,  gentlewoman, 

Dol    What  fays  your  Grice  ? 

Fal.  His  Grate  Cays  that  which  his  flt(h  rebels  a« 
gaiiift. 

Ho/}.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  door  ?  Look  to  the  door 
there,  Fiancis. 

SCENE    XII.       Enter  Peto. 

P- Henry.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Pety.    The  King  your  father  is  at  Wcflminfter, 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  pods 
Come  from  the  north  ;  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met  and  overtook  a  dc  zen  of  captains. 
Bare-headed,   fweating,   knocking  at  the  taverns. 

And 
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nd  aflcing  every  one  for  S  r  J"hn  FainafT. 
P.Henry.    By    Heav'n,     Poins,    1  feel    mc  rrurh  to 
)idly  to  profane  the  precwiis  time  ;  [blame, 

/hentempell  of  commotion,   Ike  the  fouth 
orne  wiih  l  lack  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt 
nd  drop  upon  oiu  bare  unaimtd  hi-ads. 
ive  me  my  i'woid  and  cloak,     f  allblT,  good  night. 

[Excuut  Prince  a>  d  Polns. 

Td.  Now  comes  in  the  faeetcft  morrd  of  the  night, 
id  vxe  mull  hence,  and  leave  it  unpick'd.  More  knock- 
gat  the  door  *  how  now  ?  what's  matter  ? 

Bard.  Yoa  muft  away  to  court,  Sir,  prcfemly  :  a  do- 
in  of  captains  (lay  at  door  /or  yoo. 

Fal.  Pay  the  muficians,  firrah.  Farewel,  hoftefs ; 
irewel,  Dol.  You  fee,  my  good  wenches,  how  men 
f  merit  are  fiught  after  ;  the  undiferver  may  fleep, 
hen  the  man  of  action  is  cali'd  on.  Fatewel,  good 
enches  ;  if  I  be  not  fent  away  poft,  I  will  fee  you  again 
e  I  go. 

DJ.  I  cannot  fpcak  ;  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
orft Well,  fweet  Jack,  have  a  care  of  ihyftlf. 

Fal    Farewel,  farewel.  lExit. 

B'.ft.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  thefe 
*eniy-ninc  year<,  come  pefcod- time ;  but  an  honeder 
od  tiuer  hearted  man well,  taie  thee  well. 

Bard.  Mrs  Tear-fueet,— — — 

Hri.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bcrd.   Bid  Miftrcfs  Tear-flieet  come  to  my  mafter. 

Boji.  O  iun,  Dol,  run;    run,  good  Dol.         [Exeunt, 

ACT       III.         SCENE       I. 

The  paiace  in  London* 
Enter  Kh-.g  Henry  in  his  mght-goivn.  -with  a  Page. 

K".  Ueniy.  f^  O,  call  theEails  of  Surrey  and  of  War- 

vJ  wick  ; 

But,  ere  they  come,    bid  them  o'er-read  thefe  letters, 
\od  well  confidcr  of  them  :   make  good  Ipetd. 

[Eaj/  Tage* 
How  many  thoufands  of  my  pooreft  fubjefts 

Are 
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Are  at  thishoor  afle/p!   O  gentle  Sleep, 

Nature's  foit  nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 

That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye-lids  down, 

And  fteep  my  fenfjs  in  foreetfuirjefs  ? 

"Why  rather,  Sleep,  ly'it  thcu  in  fmoaky  cribs, 

Upon  uneafy  pallets  ftretching  thee. 

AnA  hufiiM  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  flumber  j 

Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  the  canopies  of  coftly  ftate, 

And  lull'd  with  founds  of  fweetill  melody  ? 

O  thou  dull  god,  why  lyft  thou  with  the  vile 

In  loathrcme  beds,   and  leav'ft  tie  kingly  couch, 

A  watch-iafe  to  a  common  brum-'  ell  "  } 

"Wilt  thou,    upon  the  high  and  giddy  maft, 

Seal  up  the  rtiip  boy's  eyes,   and  rock  his  brains, 

In  cri'dle  of  the  rude  imperious  furge; 

AntJ  in  the  vifnation  of  the  winds, 

"Whot  ke  the  ruffijn  billows  by  the  top, 

Curling  their  monfirous  heads,   and  hanging  them 

"With  deaf 'ning  clamours  in  the  flippVy  Ihrouds, 

That,  with  the  hui  ly  death  itfelf  awakes  ; 

Can'ft  thou,    O  pait-al  fleep,   give  thy  repofe 

To  the  wet  fea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude; 

And,  in  the  calmeft  and  the  (tilleft  night, 

"With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boct, 

Deny  it  to  a  king  ?  Then,  happy  low  !  lie  downj 

Uneaf)  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

SCENE   II.     Enter  Warwick  arj  Surrey, 
.     Wiir.   Many  good  morrows  to  your  Mzjcliy  ! 

K  Henry.  Is  it  good  morrow,   Lords  i 

War.  ' lis  one  o'clock,  and  part. 

*  This  alLidesfothe  -watchmen  fel in  gar r' fin  toii'mupml 
fome  eminence,  attending  upon  an  alarum-bell,  ii'hkh  b] 
luas  to  riig  out  in  cnfe  of  fire,  or  any  approaching  daugerA 
He  hod  a  cafe  or  box  to  Jl.elttr  him  from  ti)e  -weather  ;  bu\\ 
at  his  titmoji  peril  he  -was  not  to  flee p  -whilfl  he  was  upm 
duly.  Thefe  alirum-hells  are  mentioned  in  fevcral  otbet\ 
places  oj  Shake/pear,     Oxford  editor. 

K.Esnry. 
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I    K'  Henry.  ^\  hy,    then,  gcx)d  morrow  to  you.     Well, 
my  Lords, 
■lave  you  read  o'er  the  letters  I  fent  you  ? 

W'lr.  We  have,  my  Li.ge. 

K'  Henry.  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  k!ng- 
4ow  foul  it  is  :  what  rank  dileafes  grow,  [dom, 

knd  with  what  danger,   near  the  heart  of  if. 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  body  (light  dillcmper'd, 
Vhich  to  its  former  ftrength  may  be  reftor'd 
yUhgood  advice  and  little  medicine. 
Ay  Lord  Northumberland  wijl  foon  be  fchool'd. 

K.Henry.  Oh  heav'n,  that   one  m'ght  read  the  book 
ind  ftc  the  revolution  of  the  times  [of  fate, 

lake  mountains  level,  and  the  continent, 
Vearyoffolid  firmncfs,   mcltitidf 
ito  the  Tea;  and,  other  times,  to  lee 
"hcbeachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 
'00  wide  for  Neptune's  hips;  how  chances  mock, 
Dd  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 
i"ith  divers  liquors  !  O,  if  this  were  feet), 
'he  happiefl  youth  viewing  his  progrels  through, 
v^hat  perils  part,   what  crciTesto  enfuc, 
/ou'd  (hut  the  book,    and  fit  him  down  and  die. 
risnot  ten  years  gone, 

ncc  Richard  and  Northumberland,  great  fi lends, 
id  feall  together ;   and  in  two  years  after 
(ere  they  at  wars.     It  is  but  eight  years  fince, 
his  Percy  was  the  man  neareft  my  CoxA  j 
'bo,    like  a  brother,  toil'd  in  my  atfairs, 

id  laiJ  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot  ; 
ka,  for  my  fake,  ev'n  to  the  eyes  of  Richard, 
>a?e  him  c'efiance.     But  which  of  you  was  by? 
I'ou.  coufin  Nevii,  as  1  may  remember)  [to  War. 

rhcn  Richard    with  his  eye  brim  full  of  tears, 
Jhcncheck'd  and  rated  by  Northumberland, 
iid  fpeak  thefe  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophcy. 
'^rthumberland,  thou  IddJei  by  thewh'ch 
y  coufin  Boimgbroke  afcends  my  throne  ; 
"hough  then,  Heav'n  knows,  1  had  no  fuch  intent ; 
'  that  neccfljty  fu  bow'd  the  ftate, 

That 
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That  land  greatnefs  were  compell'd  to  kifs) ; 
The  time  (hall  come,   (thus  did  he  follow  it), 
The  time  will  come,  that  tou!  fin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  corrup-ion  :    fo  went  on, 
Foretelling  this  fame  time's  condition, 
And  thedivifion  of  our  amity. 
yr    War.  There  is  a  hiflory  in  all  mens'  !ives> 
Figuring  the  natuie  of  the  times  deceased  ; 
The  which  cbferv'd,   a  man  may  prophefy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  their  feeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lie  intrcafiired. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time  ; 
And  by  the  neceflary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  guefs, 
That  great  Northumberland,    then  faile  to  him, 
Would  of  that  feed  grow  to  a  greater  faifenefs, 
Which  (hould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unleft  on  you. 

K.  Hairy.  Are  thefe  things  then  neceffities? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  hke  neceffities  ; 
And  that  iame  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us. 
They  fay  the  Bihop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

War.  It  cannot  be  : 
Rumour  doth  double,   like  the  voice  and  eccho, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd.   Pleafe  it  your  Grace 
To  go  to  bed.     Upon  my  1  fe,  my  Lord, 
The  pow'is  that  you  already  have  fent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  eafjly. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,   I  have  recelv'd 
A  certain  inftance  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  Majefly  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill, 
And  thefe  unfeafon'd  hours  perforce  muft  add 
Unto  your  ficknefi. 

K.  Henry    I  will  take  your  counfel : 
And  were  thefe  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
We  would,  dear  JLords,  into  the  holy  land.         [Exeul 
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SCENE     irr. 

Chaig^s  to  Jtijllce  Shalloiv^s  feat  in  Glcuccp.erfinre. 
!Kt<r  Sljallow  and  Silence,  j'ljliccs  \  -with  MoulJy,  Sha- 
dow, Wart,    Feeble,  and  Bull-calf. 
Shal.    Come    on,    come  on,    come  on  ;  give  me  your 
md,   Sir  :  an  caily  rtitrcr,  hy  tlie  rood  *.      And   how 
)tb  my  good  couHn  Silence  ? 
Sil.  Gojd  morrow,  good  coufin  Shallow. 
Sbal.    And    how  doth    my  coufin,   your   bed-fellow  ? 
id  your   faircft  daughter,  and  mine,    my  god-daughter 
Uen? 

Sil.  AlaS,  a  black  ourel,  coufin  Shillow. 
Shal'  By  yea  and  nay,  Sir,  I  dare  fay  my  coufin  Wll- 
m  is  become  a  good  fcholar :  he  is  at   Oxford  ftill,    is 
;  not  ? 

Sil-  Indeed,  Sir.  to  my  co(!. 

Sbal.  He  mu(l  then  to    the  inns  oF  court  fhortly :   I 
IS  once  of  Clement's  inn  ;  where,  I  think,  they  will  talk 
mad  Shallow  yet. 

Sil.  You  were  call'd  lujly  Shalhw  then,  coufin. 
Shal.  I  was  call'd  any  thing,  and  I  would  have  done 
y  thing,  indeed,  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I, 
d  little  John  Doit  of  SiafTordniirc,  and  Mack  George 
TC,  and  Francis  Fickbore,  and  Will  Squele  a  Cntfwoli 
an,  you  had  not  four  fiich  fwlnge- bucklers  in  all  the 
isof  court  again  ;  and  I  may  lay  to  you,  we  knew 
■lere  the  Bona  Robah  were,  and  had  the  mA  of  t!>cm  all 
commandment.  Then  was  Jack  Fa'flatf,  {now  Sir 
hn)  a  boy,  and  page  to  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of 
srfolk. 

Sii  This  Sir  John,  coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon  a- 
Dt  /oidiers  ? 

Shal.  The  fame  Sir  John,  the  very  fame;  I  fdw  him 
rak  Schoggan's  head  at  the  court  gate,  when  he  was  a 
«ck,  not  thus  high ;  and  the  very  fame  day  I  did  fight 
th  one  Samfbn  Stockfifh,  a  fruiterer,  bei'ind  Gray's- 
n.  O  the  mad  days  that  I  hrvc  fpen? !  and  to  fee  how 
iny  of  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead* 

•  i.  e.  the  crofs.  • 
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Sil.  We  (hall  all  follow,  coufin. 

Shal  Certain,  'tis  certain,  very  fure,  very  fure:  deatl 
(as  the  Pfaimift  faith)  is  certain  to  all ;  all  fhall  die.  Ho\ 
a  good  yoke  of  bullocks  at  Stamford  fair? 

Sil.  Truly,  coufin,  I  was  not  there.  ^ 

Shal.  Death  is  certain.  Is  old  Double  of  your  towi 
living  yet  ?  ' 

Sil.  Dead,  Sir.  ^ 

SJ)f7l.  Dead !  fee,  fee,  he  drew  a  good  bow :  and  dead 
he  fhot  a  fine  (hoot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him  well,  an 
betted  much  money  on  his  head.  Dead  !  he  would  hav 
clapp'd  in  the  clowt  •  at  twelve  fcore,  and  carried  you 
fore-haud  (haft  at  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  ^  half,  tha 

it  would  have  done  a  man's  heart  good  to  fee. How  . 

fcore  of  ews  now  ? 

Sil.  Thereafter  as  they  be  :  a  fcore  of  good  ews  ma; 
be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal.  And  is  old  Double  dead  ? 
SCENE     IV.       Enter  Bardolph  and  Page. 
'    Sil.  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Fal(]aff 's  men,  as 

think. 

Shal-  Good  morrow,  honelt  Gentlemen. 

Bard.  I  b^feech  you,  which  is  Jurtice  Shallow  ? 

Shal.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  Sir,  a  poor  Enquire  of  thi 
county,  one  of  the  King's  Juftices  of  the  peace.  Wha 
is  your  good  pieafure  with  me? 

Bard.  My  Captain  Sir,  commends  him  to  you ;  m; 
Captain  Sir  John  FalttafF;  a  tall  gentleman,  by  hcav  n 
and  a  moft  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well :  Sir,  I  knew  him  a  gooi 
back-fword  man.  How  doth  the  good  Knight?  may. 
a(k  how  my  Lady  his  wife  doih  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon,  a  foldier  is  better  accommodato 

than  with  a  wife.  ..   ^  • ,    •    .    j 

ShJ.  It  is  well  faid.  Sir;   and   it   is  well  faid,  indeed 

too:  better  accommodated it  is  good,  yea,  indeed,  i! 

it:  good  phrafes,  furely,  arc,  and  ever  were,  very  com- 
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ncndablc.     Accommodated it  comes  of  accGmn.odo ; 

cry  good,  a  good  phrafc. 

B^ird.  Pard»n  me,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  wor^.  Phrafs 
•all  you  it  ?  by  this  day,  I  know  not  the  phrafc:  but  I 
Ivill  maintain  the  word  with  my  fword,  to  be  a  fjldier- 
like  word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good  command.  Ac- 
•ommoda'cd,  that  is,  \*hen  a  man  is,  as  thty  fay,  ac- 
l-ommodated  ;  or,  when  a  man  is,  bemg  whtreby  he  may 
he  thought  to  be  accommodated,  which  is  an  excellent 
phing. 

SCENE        V.         Enter  Falftaff. 
Shal.  It    is   very   juft.     Look,  here   comes   good   Si'r 
Ifohn.     Give  me  your  good  hand  ;    give  me  your   Wor* 
hip*s  good  hand  :  troft  me,  you  look  well,  and  bear  yoDr 
[fears  very  well.     Welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

Fal-  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  Mafter  Robert 

j^iallow.     Marter  Sure-card,  as  1  think, 

Shal.  No,  Sir  John,  it  is  my  coufin  Silence,  in  com- 
Iniflion  with  me. 

Fal.  Good  Mafler  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  fhould  be 
»f  the  peacCtf 

S'tl.  Your  good  Worfhip  is  welccme. 
Fal.  Fie,  this  is  hot  weather,  Gentlemen  ;   have  you 
rovidcd  me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fufficient  men? 
Shal.  Marry,  have  we,  Sir:  will  you  fit? 
Fal.  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeech  you. 
Sbal.  Where's  the  roll?  where's  the  roll?  where's  the 
nil?  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee:    fb,  fb,  fo,  fo  : 
l^ea,  marry.  Sir.     Ralph  Mouldy  :—— let  them  appear  as 
llcall :  let  them  do  fu,  let  them  do  fu.    Let  me  fee,  where 
\i  Mouldy? 

Moul.  Here,  if  it  picafc  you. 

Shal.   What  think  you,  Sir  John  ?    a   good  limb'd   fcl* 
Bw;  young,  ftrong,  and  of  good  friends. 
Fal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy? 
Moul.  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 
Fal.  Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 
Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  moft  excellent,  i'faith.     Things  that 
lire  mouldy,  lack  ufe  :  very  lingular  good,     Weil  laid,  Sir 
^ohn,  very  well  faid. 

S  2  Fal. 
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Fal.  Fikk  him. 

Moui.  I  was  prick'd  well  enough  before,  if  you  coul 
have  let  me  alone :  my  old  datne  will  be  undone  now  fc 
one  to  do  her  bufbandry,  and  her  drudgery;  you  aee 
Dot  to  have  pii.k'd  nie,  there  aic  other  men  fitter  to  gt 
out  than  I. 

Fal.  Go  to  :  peace,  MouL'y,  you  flial!  go.  Mould) 
it  is  time  you  were  fpcnt. 

MotiL  SpetU  ? 

Sbal.  Paace,  fellow,  peace:  Hand  afide  :  know  yol 
uhere  you  are?  for  the  other,  Sir  John.-~Let  me  fee! 
Simon  ih-dow. 

Fal.  Ay,  marry,  let  rae  have  him  to  fit  under :  hi^| 
l;ke  to  be  a  cold  foldier. 

Shal,  Where's  Shado-*  ? 

Si'cid.  Here,  Sir. 

}'al.  Shadow,  vvhofc  Ton  art  thou  ? 

S'?ad.  My  motlier's  fon,  Sir. 

Fal,  Thy  mother's  fon !  like  enough;  and  thy  father 
fiiadow  :  fo  ihe  fori  cf  the  f.male    is   the  ftiadow  of  thl 
male  :  it  is  often  fo,  indeed,  but  not  of  the  father's  fulj 

Itancc. 

^Pfi/.  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  Jchn? 

lal.  Shadow  will  ferve  forfummer  ;  prick  him  ;  for« 
have  a  number  of  (hadows  to  fill  up  the  mufte:  bojk. 

Shal.  Thomas  V/art. 

Fril.  Where's  he?         f,     ^ 

Wart.  Here,  Sir. 

Fal-  Is  thy  naa^e  Jfart  ? 

Wart.  Yea,  Sir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

Skal.  Shall  I  prick  hm  down,  Sir  John  ?  _ 

Ful  It  were  fui^ctfiuous;  for  his  apparel  is  built  upo 
his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  ftands  upon  pins ;  pric 
him  no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  'a,  ha,  you  can  ^o  it,  Sir*;  ycu  can  d] 
it :  I  commend  you  well.     Francis  Feeble, 

FieUe.  Hcie,  Sir. 
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Fal.  What  tnie  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 

Feeble.  A  woman'i  tailor,  Sir? 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  Sir? 

Fal.  You  may  :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man  s  tailor,  he 
Aould  have  prick'd  you.  Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes 
.1  an  enemy's  battle,  as  thou  haft  done  in  a  woman's  pet- 

Loat? 
Feeble.  I  ttHl  do  my  good  will,  Sir ;  you  can  have  no 

Tiote. 

Fj/.  Well  faid,  good  woman's  tailor;   well  laid,  cou» 

.gcous  Feeble  :  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful 
;jve,  or  moft  magnanimous  moufc.  Prick  the  woman's 
ailor  well,  Matter  Shallow,  deep,  Matter  Shallow.' 

Fietle.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone,  Sir. 

Fal.  I  would  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor,  that  thou 
Dight'rt  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  1  cannot 
)Ut  him  to  be  a  private  foldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  Co 
nany  thoufands.     Let  that  fuffice,  moft  forcible  Feeble. 

Feeble.  It  (hall  futfice. 

Fal.  I  am  bound  ta  thee,  reverend  Feeble.  Who  is 
he  next? 

Shjl.  Peter  Bull-calf  of  the  green. 

Fai.  Yea,  marry,  let  us  fee  Bull-calf. 

Bui.  Here,  Sir. 

Fal.  Truft  me,  a  likely  fellow.  Come,  ptick  mc 
Jull  calf,  till  he  roar  aga'n. 

Bui.  Oh,  good  my  Lord  Captain 

Fnl.   What,  doft  thou  roar  before  th'  art  prick'd  .> 

Bui.  Oh.  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafeJ  m::n. 

Fal    \Vhat  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

Bifl.  A  whorlbn  cold,  Sir;  a  cough.  Sir,  which  I 
aught  wiih  ringing  in  the  King's  affais,  upon  his  coro- 
ati.on  day,  Sir. 

Fal,  Come,  thou  (liilt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown  :  we 
.ill  have  away  thy  c  Id,  and  I  will  take  fuch  order  that 
hy  frienvis  ttiall  rmg  fur  thee.     Is  here  all? 

Sbal.  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  number; 
ou  mutt  h  vc  but  four  here,  S  r;  and  fo,  I  pray  you, 
o  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

Fa!.  Come,  I  will  go  drittk  with  ycu,  but  I  cannot  tarry 
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dinner.     I  am  glad  to  fee  you,   in  good  troth,    Mafteil^^ 
Shal'ow.  m^'^- 

Shal.    O,  Sir  John,  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  alB"' 
night  in  the  wind-mil!  in  St  George's  fiJds?  W^\^ 

Fal.  No  more  of  that,  good  Mafler  Shallow,  no  monV^ 
of  that.  ft 

Shal.    Ha!  it  was  a  merry  night.     And  is  Jane  NighfrB 
work  alive?  I 

Fil-  She  lives,  Mafler  Shallow.  ,  MU. 

iSV; ;/.  She  never  could  away  with  me. 

Fal-  Never,  never:  fhe  would  always  fay,  ftie  couU 
not  abide  Matter  Shallow. 

Shal.  By  the  mafs,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart; 
fhe  was  then  a  Bona-roba.     Doth  fhe  hold  her  own  welli 

Fill.   Old,  old,  MaHer  Shallow. 

Shal.  Nay,  fhe  muft  be  old,  the  cannot  chufe  but  b( 
old;  certain,  fhe's  old,  and  had  Robin  Night- work  bj 
old  Night- work,  bef()re  I  came  to  Clement's  inn. 

SU.  That's  fifty-five  years  ago. 

Shal.  Ha,  coufin  Silence,  that  thou  hadfl  feen  thai 
that  t  his  Knight  and  I  have  feen  !  '  Hah,  Sir  Johoi 

laid  I  well? 

Fal  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  Maflei 
Shallow. 

Shal  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  in  faith,  Sir  John 

we  have:    our  watchword  was,    Hem,  boys- Come 

let's  to  dinner  J   oh,  the  days  that  we  have  feen!    come 
come. 

Bui  Good  Mader  Corporate  Bardolph,  fland  mj 
friend,  and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  fnillings  in  French 
crowns  for  you  :  in  very  truth,  Sir,  I  had  as  lief  bt 
liang'd.  Sir.  as  go;  and  yet  for  my  own  part,  Sir,  I  de 
rot  care,  but  rather  becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and,  foi 
j7)ine  own  part,  have  a  defire  to  flay  with  my  friends; 
c'lie.  Sir,  I  did  not  care  for  mine  own  part  fo  much. 

Bard.  Goto;   fland  afide.  ^, 

Moul.  And,  good  Mafler  Corporal  Captain,  for  my  %i 
ftld  dame's  fake  fland  my  friend :  fhe  hath  no  body  to  daj|bJo 
any  ih'ng  about  her  when  I  am  gone,  and  (he's  old,  and]  j, 
cannot  help  hcrfslf :  you  fhall  have  forty,  Sir,  I  f, 
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Bard.  Go  to,  ftand  afide. 

Feeble.    I  care  not,    a  man  can  die  but  once  ;   we  owe 

God  a  death ;  I  will  never  bear  a  bafe  mind  :  if  it  be  my 

Ideftiny,  fo;    if  it  be  not,  fo.     No  man  is  too  good  to 

Iferve  his  piince;  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,   he  that 

Idles  this  year,  is  quit  for  the  next. 

£.nd.  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  fellow. 
Feeble.  'Faith,   I  will  bear  no  bafc  mind. 
Fal.  Come,  Sir,  which  men  (hall  I  have? 
Skal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you. 1  have  three  pound 

[to  free  Mouldy  and  Bull-calf. 
F^l.  Go  to  :  well. 

Shai  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  yqu  have? 
Fdl-  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

Shal.    Marry  then,    Mouldy,   Bull-calf,    Feeble,   and 
IShadow; 

Fal.  Mouldy,    and  Bull-calf: for  you,    Mouldy, 

flay  at  home  till  you  are  part  fcrvice;   and  for  your  part, 
BuIUcalf,   grow  till  you  come  unto  it.     1  will  none  of 
you. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  do  not  yourfelf  wrong;  they 
are  your  likelieft  men,  and  I  would  have  you  ferv'd  with 
Ithebert.  ,    ^ 

Fal.  Will  you  tell  me,  Mafler  Shallow,  how  to  chufe 
la  man  ?  Care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the  ftature, 
Lbnlk,  and  big  femblance  of  a  man?  give  me  the  fpirit, 
Matter  Shallow.  Here's  Wart;  you  He  what  a  ragged 
appearance  it  is;  he  fliall  charge  you  and  difcharge  you 
[with  the  motion  of  a  pewterer's  hammer;  come  off  and 
on,  fwifter  than  he  that  gibHets  on  the  brewer's  bucket. 
And  this  fame  half-fac'd  ftHow  Shadow,  give  me  this 
man,  he  prefents  no  mark  to  the  enemy;  the  foman  may 
wiih  as  great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  penknife;  and, 
for  a  retreat,  how  fwittly  will  this  Feeble,  the  woman's 
tailor,  runoff?  O  give  me  the  fpare  nven,  and  fpare 
me  the  great  ones.  Put  me  a  caliver  into  Wart's  hand, 
Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  traverfe;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Fal,   Come,  manage  me  your  caliver:    Coy  very  well. 
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go  to,  very  good,  exceeding  groi.  O,  give  me  alwayl 
a  little,  Jean,  old,  chopt,  bald  fhot.  Well  faid,  "Warlf 
thou  art  a  good  (lab :  hold,  there  is  a  tefier  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft-mafter,  he  doth  not  do  i| 
right.  I  remember  at  Mile-end  Green,  when  I  lay  al 
Clement's  inn,  I  was  then  Sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's  fhowf 
there  was  a  little  <^uiver  fellow,  and  he  would  managil 
you  his  piece  thus ;  and  he  would  about,  and  about,  aoil 
come  you  in,  and  come  you  in  :  Rah,  tab,  tab,  wouUl 
he  fay;  Bounce,  would  he  fay,  and  away  again  would  hq 
go,  and  again  would  he  come.  I  Ihall  never  fee  fuch  ii 
fellow. 

Fell.    Thefe  fJIows  will  do  well.      Mafter   Shallow! 
God  keep  you;    farewel,  Mafier  Siience.     I  will  not  uftl 
many  words  with  you,    fare  you  well,    Gentlemen  both. 
1  thank  you.    I  muft  a  dozen  mile  to  night.     Bardolpb,] 
give  the  foldiers  coats. 

ShaU  Sir  John,  heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your  af-l 
fairs,  and  fend  us  peace.  As  you  return,  vifit  my  houfej 
Let  our  old  accquaintance  be  renewed:  peradventure  Jj 
will  with  you  to  the  court. 

Fal,  I  would  you  would,  Mafler  Shallow. 
Shal.    Go  to:    I  have  fpoke  at  a  word.     Fare  yooj 
well.  [Exit. 

Fel.   Fare   you  well,   gentle   gentlemen.     On,    Bar- 
dolph,  lead  the  men  away.     As  I  return,    I  will  fetch  off  I 
thcfe  JuOices.     I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Juflice  Shallow, 
How  ful>je<^  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying!    this  I 
fame  flarv'd  Judice  hath  done  nothing  but  prated  to  me 
of  the  wildnefs  of  his  youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done 
about  Turnbal-ftreet;    and  every  third  word  a  lie,    mori" 
duly  paid  to  the  hearer  than  the   Turk's  tribute.      I  dlT 
remember  him  at  Clement's  inn,    like  a  man  made  after 
fupper  of  a  cheefe  paring.     When  he  was  naked,  he  was 
for  all  the  world  like  a  forked  radifh,   with  a  head  fanta* 
ftically  caived  upon  if  with  a  knife.     He  was  fo  forlorn, 
that  his  d'menfions  to  any  thick  fight  were  invifible.     He 
was  the  very  genius  of  famine,    yet  lecherous  as  a  mon- 
key   and  the  whores  call'd  him  mandrake:  he  came  ever 
in  the  rcre-ward  of  the  fi^fc.on;  and  fung  thcfe  tunes  to 
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be  ovcrfcotch'a  *  hufwives  ilut  he  heard  the  carmen 
•hiftle,  and  fAare  they  wcie  h\s  faticks  or  h\s  good  nighls. 
%nd  now  is  this  vice's  da-ger  become  a  f^uire,  and  talks 
I*  familial ly  of  John  of  Gaunt  as  if  he  had  been  fworn 
)ro!her  to  him  :  and  I'll  be  fworn,  he  never  faw  him  but 
mcc  in  the  tih-yard,  and  then  he  bmke  his  head  for 
rrouding  amor.g  the  Marftal's  men.  I  faw  it,  and  told 
fohn  of  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  name  ;  for  you  might 
uve  trufs'd  him  and  all  his  apparel  into  an  cel-(km  :  the 
afc  tf  a  treble  hoboy  was  a  nianfioo  for  him,  a  court; 
nd  now  hath  he  land  and  beeves.  Well,  I  will  be  ac- 
luainreJ  with  him,  if  I  return;  and  it  (liall  go  hard  but 
will  make  him  a  Fhilofi)pher's  two  nones  f  to  me.  It 
he  young  dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old  pike,  I  fee  no  reafon 
a  thj  law  of  nature  but  I  may  fnao  at  him.  Let  time 
hape,  and  there's  an  end.  lExcunU 

A     C    T      IV.        S     C    E    N    E      I. 

Changes  to  aforeji  in  Torkfiire. 
Sinter  the  Anhtijl^op  of  Yoik,    Mowbray,  Haftings,  and 

C'.levile. 
\'*rk.  Tit  7  Hat  is  this  foreft  callM  ? 

VV       Ucfi.  *Tis  Gaultree  foreft. 

roTk.  Here  ftand  my  Lords,  and  fend  difcovercrsfoitb, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

Haft.  We  have  fent  forth  already. 

Ycik.  'Tis  well  done. 
My  friends  and  brethren  in  thefe  great  tffalrs, 
r  muQ  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  rcce:v'd 
New-dated  letters  from  Noi  thumberland  ; 
Thtir  cold  intent,  tenor,  and  fubrtance  thus: 
Here  doth  he  wilh  h.s  peifon.  with  fuch  powers 
As  might  hold  fortame  with  his  quality, 
The  which  he  cculd  not  levy  ,  whereupon 
He  is  retii'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 

•  i.  e.  -whip^d,  car  tea. 

t  One  of  which  -was  an  utnverfal  medicine,  and  ths  cthsr 

tranf  Kilter  of  bafcr  rnet.ils  into  gold*    Mr  Waibuiton. 
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To  Scotland;  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers, 
That  your  attempts  may  over-live  the  hazard 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  cppofite. 

Mowb.     T  hus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  toe 
And  dafti  themlelvcs  to  pieces.  [grour 

Enter  a  Mejftiigcr. 

lloj}.  Now,  what  news? 

Mef  Weft  of  this  foreft,  fcarrely  cffa  mile, 
In  gocdiy  form  comes  en  the  enemy  : 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  J  judge  theirnumber 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty-thoufand. 

Moivb.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  ont. 
Let  us  way  on,  and  face  them  in  tt.e  field. 

SCENE     II.     Enter  Weftmorland. 

7'ork.  What  wcll-appoii.tcd  leader  fronts  us  here? 

Moivb.  I  think  it  is  rry  Lord  ot  Vv'edmorland. 

Wejl.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general. 
The  Prince,  Lord  John,  and  Duke  of  Lancafter. 

Tork.  Say  on,  my  Lord  of  Weitmorland,  in  peace; 
'What  doth  concern  your  coming? 

Weft.  Then,  my  Lord, 
Unto  your  Grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubftance  of  my  fpeech.     If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  itfclf,  in  bafe  and  abjtft  routs. 
Led  on  by  heady  youth,  goaded  with  rage, 
And  countenanc'd  by  boys  and  beggary ; 
I  fay,  if  damn'd  commotion  fo  sppear'd 
In  liis  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  thape. 
You,  reverend  father,  and  thefe  Noble  Lords, 
Had  no:  been  here  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurrcflion 
"With  your  fair  honours.     You,  my  Lord  Archblfhop^ 
"Whofe  fee  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintained, 
"Wh ok  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  hath  touch 'd, 
V/'hofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd, 
^hofe  white  invellments  6gure  innocence, 
The  dove  and  very  blcfled  Spit  it  of  peace; 
"Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  trandate  yourfeif, 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  peace,  that  bears  fuch  grace, 
Into  tlie  harfh  and  boili'rous  tongue  of  war  r 
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fuming  your  books  to  glavcs,  your  ink  to  binod, 
our  pens  to  launces,  and  your  tongue  divine  * 
To  a  loud  trumpet  and  a  point  of  war? 
Tork.  Wherefore  do  I  this?  Co  the  queftion  flands. 
iefly,  to  this  end  :  we  are  all  dileas'd, 
,nd  with  our  fui  feiting  and  wanton  hours, 
lave  brought  ourfclvcs  into  a  burning  fever, 
;ij  wc  mull  bleed  for  it:  of  which  difeafe 
>ur  late  King  Richard  being  infe£Ved,  dy'd. 
jt,  my  mod  Noble  Lord  of  Weftmorland, 
take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phyfician: 
or  do  I,  as  an  enemy  topvace, 
roop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men: 
ut  rather  fhew  a  while  like  fearful  war, 
'odiet  rank  minds,  fick  of  happinefs; 
.nd  purge  th'  ob(lru£\ions  which  begin  to  flop 
»ur  very  veins  of  life.     Hear  me  m  ire  plainly. 
have  in  tqual  balance  juftly  weigh'd 
t'hat  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  wefuffer; 
.nd  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences, 
^-'e  fee  which  way  the  flream  of  time  doth  lun, 
nd  are  inforc'd  from  our  mod  quiet  fphere, 
y  the  rough  torrent  of  occafion  ; 
.nd  have  the  fummaiy  of  all  our  griefs, 
7hen  time  flull  ferve,  to  (hew  in  articLs; 
SThich  long  ere  this  we  offct'd  to  the  King, 
k1  might  by  no  fuit  gain  our  audience. 
'hen  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 
Vt  arc  dcnyM  accefs  unto  his  perfon, 
i?'n  by  thofe  men  that  moft  have  done  us  wrong. 
Tic  danger  of  the  days  but  newly  gone, 
wbofe  memory  Is  written  on  the  earth 
w^ith  yet-appearing  hlooc!),  and  the  examples 
•f  every  minute's  inftance,  prcfent  now, 
lave  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeemlng  arms : 
ot  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it; 
ut  to  ertablifh  here  a  peace  indeed, 
oncurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

•  I,  c.  prcachingtn  the  meeknefs  of  ihe gofpel. 
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Weft.  "When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  .* 
■Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King  ? 
What  Peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to  grate  on  you, 
That  you  (hould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion  with  a  feal  divine, 
And  confecrate  Commotion's  civil  edge? 

York.  My  brother  general,  the  commonwealth, 
To  brother  born  an  houfehold  cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular. 

Weft»  There  is  no  need  of  any  fijch  redrefs; 
Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

MoTvb.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all, 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before  ; 
And  fuffer  the  condition  of  ihefe  times 
To  lay  an  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

TFeJ}.  O  my  good  Lord  Mowbray, 
Conftrue  the  times  to  their  neceflities, 
And  you  fhall  (ay  indeed  it  is  the  time, 
And  not  the  King,  that  doth  you  injuries.- 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me,' 
Or  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefent  time, 
That  you  flwuld  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on.     Were  you  not  reftor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  feigniories, 
Your  noble  and  right  well  remerober'd  father. 

MoTvb.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father  loft,] 
That  need  to  be  reviv'd  and  breath'd  in  me? 
The  King,  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  flate  flood  then, 
"Was,  force  perforce,  compell'd  to  banilh  him. 
And  then,  when  Harry  Bolingbroke  and  he 
Being  mounted,  and  both  rouled  in  their  feats, 
Their  neighing  couriers  daring  of  the  fpur. 
Their  armed  ftaves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down, 
Their  eyes  of  fire  fparkling  through  Cghts  of  fteel, 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  togetherj 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ftaiJ 
My  father  from  thebreaft  of  Bolingbroke; 
O,  when  the  King  did  throw  his  warder  down, 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  ftaffhe  threw ; 
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hen  threw  hednvin  himfelf,  and  all  thtir  lives, 
That  by  ind!£Vment,  or  by  <'Inr  of'  fword, 
avc  fincc  milcarried  under  Bolingbroke. 

H^ejl,    You  fpeak,    Lord  Mowbray,  n  m,  you   know 
he  Earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then  [not  what. 

II  England  the  moft  valiant  gentleman. 
Vho  knows  on  whom  Fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd? 
ut  if  your  father  had  been  vi<flor  there, 
le  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventry; 
or  all  the  country  in  a  general  voice 
ry'd  hate  upon  him ;  all  their  prayers  and  love 
\''ere  fet  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doated  on, 
^nd  blefs'd,  and  grac'd,  indeed,  more  than  tlie  King, 

ut  this  is  mere  digreflion  from  my  purpose. 

Jcre  come  I  from  our  princely  General, 
o  know  your  griefs;  to  tell  you  from  his  Grace, 
~hat  he  will  give  you  audience;  and  wherein 
:  (hall  appear  that  your  demands  are  juft, 
ou  (ball  enjoy  them;  every  thing  fet  off, 
.  hat  might  fo  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Motvb.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  offer, 
ind  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

Wefi-  Mowbray,  you  over-ween  to  take  it  fb  : 
"his  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear.  , 

or,  lo  !  within  a  ken,  our  army  lies; 
Jpon  mine  honour,  all  too  con6deHt 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
)ur  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
)ar  men  more  perfect  in  the  ufe  of  arms, 
)ur  armour  alt  as  flrong,  our  caufe  the  be^  ; 
Then  reafbn  wills  our  hearts  (houid  be  as  good, 
ay  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compell'd. 

Alowb.  Well ;  by  my  will,  wc  (hall  admit  no  parley. 

fFeJl.   That  argues  but  the  (hamc  of  your  offence  : 
i  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Hoji.  Hath  the  Prince  John  a  full  commiffion, 
n  verv  ample  virtue  of  his  father, 
To  hear  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
)f  whar  c  nditions  we  (hall  (land  upon? 

Ji^eji.   That  is  intended  in  the  General's  name; 
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I  mufe  you  make  (b  (light  a  queftion.  fdul 

Tork.  Then  take,  my  Lord  of  Wertmorland,  this  fch 
For  this  contains  our  genera!  grievances : 
Each  feveral  article  herein  redrcft'd, 
All  members  of  our  caufe,  both  here  and  hencC| 
That  are  infinewed  to  this  a£lion, 
Acquitted  by  a  true  fubftantial  form; 
And  prcflnt  executions  of  our  wills 
To  us,  and  to  our  properties,  confin'd; 
We  come  within  cur  lawful  banks  again, 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

Wefi.  This  will  I  (hew  the  General.     Pleafe  yoa,  Lord 
In  fight  of  both  our  battles,  we  may  meet; 
And  either  end  in  peace,  (which  Heav'n  Co  frame!}, 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  fwords, 
Which  muft  decide  it. 

Tork,  My  Lord,  we  will  do  (b.  [Exit  Wcf 

SCENE         III. 

MowJ.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofbm  tells  m^ 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  ftand. 

Haii.   Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  fuch  large  terms  and  (b  ablblute, 
As  our  conditions  fhall  infift  upon, 
Our  peace  fliali  ftand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains, 

Mo-wb,  Ay,  but  our  valuation  (hall  be  fuch, 
That  ev'ry  flight  and  falfc-dcrived  caufe 
Tea,  ev'ry  idle,  nice  and  wanton  reafbn, 
Shall  to  the  King  taftc  of  this  aftion. 
That  were  our  loyal  faiths  martyrs  in  love, 
"We  (hall  be  winnowed  with  fo  rough  a  wind. 
That  cv'n  our  <:orn  (hall  (eem  as  light  as  chaffj 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Tork,  No,  no,   my  Lord  ;    note  this  :    the  King  i  I 
Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  grievances:  [wcw;! 

For  he  hath  found,    to  end  one  doubt  by  deathj 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean, 
And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory, 
That  may  repeat  and  hiftory  his  lofs 
Tc  new  rcmcBabrancct    for  fuU  well  he  knows^ 
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Ic  cannot  Co  precifcly  weed  tivs  land, 
^$  his  mifdoubts  prefcnt  occafion  ; 
iis  foes  arc  Co  enrooted  with  his  friends, 
rhar,    plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy, 
ic  doth  nnf'aftcn  Co  and  Ihake  a  fiicnd. 
0  that  this  land,  Lke  an  ofTcnfive  wife. 
That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  ftrokes, 
\$  he  is  ftriking,    holds  his  infant  up, 
Ind  hangs  rcfolv'd  corre<flion  in  the  arm 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Haji.  Befides,  the  King  hath  waded  all  his  ro^S 
)n  late  ofTendcrSj  that  he  now  doth  lack 
rhe  very  inftrumcnts  of  chaftifement  : 
0  that  his  pow'r,  like  to  a  fanglefs  lion, 
-lay  offer,  but  not  hold. 

York.  'Tis  very  true: 
ind  therefore  be  alTur'd,   my  good  Lord  MaifliaJ, 
fwedo  now  make  our  atonement  well, 
)ur  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united, 
3 row  flronger  for  the  breaking. 

MoTJvbt  Be  it  fo. 
icre  is  return'd  my  Lord  of  WenmorlanJ. 

Enter  Weflmorland. 
Veji,  The  Prince  is  here  at  hand  :  pleafeth  your  Lord fiijf 
To  meet  his  Grace,  juft  dillance  'tween  our  armies? 

Mowb.  Your  Grace  of  York  in  God's  name  then   fet 
forward. 

Tori.  Before,  and  greet  his  Grace  ;  my  Lord,  we  come. 

SCENE    IV.      F.nter  Prince  John  of  Lancafler. 

Lan.  You're   well    encouHter'd  here,  my  coufin  Mow- 
Good  day  to  you,   my  gentle  Lord  Aichbiftiop,        [biay  j 
'^nd  lo  to  you,  Lord  Haftings,  and  to  all. 
Sly  Lord  of  York,  it  better  fhew'd  with  you. 
When  that  your  flock,   afTembled  by  the  bcl), 
.ncirclcd  yoo,    to  hear  with  reverence 
i'uur  expofition  on  the  holy  text ; 
Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  lebcls  with  your  drum. 
Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 
That  man  that  fits  within  a  monarch's  heart, 
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And  ripens  In  thefim-fhine  of  his  favour, 

V/ould  he  abule  thecount'nance  of  the  King, 

Alack,   what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 

In  fhadow  of  fuch  greatnefs  i  With  you,  Lord  Bifliop, 

It  is  even  fo.     Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 

JHow  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  heav'n  ? 

To  us,  the  fpcaker  in  his  parliament  : 

To  us,  tb'  imagin'd  voice  of  heav'n  itfclf; 

The  very  opener  and  intelii;^enccr  L 

Between  the  grace,  the  fanftities  of  heav'n, 

And  our  dull  workings.     O,  who  (hall  believe 

But  you  mifufe  the  rev'rence  of  your  place, 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  Heav'n, 

As  a  fdlfe  favourite  doth  his  prince's  name 

In  deeds  difhonourable  ?  you've  taken  up, 

Under  the  counterfei  ed  zeal  of  God, 

The  fubje.fts  of  bis  fubftitute,    my  father  ; 

And  both  againft  the  peace  of  heav'n  and  him 

Have  here  up-fwarm'd  them. 

Tork.  Good  my  Lord  of  Lancafler, 
I  am  not  here  againftyour  father's  peace: 
But,  as  I  told  my  Lord  of  Weflmorland, 
The  time  miforder'd  doth  In  common  fence 
Croud  us,  and  crufh  us  to  this  monftruous  form, 
To  hold  our  fafcty  up.     I  fent  your  Grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief, 
The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  fhov'd  from  the  court : 
Whereon  this  Hydra-fbn  of  war  is  born, 
Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep 
"With  grant  of  our  moft  juft  and  right  dcfire  ; 
And  true  obedience,  of  this  madnefs  cur'd, 
Stoop  tamely  lo  the  foot  of  majefly. 

Mo-wb.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  laft  man. 

Haft.  And  though  we  here  fall  down, 
We  have  Supplies  to  fecond  our  attempt  : 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  (hall  fecond  them. 
And  fo  fiiccefs  *  of  mifchief  (hall  be  born, 
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And  heir  from  heir  (hall  ho!d  his  quarrel  up, 
While  England  (hall  have  generation. 
•  Lan.  You  are   too  (hallow,    Haftlngs,  much  too  fliaU 
ITo  found  the  bottom  of  the  after  times.  [low, 

ffTeJl.  rleafeth  your  Grace,   to  anfwer  them  dircftly, 
IHow  far  forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

Lan.  I  like  them  ail,    and  do  allow  them  well : 
JAnd  fwear  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood, 
[My  father's  purpofes  have  been  miflook  ; 
(And  fbme  about  him  have  too  lavilhly 
IWrcftcd  his  meaning  and  authority. 
'My  Lord,  thefe  griefs  (hall  be  with  fpeed  redrcfs'd  j 
Upon  my  life,  they  (hall.    If  this  may  pleafe  you, 
I'Difcharge  your  pow'rs  into  their  leveral  counties, 
|(As  we  will  ours  ;  and  here,  between  the  armies, 
[Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace; 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  tokens  home, 
lOf  our  re(tored  love  and  amity. 

York.  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thefe  redrefles. 

Lan,  I  give  it  you  ;    and  will  maintain  my  word  } 
^nd  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  Grace.  " 

Hajl.  Go,  Captain,  and  deliver  to  the  army 
[This  news  of  peace  ;   let  them  have  pay,  and  part : 
il  know  it  will  pleafe  them.     Hie  thee,  Captain. 
'  [Exit  Colvlle. 

Torh  To  you,  my  Noble  T-ord  of  Weftmorland. 

Weji.  I  pledge   your  Grace ;   and  if  you  knew  what 
kl  have  be(tow'd,  to  breed  this  prefent  peace,  [pains 

jyou  would  drink  freely  ;   but  my  love  to -ye 
|Sball(hew  itfelf  more  openly  hereafter. 

York.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Wejl.  I  am  glad  of  it. 
JHealth  to  my  Lord,  and  gentle  coufin  Mowbray. 

Mo-wb.  You  wi(h  me  health  in  very  happy  feafbni 
I  For  I  am  on  the  fudden  fomething  ill. 

York.  Againft  ill  chances  men  are  ever  merry, 
iBut  heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  event. 

IVeJi.  Therefore  be  merry,  coz,  fjnce  fudden  (brrow 
[Serves  to  fay  thus,  Some  good  thing  comes  to-morrow. 

York,  Believe  me,  I  am  pading  light  in  fpirit, 
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J^owh.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

[Shoutfji 
Lait.  The  w-^rd  of  peace  Is  render 'd  ;   hark  ?  they) 
Mowb.    'his  had  Setn  ehearful  after  v■ft^^y.     [fljout, 
York    A  peace  is  of  ^he  nature  of  a  conqueft  ; 
For  then  b'jth  partis  no -ly  arc  fubdu'd, 
AnJ  neither  party  lofer. 
Lan.  Go,    my  Lord 
And  let  our  army  be  difchar^ed  too.  [Exit  Wefti 

And    good  my  Lord,  fb  pleafe  you,  let  our  trains 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  perufe  the  mca 
W^e  (hould  have  cop'd  withal. 

7'ork.  Go,   good  Lord  Haftings  ; 
And,   ere  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  thcra  march  by. 

fExi/Haaingfc 
Ldn.  1  trud,  Lords,   wc  fhall  He  to  night  togetfer. 
S  C  E  M   E     V.       R,'-enter  Wcftmorlaod. 
Now.  coufin,    wherefore  (lands  our  army  ftill? 

Jf^ejl.   The  leaders,  having  charge  from  you  to  ftand^ 
"Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  (peak. 
Lan.  They  know  their  duties. 

Re  enter  Haftings. 
Hajt.  My  Lord,   our  army  is  difpers'd  already  t 
Like  youthful  (leers  unyok'd,   they  took  their  courfc 
Eaft,  weft,   north,   fouth  ;  or,  like  a  fchool  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home  and  (porting  place. 

Jf^'ejl.  Good  tidings,  my  Lord  Haftings;    for  thcwbic! 
T  do.arreft  thee,   traitor,  of  high  tiea(bn  : 
And  you.  Lord  Archbi(hop.  and  you,  Lord  Mowbray, 
Of  cjpita''  treafon  I  attach  you  both. 

MoTvb.  Is  this  p'-oceeding  juft  and  honourable  ? 
JTf/?.  Is  your  aftembly  fo  ? 
Totk.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ^ 
han    I  pawn'd  you  none  : 
I  promis'd  you  redre(s  of  thefc  fame  grievances, 
"Whereof  you  did  complain  ;    which,  by  mine  honour,. 
I  will  perform  with  amoft  Chriftian  care. 
But  for  you,  rebels,  lo.ok  to  tafte  the  du* 
Meet  for  rebellion  and  fuch  a^s  as  yo«r$» 

M»i 
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loft  fhallowly  did  yvu  thdc  arms  commcncff, 
,  ndly  biough    here,   and  foolilhly  fcnr  hence, 
rrlkcupour  drums,   puifucthc  fcaaei'd  ftray  ; 
Icav'i),  and  not  we.    hath  fjfely  fought  to  day. 
umc  EUaiJ  thefe  trair<,rs  to  the  block  of  death, 
'realbn's  true  bed  and  yieldcr  up  of  breath.  \ExeunU 

\_Alarm.    Excurfions, 

S  C  E  N  K     VI.         Enter  YM^^iTarid  Colevilc. 

fal.  H  hat's  yourname.  Sir?  of  what  condition  are 
ou  ?  and  ot  what  place,    I  pray  •*  •     r-  i     -r 

Celt.  I  am  a  Rmght,  Sir ;     and  my  name  is  Colevile 

f  the  dale  rr  •  u    ' 

Fal.  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  name,  a  Knight  is 
aur  degtcc,  and  your  place,  the  dale  CoUv.lc  (hall 
lill  be  your  name,  a  traitor  youi  degree,  and  the  don- 
;eon  your  place,  a  place  deep  enough  :  fo  fliall  you  Itill 
le  Colevile  of  the  dale 

OU.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  FalflafF? 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he  S.r,  whoever  1  am  :  do  ye 
-ield,  Si.,  or  (hall  I  fweat  for  you?  if  I  do  fweat,  they 
,rc  the  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  *eep  for  thy 
Isath  ;  therefore  roufe  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do 
jbfervance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole.  I  think  you  are  Sir  John  Falltaff,  and  in  ttiac 
bought  yield  me.  ,       .  .    ,    n       c 

Fal  1  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly  ot 
mine,  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any  other 
word  but  my  name:  an'  I  had  but  a  bel.y  of  any  mdiN 
fcrcnry,  1  were  fimply  the  mod  aaive  fellow  in  Europe  : 
my  womb,  my  womb,  my  womb  undoes  me.  Here 
comes  our  GcneraJ. 

Enter  Prince  John  o/LancaOcr,   and  Weamorland. 
Lan.  The  heat  is  pafs'd.  follow  no  farther  now, 
Call  in  the  pow'rs,  good  coufm  Weftmorland, 

^  ^  [Exit  Weft. 

Now,  FalllafT,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while? 
When  every  thing  is  ended    then  you  come. 
Thefc  tardy  tricks  of  your's  will,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  fbme  gallows'  back. 
F«L  I  would  be  forry,  my  Lord,  but  U  fliould  be  thus : 
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I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  rcwaJ 
of  valour.     Do  you  think  me  a  fwallow,  an  arrow,  or 
bullet  ?  have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  exped. 
tion  of  thought  ?   I  Reeded  hither  with  the  very  extnl 
meft  inch  of  poflibilit5r.     I  have  foundered  nine/core  ar| 
odd  ports :  and  here,  travel-tainted  as  I  am,  have  in  ml 
pure  and  immaculate  valour  taken   Sir  John   Colevilc  (I 
the  dale,  a  moft  furious  Knight  and  valorous  enemy  :  bil 
what  of  that:  he  faw  me  and  yielded  ;  that  I  may  juftll 
fay  with  the  hook-nos'd  fellow  of  Rome  there,  Csfal 
I  came,  faw,  and  overcame. 
Lan,  It  was  more  of  his  courtely  than  your  deferving 
Fal.  I  know  not.     Here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him 
and  I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the  re 
of  this  day's  deeds;  or,  by  the  Lord,  I  will  have  it  in 
particular  ballad  elfe,  with  mine  own  picture  on   the  to 
of  it,  Coleviie  kiffing  my  foot :  to  the  which  courfe  if 
be  enforc'd,  if  you  do  not  all  (hew  like  gilt  twopences  t 
me;  and  I,  in  the  clear  fky  of  fame,    o'erlhine  you  a 
much  as  the  full  moon  doth  the  cinders  of  the  elemem 
which  (hew  like  pins  heads  to  her ;  believe  not  the  wor 
of  the  noble.     Therefore  let  me  have  right,  and  Jet  dc 
lert  mount. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

FaL  Let  it  fhine  then. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  thick  to  fliine. 

FaU  Let  it  do  (bmething,  my  good  Lord,  that  maydi 
me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

Lan.  Is  thy  name  Coleville  ? 

Cole,  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Lan,  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Coleviie. 

Fal.  And  a  famous  true  fubjed  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  Lord,  but  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither;   had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  fhould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves;  but  thou, 
like  a  kind  fellow,  gav'ft  thy felf  away  j-raZ/j ;  and  I  thank 
Ihee  for  thee. 

SCENE     VIL        £«/<?r  Wefimorland. 

Lan,  Now,  have  you  left  purfuit  ? 

Weft, 
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JViJ}.  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  flayM, 

Laii.  Send  Colevile  then  with  his  confederates 
To  York,  to  prefcnt  execution. 

unr.  lead  him  hence ;  and  fee  you  guard  him  furf. 

'  [Ex  ivtth  Colevile. 

.,id  now  difpatch  we  tow'rd  the  coutt,  my  Lords  j  . 
hear  the  King,  my  father,  isforefick: 
-,ir  news  Qiall  go  before  us  to  his  MajcHy,  _ 
,'hich,  coufin,  you  (hail  bear  to  comfort  him  ; 
ind  we  with  fober  fpecd  will  follow  you. 

Fal.  My  Lord,    I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
,rou£;h  Glo'^erOiire  ;  and  when  you  come  to  court,  'pray 
.and  my  good  Lord  ir.  your  good  report. 

L3«.  Fare  you  well,  PMaff;  I,  in  my  condition,      ^ 
i;hall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  you  dcferve.  [Extt. 

Fal.  J  would  you  had  but  the  wit;  'twere  better  than 
•our  dukedom.       Good   faith,    this  fame  young    fober. 
•looded  boy  doth  not  love  me ;  nor  a   man  cannot  make 
-■lim  laugh ;  but    that's   no    marvel,  he   drinks    no  wme. 
Wrhere's  never  any  of  thcfe  demure   boys  come    to  any 
•roof;   for  thin  drink  doth  fo  over-cool  their  blood,  and 

laking  many  filh.meals,  that  they  fall  into   a  kind  of 

lale  green-ficknefs ;  and  then,  when 'they  marry,  they 

ret  wenches.      They   arc  generally  fools   and  cowards; 

rhich  fome  of  us  fhould  be   too,  but  for  mflammatioii. 

igooJ    (herris  fack   hath    a  twofold  operation   in  it;  it 

icends  me  into  the  brain;  dries   me  there  all  the  foolilh, 

lall,  and  crudy  vapours  which  inviron  it;  roakes^  it  ap- 

irchenfive,  quick,  forgctive,  full    of   nimble,    fiery,    and 

leleaable  (hapes ;  which  dcliver'd  o'er  to  the  voice,  the 

lOngue,  which  is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent  wit.     The 

fecond  property  of  your  excellent  (herris,  is,  the  warming 

>f  the  blood  ;  which  before  cold  and  fettled,  left  the  liver 

pifhite  and  pale;  which  is  the  badge  of  pufillanimity   and 

cowardice :  but  the  (herris  warms  ir,  and  makes  it  courfc 

from  the  inwards,  to  the  parts  extreme ;  it  illuminateth 

the  face,  which,  as   a  beacon,  gives  warning  to  all  the 

fed  of  this  little  kingdom,  man,  to  arm ;  and   then  the 

vital  commoners  and  inland  petty  fpirits  mufter  me  all  to 

their  captain,  the  heart:  who,  great,  and  pufF'd  up  with 
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this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of  courage  ;  and  this  valo 
comes  of  fherrls.  So  that  fliill  in  the  weapon  is  nothii 
without  fack,  for  that  fets  it  a-work  ;  and  learning  a  me 
hoard  of  gold  kept  by  a  devil,  till  fack  commences  it,  ai 
lets  it  in  ad  and  ufe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince  Han 
is  valiant ;  for  the  cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inherit  « 
his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  fteril,  and  bare  land,  m. 
nured,  huibanded,  and  till'd,  with  excellent  cndeavot 
of  drinking  good  and  good  (lore  of  fcrtii  flierris,  that  1 
is  become  very  hot  and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoufar 
fbns,  the  firft  human  principle  I  would  teach  them,  fljouJ 
be  to  forfwear  thin  potations,  and  to  addift  thetnfelvi 
to  Cick, 

EiiUr  Bardolph. 
How  now,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

Fal.  Let  them  go;  I'll  through  Gluuceflihire,  ai] 
there  will  [  vifit  Mafter  Robert  Shallow,  Efquire;  1  hav 
him  already  tempering  beiween  my  finger  and  my  rhuml 
and  ihortly  will  I  fcal  with  him.  Come  away.  [Exeun 
SCENE  VIII. 
Changes  to  the  palace  at  Wejiminjler, 
Enter  King  Henry,   Warwick,   Clarence,  and  Glouceffci 

K.  Henry.  Now,  Lords,  if  hcav'n  doth  give  fuccefsful  en. 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
"We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  whit  are  (anftify'd,    - 
Our  navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  pow'r  colleftcd, 
Our  fubilitutes  in  abfence  well  inverted. 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wilh  : 
Only  we  want  a  little  perfbnal  ftrengih; 
And  paufe  us,  ti  1  thefe  rebels,  now  a-foot, 
Come  underneath  the  yoke  of  government. 

ff^ar.   Both  which,  wc  doubt  not,  but  your  Majcrty  • 
Shall  Coon  enjoy. 

K  Henry    Humphry,  my  fon  of  Gloucerter, 
"Where  is  the  Prince  your  brother  ? 

Clou.  1  think  he'sgonetohunt.  my  Lord,  at  Windfbr, 

K'  Henry,  And  how  accompanied* 

Gh;4,  I  do  not  know,  my  Lord* 

K.  Hcnrf, 
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K-  Henry.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence, 

with  him  ? 
Clou.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  is  In  prefence  here. 
Cla.   What  would  my  Lord  and  Father  ? 
K'  Henry.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Cla» 
rcnce. 
low  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince  thy  brother? 
leloTcs  thee,  and  thou  doft  neglect  him,  Thomas  j 
lou  hafl  a  better  place  in  his  affeftion 
lan  all  thy  brothers:  cherifh  it,  my  boy; 
^ni  noble  offices  thou  may'ft  cfFcft 
If  mediation,    after  I  am  dead, 
Utween  his  greatncfs  and  thy  other  brethren, 
'berefore  omit  him  not;  blunt  not  his  love  j 
hor  loft  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace, 
\fj  feeming  cold,  or  carelcfs  of  his  will, 
it  be  is  gracious,  if  he  be  obferv'd: 

hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
»»pen  as  day,  for  melting  charity : 
let  notwithftanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flint  j 
.s  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  fudden 
kS  flaws  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day  *. 
]lis  temper  therefore  muft  be  well  oblcrv'd  : 
tide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently, 
^hen  you  perceive  his  blood  inclin'd  to  mirth; 
It  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcopc. 
Fill  that  his  pafGons,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
jnfuund  thcmfclves  with  woikmg.     Learn  this,  Thonas, 
Lnd  thou  (bait  prove  a  (helter  to  thy  friends; 

hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in, 
jrhat  the  united  vcflel  of  their  blood, 
lingled  with  venom  of  (iiggeQion, 
torce  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in), 


•  Alluding  to  the  opinion  of  fome  pbilofophers,  that  tbf 
Wpoun  being  congealed  in  the  air  by  cold,  (-which  is  moji 
\ttnfe  towards  the  morning  J  ;  and  being  afttrivards  rari- 
\i  and  let  looje  by  the  -warmth  of  the  fun,  occafwn  thoji 
litn  impetuous  gujis  of  wind  -wkkh  are  (ailed  flaws.  Ox- 
\td  cditor« 
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shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 
As  aconirum,  or  rafli  gun  powder. 

Cla.  I  (hall  ob/erve  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

K.  Henry.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windfor  with  hii 
Thomas? 

Cla.  He  is  not  there  to  day  ;  he  dines  in  London. 

K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ?  canft  thou  tell  than 

Cla.  With  Poins,  and  other  his  continual  followers, 

K.  Henry.  Moft  fubjeft  is  the  fatteft  foil  to  weeds: 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth, 
Is  overfpread  with  them ;  therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  itfelf  beyond  the  hour  of  death. 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  fhape, 
In  forms  imaginary,  fh'  unguided  days 
And  rotten  times  that  you  fiiall  look  upon, 
When  I  am  fleeping  with  my  anceftors. 
For  when  his  headftrong  riot  hath  no  curb, 
When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counfeliors, 
When  means  and  lavifh  manners  meet  together, 
Oh,  with  what  wings  fiiall  his  afFeftion  fly 
Tow'rd  fronting  peril  and  oppos'd  decay  ? 

ff^ar.  My  gracious  Lord,  you  look  beyond  him  qult< 
The  Prince  but  ftudies  his  companions, 
Like  a  fttange  tongue  ;  wherein,  to  gain  the  language  , 
*Tis  needful  that  the  moft  immodeft  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd;  which  once  atta'n'd, 
Your  Highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  ufe, 
But  to  be  known  and  hated.     So,  like  grofs  terms, 
The  Prince  will  in  the  perfeftncfs  of  time 
Caft  off  his  followers;  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  meafure  live, 
By  which  his  Grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  others; 
Turning  part  evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Henry.  *  Tis  feldom,  when  the  bee  doth  leave  her  con 

In  the  dead  carrion Who's  here  ?  WeUniorland !  ■ 

SCENE     IX.  Enter  Weftmorland. 

We/}.  Health  to  my  fbvereign,  and  new  happinelS' 
Added  to  that  which  I  am  to  dclivei  ! 
Prince  John,  your  fon,  doth  kifs  your  Grace's  hand: 
Mowbray,  the  Bilhop  Scroop,  Haftings,  and  all, 
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re  brought  to  the  cirrc<ftion  of  your  law: 
"here  IS  not  now  a  rebeP»  fworJ  uiiiheath'J, 
ut  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  ev'ty  wheie. 
he  manner  how  this  aft'un  hath  been  home, 
jre  at  more  leifure  may  your  Highntfs  read, 
,  ith  every  conrfr,  in  his  particular. 
K  Hcn>y .  O  Wtft.-norianJ,  thou  art  a  fummer-blrd, 
vhich  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  fings 
"he  lifting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harcourt. 

00k,  here's  more  news. 

Ear.  From  enemies  heav'n  keep  your  Majefty ; 

rid,   when  they  ftand  againft  yciU,   may  chty  tall 

4  thofe  that  I  am  tome  to  tell  you  of  ! 

"he  F^arl  of  Northumberland,  and  the  Lord  Batdulph| 

Vah  a  great  pow'r  of  Ene;!  fh  and  oi  Scots, 

re  by  the  ShV^fTof  Yorkihiie  oveithri>wn  : 

he  manner  ai  d  'rue  order  of  the  fight, 
"his  packet,  pleaie  it  )ou,  contains  at  large. 

K.  Henry   And  wherefore  (hould  theft  good  news  make 

me  fick? 
v'ill  Fortune  never  come  with  boih  hands  full, 
ut  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  foulert  letiers? 

e  either  gi.'es  a  ft  imach,  and  no  food  ; 
-och  are  the  poor,  in  health} ;  or  clfe  a  feaf>, 
,nd  takes  away  the  ftomach  ;  (fuch  the  rich, 
'hat  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not). 

fh  uld  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news; 

lod  now  my  fight  fails,  znd  my  bra'n  is  giddy. 

>  me,  come  near  me,  now  I  zm  much  ill ! 

Clou.  Ct^mfort  ycur  Mjjffty ! 

Qa    Oh.  my  royal  tahcr  ! 

Weft    My  fovereigrf  Lord,  chear  np  you  fclf.  look  up. 

War    Be  patiint,  f  lit  CCS  ;  you  do  know,  thclir  fits 

:e  wiih  his.  Kighne!   very  ord  nary, 
land  from  him,  give  fiiin  air:    hcM  ftrai);ht  be  well. 

Cla    N*^,  no.  he  <aniot  lor  g  h  .!d    ut  thcic  pangs; 

b'irictnant  c&re  and  la!  ou'  of  I  1..  rrird 
iath  wio'  ght  the  mure  that  Ihjuld  coiifme  it  in, 
J  thin,  that  life  look«  through,  and  will  break  ouf- 
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Glou.  The  people  fear  me;  for  they  do  obferve 
Unfather'd  heirs  and  loathly  birds  of  nature. 
The  (eafbns  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Hath  found  (bmc  months  afleep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 

C!a.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between; 
And  the  old  folk  (time's  doating  chronicles) 
Say,  it  did  fo  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  grandfjre  Edward  fick'd  and  dy'd. 

War.  Speak  lower.  Princes,  for  the  King  recovers. 

Clou,  This  apopiex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K  Henry.  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hei 
Into  fame  other  chamber;  Ibfily,  'pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noife  made,  my  gentle  friends, 
Unlefs  fbme  doleing  *,  favourable  hand 
"Will  whifpcr  mufic  to  my  weary  fpirit. 

ffar.  Call  for  the  mufic  in  the  other  room. 

K.  Henry.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  her«« 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War.  Lefs  noile,  lefs  noife. 

SCENE        X.         E>2ier  Prince  Henry 

p.  Henry.  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  Clarence.' 

Cla.  I  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heavinefs. 

p.  Henry.  How  now!  rain  within  doors,  and 
How  doth  the  King? 

Clou.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Henry.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  ? 
Tell  it  him. 

Glou.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  It. 

p.  Henry.  If  he  be  fick  with  joy. 
He'll  recover  without  phyfic. 

War.  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  Lords;   (w'cet  Prina 
*  fpeak  low  ; 

The  King,  your  father,  is  difpos'd  to  fleep, 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Wlll't  pleafe  your  Grace  to  go  along  with  us? 

p.  Henry.  No ;  1  will  fit  and  watch  here  by  the  King. 

[Exeunt  all  but  P.  Henrjf 
"Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow, 


none  £  I 
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Being  Co  troublefotne  a  bed  fellow  ? 

O  poi;lh'd  perturbation!  golc'en  care! 

That  kcep'rt  the  ports  of  flumber  open  wide 

To  many  a  watchful  night:  flcep  with  it  now! 

Yet  no'  f>  r^und,  and  half  fo  deeply  fw.^et, 

As  he  whofe  brow,  with  homely  biggen  bound, 

Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.     O  Majefiy  ! 

When  thou  doft  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  doft  fit 

Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day. 

That  (calds  with  fafety.     By  his  gates  of  breath 

There  lies  a  downy  feather,  which  flirs  not. 

Did  he  fufpire,   that  light  and  weight  lefsdown 

Perforce  mull  move.     My  gracious  Lord  !  my  fathcrl 

This  flcep  is  found,  indeed;  this  is  a  fleep, 

That  from  this  golden  rigol  hath  divorc'd 

-0  many  Eng!:fh  Kings.     Thy  due  from  mt  / 

tears,  and  heavy  forrows  of  the  blood  ; 
Which,  nature,  love,  and  filial  tendernefs 
;hall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plcnteoufly. 
^■ly  due  from  thee  is  this  imperial  crown, 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  bloc  J, 
Derives  itfelf  to  me.     Lo,  here  it  fits, 
vV"hich  heav'n  fhall  guard:  and    put  the  world's  whofc 
nto  one  giant  arm,  it  fliall  not  force  •  [rtrength 

This  lineal  honour  from  me.     This  from  thee 
►Viii  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  fExit* 

SCENE        XL 
Enter  Warwick,  Gloucefler,  and  Clarence. 

K.  Benry.  Warwick  !  GloDcefter  !  Clarence ! 

Cla.  Doth  the  Kina  call! 

War.  What  would  your  Majefty  >  how  fares  your  Grace.' 

K.  Henry.  Why  did   you   leave    me  here  alone,  mj 
Lords  ? 

Cla.  We  left  the  Prince  my  brother  here,    my  Liege, 
Vho  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 

K.  Henry.  The  Prince  of  Wales !  where  ishc.>   let  me 
ehim. 

War.  This  Door  is  open,    he  Is  gone  this  way. 
Ghu,   lie  came  not  through  the  chamber   where  we 
ftay'd. 

U  a  K,  Henry. 
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K'  Henry.  "Where  is  the  crown  ?  who  took  it  from  raj 
pillow  ? 

W^r.  When  we  withdrew,  my  Liege,   we  left  it  here 

K  Hnry.   The  Prince  hath   ta'cn  it  hence?  go  J« 
Is  he  fb  hafty,    that  he  doth  fupp-  fe  [him  ou 

My  fleep  my  death  ?  find  him,  my  Lord  of  Warwick, 
And  chide  h  m  hither  flraight  :  this  part  of  his 
Conjoins  with  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See,    r)ns,  what  things  you  are  !  how  quickly  naturd 
Fails  to  revolt,   when  gold  becomes  her  objedl? 
For  this,    the  fo.ililh  over  careful  fathers  fi 

Have  broke  thpir   fl.eps  with  thought,    their  brains 
Their  bones  wiih  indaftry  :    for  this,  engrofltd 
The  ranker'd  he^ps  ot  llrangc-atchieved  gold  : 
For  this,  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invert 
Their  fons  with  arts  and  martial  exercifes  : 
\7hen,   I'.ke  tlie  bee,  culling  from  ev'ry  flowV, 
Our  thighs  are  pack'd  with  wax,   our  mouths  wi  hhoi 
"\Ve  bring  it  to  the  hive :  and,   like  the  bees, 
Are  muider'd  for  cur  pains  !    this  bitter  taftc 
Yield  his  engroflmcnts  to  the  dying  father. 

EnUr  Warwick. 
Now,  where  is  he,  that  will  not  flay  fb  long, 
Til  his  friend,  Sicknefs,   hath  determin'd  me  ? 

}Var.  My  Lord,  1  found  the  Prince  in  the  next 
"Waih  ng  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks, 
Wifh  Inch  a  deep  demeanour  in  greu  forrow, 
That  Tyranny,    whch  never  quaff'd  but  blood. 
Would  by  beholding  him  have  wafb'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Henry.  But  whsrefore  did  he  take  away  the  cro«B|- 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 
ho,  where  he  comes.     Come  hither  to  me,   Harry  ; 
Depart  tlie  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone.         [Ex.  Lord 

p.  Henry.  1  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 

K.  Henry.    Thy    wilh    was   father,    Harry,    to  tbi 
1  ftay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee.  [thought 

D  jfl  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invert  thee  with  my  honours, 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  !  0  hoUik  youth  ! 
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rirhou  fcek'a  the  grcatncfsthat  will  o'erwheltn  thcc 
t'Stay  but  a  little  ;    for  my  cloud  of  d.gnity 
s  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind, 

That  it  will  quickly  drop  ;  my  day  is  dim. 

rhou  hafl  lioln  that,   which  after  lome  few  hours, 

Were  thine  without  offence  ;    and  at  my  deatH 

Thou  haft  fealed  up  my  cxpcaation ; 

Thy  life  d  d  manifcft,  thou  lov'dft  rnc  not ; 

And  thou  wilt  have  mt  die  aflfur'd  of  it. 

Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts^ 

Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart. 

To  nab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  frail  life. 

What '  canft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  f 

Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thyfdf, 

And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thy  car, 

That  thou  art  crowned,   not  that  I  am  dead. 

Let  all  the  tears  that  (hould  bedew  my  hcrfc. 

Be  drops  of  balm  to  fan^ify  thy  head  ; 

Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  dull, 

Give  that  which  gave  thee  life  unto  the  worms. 

Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees; 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form  ; 

Henry  the  Fifth  is  crown'd  :  "Dp,  Vanity  ! 

Down,  Royal  ftate !  all  you  fagc  counfellors,  hence  I 

And  to  the  Englifti  court  aflemble  now, 

From  ev'ry  region,   apes  of  idlcnefi  : 

Mow,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcum; 

Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  fwear  >  drink  'dancer 

Revel  the  night?  rob?  murder  ?  and  commit 

The  oldeft  fins  the  neweft  kind  of  ways  ? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  mofc  : 

[England  ftiall  double  gild  his  treble  guilt;*] 

England  ftiall  give  him  office,   honour^ might: 

For  the  Fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 

The  muzzle  of  reftraint  ?   and  theAKild  dog 

Shall  fle(h  his  tooth  on  every  Innocent. 

O  my  poor  kingdom,  fifk  with  civil  blows! 

"When  that  my  care  could  not  with-hold  thy  riots, 

•  Ev'xdintly  the  nonfcnfc  of  fame  fooUJh  foyer,  Mr.  W 

U3  ^Vh»t 
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What  wIU  thou  do  when  ri>t  is  ^hycare? 
O,    thou  wilt  be  a  wiiJernefs  again 

Peopled  with  wolves,    thy  old  .rvhdhlrants.  i 

P.  Henry.  O  pardon  me.  my  Lege  !  but  for  my  twrj 

(The  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeeh), 
I  had  foreflaU'd  this  dear  and  deep  .tbnkc 
Ere  you  with  g  ic-f  radfpokc.   and  I  had  hearJ 

T  J  l^'^'S^^^  '^  ^«  ^a""-     There  is  your  crown  ; 
And  he  that  wears  the  crown  Jmrnorrally 
Long  guard  i'  your's  !    U  I  afFcifl  it  more! 
Than  as  your  honour,    and  as  your  renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  oKedience  rife 
V/hich  my  m.ft  true  and  inward  duteous' fpirlt 
Teacheth  this  pr  -ttrate  and  exterior  bending. 
He^iv'n  witnefs  with  me,   when  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  Majefty 
How  cold  it  Oruck  my  heart !  If  I  do  feign, 

0  let  me  m  my  prcfent  wildneft  die, 

And  never  live  to  Oi -w  th'  incredulous  world 
The  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead, 
(And  dead  almoft,  my  Liege,    to  think  you  were), 

1  fpake  unto  the  crown,   as  having  /enf^, 

And  thus  upbraided  it.     The  ca:e  on  thee  dependin? 

Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father, 

Therefore  thou  heft  of  gold  art  worft  of  gold; 

Other,   leP  fine  in  carrat,    is  more  precious, 

Preftrv  ng  life  in  med'cine  potable  ; 

Bu'  thou,  mofl  fine,  mofl  honour'd,  moft  renownU 

Haft  eat  thy  bearer  up.      Thus.  Royal  Liege, 

Accufing  it,     I  put  it  on  my  head,  ' 

To  try  with  it  (as  with  an  enemy. 

That  had  bsfore  my  face  murder'd  my  father) 

Thf  q.iarrel  of  a  tiue  inheritor 

Bu    if  It  did  infeil  ray  blood  with  joy, 

O-  f^vellmy  thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  prldc^ 

If  any  rebel  or  vam  fpirit  of  mine 

Old  with  the  Icaft  affciflion  of  a  welcome 

<Siy? cal«rtaica3e.Tf  to  the  might  of  it; 
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Let  hciv'n  For  ever  keep  it  from  my  head, 
And  m  ke  mc  as  the  poor  ft  vaffal  is, 
That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it! 

K.  Hin*y.   O  my  fb'  ! 
Hcav'n  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence. 
That  th'.u  might'it  win  the  more  thy  fathcr*s  love, 
Pleading  (6  wifly  in  excufc  ot  if. 
Come  hither.  H^rry,  fir  thou  by  my  bed; 
And  hear.   \  think    the  very  latelt  rounfd 
That  ever  I  Ihdll  breathe       Heav'n  knows,  my  (on, 
By  what  by-paths,    and  indirett  crr)ok*d  ways 
I  met  this  crown;  and  f  myfelt  know  well, 
Howtr.)uf>!erome  it  At  upon  my  head. 
To  (het  It  fhall  dcfcend  with  better  quiet, 
Better  opinion,   better  c-nfirmation  : 
r'or  all  the  fjilof  the  atch:evement  goes 
^'ith  me  into  the  earth.     It  Jeem'd  in  me 
3ut  as  an  honour  fnatch'd  with  boift'rous  hand, 
\nd  I  had  many  living  to  upbiaid 
4y  gain  of  it  by  their  afllftances  ; 
Wh\ch  daily  grew  to  quarrel  and  to  bloodrhed, 
vVounding  ("uppofed  •  p/race.     All  their  bold  feats, 
rhouftclt    wi  h  peril  1  have  anfwered. 
'or  all  my  reign  hath  necn  but  as  a  (cene 
Afting  that  argument  :    and  now  my  death 
Changes  ihe  mode  f;  for  what  in  me  was  purchased, 
'•alls  up  n  thee  in  a  much  fairer  fort ; 
'or  thou  the  garland  wear'il  fucccifively. 
fer  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  lure  than  I  cou'd  Ao^ 
iPhon  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green  ; 
lind  all  thy  friends,    wh  ch  thou  mult  make  thy  friends, 
lave  but  ihtir  flings  and  teeth  newly  taVn  out ; 
'•y  whofe  feJ  working  I  was  firil  advanced, 
^ndby  whole  p.w'r  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear, 
'o  be  again  difplac*d  ;    which  to  avoid 
cot  them  off  and  had  a  purpole  now 
'o  lead  our  m^ny  to  the  holy  land; 

•  Suppofed,  for  undermined. 

t  Mode    *fr^,    does    not  figmfy  fafhion  ;  hu'ime  SnJ 
caTurc  injingingy  or  ihe  pitch ;/;  fpiakMi^     Mr  W. 

Left 
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Left  reft  and  lying  ftlU  might  make  them  look 

Too  near  into  my  ftate.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 

Be  it  thy  courlc  to  bufy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  quarrels ;  that  a^ion,  hence,   borne  out^ 

May  wafte  the  memory  of  former  days, 

More  would  I,   but  my  lungs  are  uafted  fb, 

That  ftrength  of  fpeech  is  utterly  deny'd  me. 

How  I  came  by  the  crown,  O  God,  forgive ! 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live  ! 

P.  HeHry    My  gracious  Liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me ; 
Then  plain  and  right  muft  my  pofttffion  be  ; 
Which  I  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
'Gainft  all  the  world,  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Eyiter  Lordjoha  of  Lancafter,  and  Warwick. 

K'  Henry.  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of  L 
cafter. 

Lan,  Health,  peace  and  happinefs  to  my  Royal  father. 

K.  Henry.  Thou  bring'ft  me  happinefs  and  peace,  fa 
But  health,    alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown  [John 
From  this  bare,  wither'd  trunk.    Upon  thy  Cght 
My  worldly  buHnefs  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Warwick  ? 

P.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Warv&ick. 

K  Henry.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  1  fifft  did  fwoon  ? 

ff^ar.  'Tis  call'd  Jerujalem,  my  Noble  Lord. 

K.  Henry.  Laud  be  to  God  !  even  there  my  life  nw 


It  hath  been  prophcfy'd  to  me  many  years, 
I  fhould  not  d:e  but  in  Jcrufalem  : 
Which  vainly  I  fuppos'd  the  holy  land. 
But  bear  roc  to  that  chamber,   there  Til  lie  : 
In  that  Jerufalem  fhall  Harry  die. 


A    C 
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TV.        SCENE 
Shalloiv^s  feat  in  Glo'J}erpire, 
Enter  Shallow,  Silence,  FalftafF,  Bardolph,  and  Page. 


night.    What!  Davy,  I  fay 


Fa 
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fal.  You  muft  cxcule  me,   Mafter  Robert  Shallow. 

Shat.  I  will  n.)t  cxcufc  you  ;  you  fhall  not  be  cxcu* 
'cd.  Exciias  (bill  not  be  admitted;  there  is  uo  ex- 
:urc(hail  tivc:    you  Ihall  not  be  excus'd.     Why,  Da- 

Enter  Da\y, 

Davy.  Hete,  Sir, 

SbJ.  Davy.  Davy,  Davy,  let  me  Ice ;  Davy,  let  mc 
1^,  yea,  marry,  William  Cook,  bid  him  come  hither* 
_       Sir  John,  you  (hall  not  be  excus'd. 

Davy-  Mairy,  Sir,  thus:  iholc  precepts  cannot  be 
lerv'd;  and,  again,  Sir,  Ihall  we  fow  the  ficad-land  with 

SbJ.  With  red  whiat,  Davy.  ^  But,  for  William 
^k, a  e  there  no  young  pigeons? 

Duvy.  Yea,  Sir Heic  is  now  the  fmith's  note 

for  (hooing    and  pi  «ugh-ir<»n*. 

ShJ.  Let  it  be  caA  and  paid Sir  John,  you  (hall 

oot  be  ex  us'd. 

Davy.  Now,  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  muft  need* 
3C  had.  And,  Sir,  do  you  mean  to  flop  any  of  WiU 
liam%  wages  about  the  iatk  he  lotl  the  other  day  at 
Hinikley  t'd\r* 

Shut.    He  (hall  anfwer  it.     Some  pigeons,    Davy,    a 
couple  of  fljort-ltgg'd  hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  and  any 
•eity  iittle  tiny  kicklhaws:  tell  William  Cook. 

Davy.   Doth  the  man  of  war  ftay  all  night,  Sir  ? 

Shal.  Yes,  Davy.  I  will  ufe  him  well.  A  friend 
I?  th'  court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  the  purle.  Ufe  his 
men  well,  Davy ;  for  they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  will 
backbite. 

Davy.  No  worfe  than  they  are  backbitten,  Sir ;  for 
ilbey  have  marvellous  foul  linen. 

Sbal.  Wcil  conceited,  Davy.  About  thy  buCnc($, 
Davy. 

Davy.  I  bcfcech  you.  Sir,  to  countenance  Williaoi 
Vifor  of  Woncot  againd  Clement  Pcrkes  of  the  hill. 

SbaU  There  arc  many  complaints,  Davy,  agamft  that 
Vifor;  that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  knave  on  my  knowledge. 

Davj.  I  grant  your  Worlhip,  that  he  is  a  knave,  Sir; 
1  bus 
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but  yet  God  forbid,  Sir,  but  a  knave  (liould  have  fomj 
cowntenance  at  his  friend's  requeft.  An  honefl  maii 
Sir,  is  able  to  /peak  for  himfelf,  when  a  knave  is  not. 
have  ferv'd  your  Worfh^p  truly,  Sir,  thefe  eight  years 
and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  out  i 
knave  againfl  an  honefl  man,  I  have  but  very  little  cre4i| 
whh  your  Worfhlp.  The  knave  is  mine  honcft  friend 
Sir;  therefore,  1  bcfeech  your  WoHhip,  let  him  bl 
counfenan'd. 

Shal.  Go  to,  I  fay,  he  (hall  have  no  wrong.  Looll 
about,  Davy.  Where  are  you,  Sir  John  >  come,  oil 
with  your  boots.     Give  me  your  hand,  Mafter  Bardolpl; 

Bird.  1  am  glad  fo  fee  your  "Worfhip. 

Shal.    I  thank  thee  with  all   my  heart,    kind  Mafteij 
^ardolph;   and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow.     [To  the  Page.' 
Come,   Sir  John. 

FaL  I'll  follow  you,  good  Matter  Robert  Shallow., 
[Exeunt  Shaliow,    Silence,  &c.]     Bardolph,    look   to  out 

horfes. If  I  were  law'd  into  quantities,  I  fhould  mak«l 

four  dozen   of  fuch    bearded    hermits-ftaves  as    MafleH 
Shallow.      It   is  a  wonderful  thing  to   fee   the  fcmblabk 
coherence  of  his  mens*  fpirits  and  his:    they,    by  obftr-, 
ving  of  hm,  do  bear  themfelves  like  foolifli  juOices;    hc,l 
by  converCng  with  them,    is  turn'd  info  a  julhce-like  fer 
vingman.^  Their  (pirirs  arefo  married  in  conjuniftion,  with 
the  participation  of  fociety,   that  they  flick   together  in 
confent,  like  fo  many  wild-geefe.    If  I  bad  a  fuit  to  Mafle 
Shallow,    I  would  humour   his  men  with   the  imputati^ 
of  being  near  their  maHer  :  if  to  his  men,  I  would  currj 
with  Mafter  Shallow,  that  no  man  could  better  command 
his  fervants.     It  is  certain,    that  either  wile   bearing,    or  I 
ignorant  carriage  is  caught,    as  men   take  difeafts  one  of 
another:     therefore  let  men  take  head  of  their  company. | 
I  will  devife  matter  enough  out    of   this  Shallow  to  keep  , 
Prince  Henry  in  continual  laughter  the   wcdring  out  of  | 
fi%  fafhioi^s,    which  is  four  teims  or  two  a£tiiin«,  and  he 
(hall  iaugh  without    intervallums.     O,  it  is  much     that  at 
lie  with  a  flght  oath,  and  a  jell  with  a  fad  bn-w,  will  do 
vith  a  lellow  chat  never  had  the  ache  m  his  (boulders. 
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ji,  you  (ball  fee  him  laugh  till  his  face  be  like  a  wet 

,oak  ill  laid  up 

■  Sbal.  [lFtthin.1  Sir  John 

F<j/.  I  come,  Mafler  Shallow;  I  come,  Mafler  Shal- 
low.  [Exit  FalrtafT. 
SCENE     II        Changes  to  the  court  in  London. 

nter  the  Earl  of  Warwick,    and  the  Lord  Chief  Juftlce. 

W'ir.  How  now,    my  Lord  Chief  JulUcc,  whither  a- 

Ch-  Juji.  How  doth  the  King?  [way? 

War.  Exceed  tig  well :  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 

Ch.  JuJi.  I  hupc,  not  dead  ? 

War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  Nature; 

nd  to  our  puipofci  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Jufl.  I  would  his  Majefty  had  call'd  me  with  blm* 

he  fervice  that  I  truly  did  his.  life, 

ith  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed  I  think  the  young  King  loves  you  not. 

Ch.  JuJi.   I  know  he  doth  not;  ai^d  do  arm  mylelfj 

o  welcome  the  cond  tion  of  the  time: 

'hich  cannot  look  more  hideoufly  on  m«, 

ban  1  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafy. 

nter  Lor^  John  of  Lancader,  Gloucefler,  and  Clarence. 

War.   Here  come  the  heavy  illbe  of  dead  Harry. 

that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 

Fhim,  the  worft  of  thefe  three  gentlemen  : 

Dw  many  N-bles  then  fhouid  hold  their  places, 

bat  muft  ftr>ke  fail  to  fpirits  ot  vile  fort! 

VCh.  Jufl.   Alas,   I  fear  all  will  be  overturn^.  ■ 

Lan.  Good  morrow,  coufin  Warwick. 

Clou    eta.  Good  morrow,  coufin. 

Lan.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 

War.  We  do  remember;  hut  our  argument 

all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Lan.    Well,   peace  be  with  him   that  hath  made  os 
heavy ! 

Cb.  fuj}.   Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier ! 

Clou    O,  good  my  Lord,  you've  lof>  a  friend  indeed; 
IW  1  dare  fwear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
'•  fccming  forrow;  it  is  fure  your  own. 

Lan.  Though  no  man  be  affur'd  what  grace  to  find, 

Yoa 
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You  ftand  in  coldeft  expeftatlon. 

I  am  the  (brricr ;  'would  'twere  otlierwirc. 

Cla.   Well,  you  muft  now  fpeak  Sir  Jobn  taiUalt  fai 
Which  Avims  againO  your  ftream  of  quality. 

C/!'.  Juft.  Sweet  Princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour, 
Led  by  th'  irr partial  conduft  of  my  foul; 
And  never  diall  yon  fee  that  I  will  beg 
A  rated  and  foreftali'd  rcmiflion.  ^ 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  King  my  mafter  that  is  dead. 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 
Ji^er.  Here  comes  the  Prince 

SCENE     ill.       Enter  Prince  Henry. 
Ch.  Juft.  Heav'n  favc  your  Majefty!  ^ 

P.  Eeury.  This  n(w  and  gorgeous  garment,  Majeflf, 
Sits  not  fo  eafv  on  me  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  fadnefs  with  feme  tear : 
This  is  the  Englill),  not  the  Tu-kilh  court; 
>Jot  Amurath  an  Amura.h  fucceeds, 
But  Harry,  Ha-rv-     Yet  be  fad,  good  brother*. 
For,  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you: 
Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears. 
That  i  will  deeply  put  the  falh'on  on. 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart.     Why  then  be  fad; 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brcthers, 
Than  a  joint  burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  Heav'n,  I  bid  you  be  aflur'd, 
I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too : 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  I'll  bear  your  cares: 
Yet  aeep  that  Harry's  dead ;  and  lo  will  I. 
But  Harry  lives,  that  fhall  convert  thofe  tears 
By  number  into  hours  of  happmefs.  ^ 

Lan.  he.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  Maj-fty. 
P   Hc'wry.    You  all  h  ok  ftrangch   on  me,   and  ) 
You  are.  l"  think,  affur'd,  I  love  you  not.  [nv 

\To  the  Ch.  J 

Ch  Jill.  I  am  alTur'd,  if  1  be  mtafur'd  rightly, 
Youi  Majpftv  hath  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

?  Ee^ry   No!  might  a  prince  of  my  great  hopes  t 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  mc?  \ 
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/hat!  rate,  rebuke,  and  rou^Vily  fond  to  piiPm 
'h'  immediate  heir  of  England!   was  this  eafy  ? 
[ay  this  be  wafh'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten? 
Ch.  Ju/}.  I  then  did  ufc  the  perfon  of  your  falhcf ; 
"he  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me; 
nd  in  td'adminiHration  cfhis  law, 
.'hile  I  was  buly  for  the  com  men  wealth, 
our  Highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  place, 
he  majcfty  and  pow'r  of  law  and  juft  ce, 
he  image  of  the  King  whom  I  prefi^nted  ; 
hd  flruck  me  in  my  very  feat  of  judgment; 
^hereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 
gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 
nd  did  commit  you.     If  the  deed  were  ill, 
:  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland, 
o  have  a  fon  fet  your  decrees  at  naught  : 
o  pluck  dowpjuftice  from  your  awful  bench, 
o  trip  the  cour(e  of  law,  and  blunt  the  fword 
hat  guards  the  peace  and  fafcty  of  your  perfcn  : 
ay  more,  to  fpurn  at  your  moft  Royal  image, 
nd  mock  your  working  in  a  fecond  body. 
ueHion  your  Royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  your'f  j 
;  now  the  father,  and  proprfe  a  fon  ; 
car  your  own  dignity  fo  much  profan'd  ; 
:c  your  mof^  dreadful  laws  fo  looftly  flighted  J 
;hold  yourfelf  fo  by  a  fon  liifdain'd: 
fld  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part, 
nd  in  your  pow'r  d  filencing  your  fon. 
fter  this  cold  confiJ'rance,  fentence  me; 
nd,  as  you  are  a  King,  fpeak  in  your  flafe, 
^hat  I  have  done  that  mifbecame  my  place, 
ly  ptrfon,  or  my  Liege's  (bvcreignty. 
P.  Htnry,  You  are  right,  JulVicc,  and  you   weigh  this 
hcrcfore  ftill  bear  the  balarce  and  the  fword;         [well  i 
nd  1  do  wiQi  your  honours  may  increaie, 
ill  you  do  live  to  fie  a  f m  o^  mine 
fTcnd  you,  and  obey  yuu,   as  I  did  : 
t  ihdll  I  live  to  Ipcak  my  lather's  words; 
appy  am  L  t'lat  have  a  man  fo  hold 
fi    bat  darts  dojufticc  on  nny  proper  fun; 
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nd  no  hCs  happy,  having  fuch  a  (on, 
Xiiat  would  deliver  up  his  greatncfs  Co 
Into  the  hand  of  juftice  You  committed  mcj 

For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 
Th'  unftained  fword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear; 
^Vith  this  rememb'rance,  that  you  ufe  the  fame 
With  a  like  bold,  juft,  and  impartial  fpirit, 
As  you  have  d -ne  'gainft  me.     There  is  my  hand, 
You  fhall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth: 
My  voice  fliall  found  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear; 
And  I  will  ftoop  and  humble  my  intents, 
To  your  well  pra^is'd  wife  directions, 
And,  Princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befeech  youj 
My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave ; 
For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affcinionsj 
And  with  his  fpirit  fadly  I  furvive. 
To  mock  the  expedations  of  the  world; 
To  fruftratc  prophecies,  and  to  raze  out 
Rotten  opinion,  which  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  {eeming       Though  my  tide  of  blood 
Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity  till  now  ; 
Now  doth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  the  fta. 
Where  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  (tatc  ot  floods, 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majf  fty. 
>Jow  call  we  our  high  court  ot  parliament; 
And  let  us  chufe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel, 
That  the  great  body  of  o»r  flate  may  go 
In  equal  rank  with  the  beft  govern'd  nation; 
That  war  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 
As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us, 
In  which  you,  father,  (hall  have  foremoft  hand. 

\To  the  Urd  ChUf  Jujll\ 

Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite 

(As  I  before  rcmembcr'd)  all  our  flate, 

And  (Heav'n  configning  to  my  good  intents) 

Ko  pince,  nor  peer,  fhall  have  juft  caufe  to  fay, 

ileav'n  Ihorlcn  Harry's  happy  life  one  day.         [Exeut 
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SCENE         IV. 

CJjJrt^es  to  Sh  .How's  feat  in  Glr^cejierjhire. 
(Mer  Falltntr,  Shallow,  Silence,  Baidolph,    the  Page  and 
Davy, 

Sbal.  Nay,  you  (hall  fee  mine  orchaid,  where  In  an 
tbour  we  will  eat  a  lart  year's  pippin  of  my  own  graff- 
ig,  with  a  difli  of  cariaways.  and  fo  forth.  Come, 
oofin  Silence  ;  and  then  to  bed. 

Fal'  V<^u  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling    and  a  rich. 

Shal.  Barien,  barren,  barren:  beggars  all,  be^,ga;s  all, 
ir  John  ;  marry,  good  air.  Sp  cad,  Davy,  fpread,  Da- 
y ;  well  (aid,  Davy. 

Fal.  This  Davy  lerves  you  for  good  ufes  ;  he  is  your 
irvingman,  and  your  hufbandman 

Sbul.  A  g'^od  varlct,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  var- 
:t,  Sir  John.  By  the  mafs,  I  have  drunk  too  much 
ick  at  fupper.— — — -^  good  varlct.  Mow  lit  down, 
ow  fit  down  :  come,  coufin. 

Sil.  Ah,  firrah,  quoih-av 
7ejhull  do  nothing  but  eaty  and  make  good  dear,  [Singin", 
4i:d  praife  heaven  for  the  nurry  year  ; 
Vben  fiejb  is  cheap  and  females  dear^ 
ittd  htjiy  lads  roam  here  and  there; 
0  mcrtily    an^  ever  among,  fo  mertV.y,  Sec. 

Fal.  There's  a  merry  heart,  good  Mafter  Silence. 
Ml  give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Stal.  Give  Mr  Bardolph  fjme  w^ne,  Davy. 
^Davy.  Sweet  Sir,    fit;  111   be  with  you   anon;    mofl 
weet  Sir,    (it.       Ma(>er   Page,    fit:    good   Mailer   Page, 
it.     Pnjface!     What  you  want   in   meat,  we'll  have  in 
Irink  ,  but  you  mull  bear  ;  the  heart's  all  [E.il. 

Shal.  Be  merry,  Mafter  Bardolph,  and,  my  littic  foi- 
ller  there,  be  merry. 

Sii.  [Singing.]  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  -wife  has  all, 
^or -women  jre  Jhreivs,  both  Jhott  and  tall; 
Tis  merry  in  hall,  "whom  beards  luag  all. 
And  -weUoine  merry  Shrovetide* 
ic  merry,  be  merry. 

F-/.  I  did  not  think  Matter  Silence  had  been  s  man 
)f  this  mettle. 

X  2  Sil, 
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5:7.  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  el 

TiOW. 

Re-enUr  Davy. 

Davy.  There  Is  a  difii  of  leather-coats  fqr  you. 

Shal.  Davy, 

Davy.  Your  Worfliip— — — I'll  be  wiih  you  flraight 
A  cup  of  wine,  Sir? 

Sil-   [Singing.]  ^  cup  of  ivinef 
Thai^s  br'.jk  and  finCy 
u^nd  drink  unto  the  leman  mine] 
U^ni  a  merry  heart  lives  long-a. 

Fal,  V/eil  faid,  Mdfter  Silence. 

S:t.  If  we  fhaJl  bt  metry,  now  comes  in   the  fweetcj 
the  night 

Fal.  Health  and  long  life  to  you,   Mafier  Silence. 

S<i.  Fill  the  cup,  and  let  it  come.      I'll  pledge  yojil 
were't  a  niile  to  the  bottom. 

Shal.   Honed  Bardolph,  welcome;  if  thou  want'Q  anl 
thing  and  wilt  not  call,  beflirsw  thy  hsart.     V/clcomel 
my  little  finy  thltf,    and  welcome,    indeed,    two:    I' 
drink  to  Mader  Baidolph,  and  to  ail  the  cavtleroes  abou 
LonJon. 

Davy.  1  hope  to  fee  London  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  If  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy, 

Shal.  You'il  crack  a  quart  together?  ha,  will  you  nol 
M:.aer  Bardolph  ? 

Bard-  Yes,  Sir,  in  a  pottle-pot. 

Shal.  By  Gud's  liggens,  I  thank  thee;  the  knave 
Hick  by  thee,  I  can  allure  thte  that.     He  will  not   out 
he  is  true  bred. 

Baid.  And  I'll  ftick  by  him,  Sir. 

[One  knocks  at  the  door 

Shal.  Why,    there  fpoke  a  king:,  lack  nothing,   be 
merry.     Louk,  Who's  at  door  there,  ho:  who  knocks? 

FjI.  Why,  notv  you  have  done  me  light. 

S:l.  [Singing.]  Dj  me  rights  and  dub  me  hii^hty  Sa« 
ir.ing)  *.     I>'t  nut  fo? 

Fal.  Tisfo. 


*  He  rneam  tofay^  San  Do:«  Irg:>.     OxH^rd  editor. 
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Sll.  Is't  Co^  why,  then  fay,  an  old  man  can  do  fjme- 

Dat;^.  If  if  f'"^^  y°"^  VVorfhIp,  there's  one  PIftol 
come  from  the  court  with  news. 

FaL  From  the  court  ?  let  him  come  In. 

SCENE        V.  £«/<?rPlftoU 

How  now,  Pifio!? 

rijL  Sir  Jolin    Tave  yon,  Sir? 

Fal.  What  wind  blew  you  higher,  PiHol? 

PiJ}  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  good, 
"weet  Knight:  thou  art  now  one  of  the  grtateft  men  in 
he  realm. 

Sil.  Indeed  I  think  he  be,  but  goodman  Puff  of  Bir- 
fon. 

ni.  Puff? 

Puffin  thy  teeth,  mofl  recreant  coward  baft? 
>ir  John,  I  am  thy  Pifto!  and  thy  friend; 
find  helter  flcelter  have  I  rode  to  thee; 
^nd  tidings  do  1  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
\nd  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 
■Fal.  I  pr'ythee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  this 
world. 

Pi/?,   a  foutra  for  the  world  and  worldlings  bafe? 
[fpeak  of  Africa  and  golden  joys. 

Fal.  0  bafe  ^jjyrian  Knight,  ivhct  is  thy  «fW5  ? 
Let  Ki  I  Ojphetua  know  the  truth  thereof.  * 

Sil.  And  Robin-hooJ,  Scarlet,  and  John. 

Vtji.  Shall  dunghi!l-curs  confront  the  Helicons? 

nd  (hall  good  news  he  baffled  ? 
rben,  PllTol,   lay  thy  head  in  fury's  lap. 

Shal  Honeft  gentleman,  I  kn-ow  not  your  breeding. 

P'ljl,  "Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  Sir.  If,  Sir,  you  come  wlih 
lews  from  the  court,  I  take  it.  there  is  but  two  ways^ 
Mther  to  utter  them,  or  lo  conceal  them.  I  am,  Sir, 
under  the  King,  in  fjme  authority, 

•  Lines  taken  from  an  cldlomlctji  phy  o/Kiog  Cophetua 
jmd  the  beggar-maiJ:  of 'a>hom,  cs  ive  learn  from  Sh^ki- 
Vfear^  there  were  balladi  too.    Mr  Warburton. 

X  3  ^i/?- 
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PIJ}.  Uncler  which  King?  Bezonlan,  fpeak  or  die« 

Shal.  Under  King  Hairy. 

P'lfl.  Harry  the  Fourth?  or  Fifth? 

Shal  Harry  the  Fourth. 

Pijt.  A  f'ourta  for  thine  office  ! 
Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkifi  now  is  King. 
Harry  the  Fifth's  the  man.     I  fpak  the  truth. 
When  Piftol  lies,  do  this,  and  fig  me  Ike 
The  bragping  Spaniard. 

Fcj/.  What,  is  the  old  King  dead  ? 

Pif}.  As  nail  in  door:  the  things  I  fpeak  arc  jud. 

Fa  I.    Away,    BardJph,    faddle   my   horfe.      Matter  I 
Roben  Shallow,  chufe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land, 
'tis  thine.     Piftol,   I  will  double  charge  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day  I  I  would  not  take  a  knighthood 
for  my  fortune- 

Pijf.  ,What  ?  I  do  bring  good  news. 

Fal.  Carry  Mafler  Silence  to  bed:    Mafter  Shallow^ 
r-iy  Lord  Shallow,    be  what   thou  wilt,  I  am  Fortune's 
flrward.     Get  on  thy   boots,  we'll  ride  all  night.     OhJ 
fweet  Piftol  I  away,  Bardolph  :  come,  Piftol,  utter  more 
tome;   and  withal  devife  fomething  to  do  thy  felF  good.  I 
Boot,  boot,   Mailer  Shallow.     I   know  the  young  King 
is  fick  for  me.     Let  us  take  any  man's  horfes  :  the  laws 
of  England  are  at  my  commandment.     Happy  are  they 
which  have  been  my  friends ;  and  wo  to  my  Lord  Chief 

Jii^ice! 

Piji.  Let  vultures  vile  feixe  on  his  lungs  alfo ! 

Where  is  the  life  tha.t  late  lied  "  ^  fay  they. 

"Why,  here  it  is,  welcome  this  pleafant  day.         [Exeunt 
SCENE     VL         Changes  to  a  ftreet  in  London, 
Enter  Hofufs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-Oieet,  and  Beadles.^ 
Jiofi.  No,  'thou  arrant  knave,    I  would   I  might  die, 

that   I  might  have  thee  hang'd  ;    thou  haft  drawn  my 

fhouider  out  of  joint. 

Btad.  The  conftables  have  deliver^  her  over  to  mej| 

and  (he  (hall  have  whipping  cheer  enough,  I  warrant  her* 

There  ha.th  been  a  man  or  two  kili'd  about  her. 


*  Wirds  of  en  dJ  idlai. 
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OoU   Kut-hook,    nut-ho(k,    you  lie;   come  on,    n 
thee  Nvhai,  ihou  damoM    tnpc-v.l^g'd    rafc-al,  it   the 
Id  I   en  wnh,    do  niifcairy,    ih->u  hadit  better   tl.ou 
m  ftruck  rhy  mother,  thou  pnper-fac'd  villain. 
H!f}    O  the  Lord,  that  Si.  Jnhfi  were  come,  he  would 
ke  this  a  bloody  day  to  f^mebody.     But   I  pray    God 
fruit  of  her  womb  mi fcarry. 
Bead   If  it  do,  you  (hall  have  a  dozen  of  culhions,  a- 

0  vou  have  i  ut  eleveti  now.     Come,  I   charge  ^-ou 
h  go  with  me  ;  for  the  man  is  dead  that  you  aud  Pi- 

1  beat  among  you.  ...  •  r    j 
Do/   I'll  tell  thee  what,  thou  thm  man   tn  a  center ! 
will  have  you  as  fuundly   (wingM  for  this,  you  blue- 
ttlc  rogue!  you  filthy  familhM  corrcaioner!  if  you  be 
tfwine'd,  I'll  forfwear  halfkirtles. 
Bead   Co^^e   come,  you  ihe-knivht-crrant,  come. 
Hoji.    O,    that   right    (hould   thus    o'crcome   mghtl 
'ell,  of  fufferance  comes  eafe.                                , 
Dol.  Come,  you  rogue,  come;  bring  me  to  a  jultice. 
Hofi.  Yes,  come,  you  ftarv'd  blood  hound. 

Dol  Goodman  death,  goodman  bones! 

U6j}.  Thou  atomy,  thou! 

Del    Come,  you  ihm  thing:  come,  you  ralcal  . 

3tad.  Very  well.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE       VII. 
^  public  place  nar  Wefirn'mjler  abbey. 
Enter  two  Grooms  Jlrciv'uig  rjbes, 
.  Groom.  More  rufhes,  more  rulhcs. 
2  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  f>unded  twice. 
I  Grcom.    It  will  be  two  of  the  clock  ere  they  comc 
om  the  coronation:  difpatch,    difpatch. 

\Er.eunt  grooms. 
Enter  Fa'^afr  Shallow,  Piftol,  Bardo'.ph,  u;d  the  Bey. 
Fal-  Stand  here  by  me,  Mafter  Robert  Shallow.   _  I 
ill  make  the   King  do  you  grace :  1  will  leer  npon  him 
5  he  comes  by,  a:id  do  but  mark  the  countenance  that 
e  will  give  me. 
Pifl.  Blefs  thy  lungs,  good  Knight. 
Fal.    Come   here,   Piftol,  ftand  behind  ire.     O,    if  I 
ad  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  1  would  have 
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bfftow'd  the  ihoufand  pound  I  borrow'd   of  you.     Bui 
is  no  matter,  this  poor  (how  doth  better;  this   doth  io 
the  zeal  I  had  to  (eehira. 
Shal.  It  doth  Co. 

Fal.  It  (hews  njy  carnennefs  of  affwaion. 
Piji.  It  doth  (o, 
Fal.  My  detotion. 
Plji.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 
Fal.  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night,  and  not  to  d 
liberate,  not  to  remember,  not   to  have  patience  to  ft 
me. 

Shah  It  is  moft  certain. 

Fal.  But  to  fland  ftained  with  travel,  and  fweating  wii 
defire  to  fee  him,  think-ng  of  nothing  e!(e,  putting  . 
affairs  cKc  in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  elfe  to  I 
done  but  to  fee  him. 

Pifi.  'Tis  fcwper  idem;  for  ahfque  hoc  nihil  eft,    *J 
all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  part. 
Sial.  'Tis  Co,  indeed. 

PiJi.  My  Knight,  I  will  inflame  thy  noble  liver,  ac 
make  thee  rage. 

Thy  Dol  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts 
Is  in  hafe  durance  and  contagious  pri(bn ; 
Hal'd  thither  by  mechanic  dii-ty  hands. 
Rou(e  up  revenge  from  Ebon  den,  with  fell  AIe£lo'sfnafo 
For  Dol  is  in.     Piftol  fpeaks  nought  but  truth. 
Fal.  I  will  deliver  her. 
Pj/?.  There  roar'd  the  (ea  ;  and  trumpet-clangor  fou 

SCENE         VIII. 
7be  trumpets  found.     Enter  the  King,  and  his  train,  . 
Fal.  God  fave  thy  Grace,  King  Hal,  my  Royal  Half 
PiJi.  The  hcav'ns  thee  guard  and  keep,   mort  roya 
Lupof  fame! 

Fil.  God  Cave  thee,  my  fwcet  boy ! 

Ki-g.  My  Lord  Chief  Jnftice,  fpeak  to  that  vain  man, 

Ch.  Jufi.  Have  you  your  wits?  know  you  what  'tis  you 

fpeak. 
Fal.  My  King,  my  Jove,  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart. 
Kirig.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man  :  fall  to  thy  praycfS! 
SiQW  ill  vi  hite  hairs  become  a  fool  and  jefter  I 
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have  long  drcam'd  offuch  a  kind  of  man, 
0  furfcit  Ivvcirj,  Cn  old,  and  Co  prophenc; 
lit.  being  awake,  I  do  delpife  my  dream, 
lake  Icfs  tli>  body,  (hence!),  and  more  thy  grace; 
l^avc  gormardjying.     Know,  the  grave  doth  gape 
or  thee,  thrice  wider  than  tor  other  men. 
.eply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jeft. 
refume  not  that  I  am  the  thmg  1  was: 
ior  Htav'n  doth  know,  lb  Ihall  the  world  perceive, 
"hat  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  feif, 
la  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company. 
I^^hen  thou  doft  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 
Approach  me,  ^nd  tliou  ftiak  be  as  thou  wart, 
rhc  tutor  and  the  fctder  of  my  «lot&: 
'ill  then  I  bamfh  thee,  on  pain  ff  death, 
Ls  I  have  done  the  re(t  of  my  miHeade/s, 
|(o(  to  come  near  our  perfon  by  ten  miles, 
lor  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you, 
'bat  lack  of  means  inforcc  you  not  to  evil : 
\.nd  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  your f elves. 
\Ve  will,   accordng  to  your  ftrengihs  and  rjUaliries, 
|rive  you  advancement.     Be't  your  char_;^.,  ■'^ly  Lord, 
"o  fee  perform'd  the  tenor  of  our  v/oid. 
|:t  on.  [Ex.  King,  8i,c* 

SCENE       IX. 
Fal.  Mafter  Shallow,   I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 
^al  Ay,    marry.  Sir  John,    which   1  befeech  you  to 
ie  have  home  with  me. 
Fal.  That  can  hardly  be,    Mr  Shallow.     Do  not  you 
|rieve  at  this ;  1  (hall  be  ftnt  for  in  private  to  him  :  k«ok 
he  mull  leeni    thus  fo    the   world.      Fear   not  your 
Ifiancement,    1  will  be  the  man   yet  that   Ihall   make 
lou  great. 
Shal.  I  cannot  perceive  how,  unlefs  you  give  me  your 
>lel,    and  (tuff  me   «.ut    with   ilraw.     1  beitech  ynu, 
Sir  John,    let  me  have    five  hundred  of  my  thou- 
^ind. 
Fel.    Sir,   I  will  be  as  good    as   my  word.     Th  s  that 

heard,  was  but  a  cobur- 

Sbal.  A  colour,  1  ftr.r,  ihat  you  will  die  in,  Sii  J<  hn. 

FaU 
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FaU  Fear  no  colours:  go  with  me  to  dinner.  Cooi| 
Lieutenant  Piftol;  come,  Bardolph.  I  (hall  be  fent  f  | 
fcon  at  night. 

Enter  Chief  Jujlice  and  Prince  John. 

Ch.  J<ft.   Go,  carry  Sir  John  Falftuif  to  the  Fleet, 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

FaU  My  Lord,  My  Lord 

Ch.  Juji-  I  cannot  now  (peak,  I  will  hear  you  fboiK 
Take  them  away. 

Piji*  Si  for  tuna  me  torment  a,  ilfperare  me  content  a, 

lExeun<{ 
Marient  Lancaftcr  and  Chief  Jufike. 

Lin,  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  King's. 
He  hath  intent  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for; 
But  they  are  banifh'd,  till  their  converfations 
Appear  more  wife  and  raodcft  to  the  world. 

Ch  Jiiji.  And  fo  they  are. 

Lan.   The  King  hath  call'd  bis  parliament,  my  Lord| 

Cb.  Jufl,   He  hath. 

Lan    I  wili  lay  odds,  that  ere  this  year  expire, 
\Ve  bear  our  civil  fwords  and  native  fire 
As  far  as  France.     I  heard  a  bird  io  fing, 
AVhofe  mufjc,  to  my  thinking,  plcas'd  the  King. 
Come,  will  you  hence.''  [Exeut 

E    P     I    L     O     G    U    E. 

Spoken  by  a  Dancer. 

Flrfi,  m-j  fear;  then,  my  court\ly,  lafi,  my  fpsech.     ik 
ftar  is  your  difpleafure;    my  court  fy,  my  duty;  and  n 
fpeech,  to  beg  your  pant- ns.     If  you  lock  for  a  g'.od  fpcc* 
n.-u),  y.u  undo  me;  for  -what  I  have  to  fay  is  of  mne  on 
making,    and  -what,   indeed,    J  pould  fay,  -will,    J  doul 
prove  mine  oivn  marrir.g.     But  to  the  purpofe,  and  Jo 
the  venture.     Be  it  known  to  you,  (as  it  u  very  welljf 
T'fli  lately  here  tn  the  end  of  a  difpkafmg  ploy,  to  pray  yot 
patience  for  it,  and  to  promife  you  a  better.     J  did  mean,  it 
deed,  to  p.,y  you  -wiih  this ;  -which  if,  like  an  ill  venture, 
cemi  unluckily  home,  J  break;  andyoa,  my  gentle  creditor 
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hifi.    Hire  J  prom  fed  you  1  -would  he,  and  here  I  commit 
'  lodj  to  your  mercies :  bate  me  fbme,    and  I  will  pay  yoiA 
■»mr,  and,  as  mojl  debtors  do,  promife  you  infinitely. 

Jfmy  tonj^ue  cannot  iitrent  you  to  acquit  me,  -will  you 
\mrr.cnd  me  to  ufe  my  Ugs  ?  and  yet  that  were  but  light 
layment,  to  dunce  out  of  your  debt :  but  a  good  confAence 
\)Ul  make  ai.f  pojfible  faiisfaBicn,  and  fo  will  I,  All  the 
\entU-women  here  h.ive  fo' given  me;  if  the  gentlemen  -will 
|p/,  then  tin  gentlemen  do  not  agree  ivith  the  gentle-women^ 
\thkb  -was  never  feen  before  in  fuch  an  ajfembly. 
I  One  -word  more.  I  befeech  you.  Jf  you  be  not  too  much 
\«fd-with  fat  meat,  our  humble  author -will  continue  the 
\oty  -With  Sir  John  in  it,  and  make  y',u  merry  -with  fair 
I'atbarine of  Fiance,  -where,  for  any  thing  Ikno-w.  taWaff 
\tul  Jhall  die  of  a  fwcat,  utilefs  already  he  be  kiWd  -with 
\wT  hard  opinions  :  for  Oldcajtle  "  died  a  martyr,  and  this 
not  the  man.  My  tongue  is -weary :  -when  my  legs  are 
Iw,  J  -will  bid  you  good  night,  and  fa  kneel  down  before 
Iw;  but,  indeed,  to  fray  for  the  Queen, 


•  This  alludes  to  the  firft  play,   in  which  Sir  Jt4ia 
MdcafUc  was  put  for  Falftafii     Mr  Pope, 
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a7id  Eiiglijh  Soldiers,  vk\ 
other  Attendants. 


The  SCENE,  at  the  be^'mmng  of  the  play,    lies  in  £«J 
land;  but  after -uardi,  v: holly  in  France. 
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PROLOGUE. 

^  Ft  0  rr.ufe  offrc,  ihiit  ivould  cfcend 
I  he  bi  tgbttj]  heaven  oj  invention  I 


*  This  play  was  v.-rit  (as  epptars  from  a  paflage  in  rt 

chori 


\--\ 


King  Henry  V.  253 

4  k'wgJcm  for  a  Jia^^e,  princes  1$  /vff, 
'ind  nionarcbs  to  bikold  the  f-wellin^  fcene  ! 
~ben  jheuld  the  warlike  Hirry,  like  him/elf^ 
^ifume  the  port  of  Mars  ;  and,  at  his  hecls^ 
Ltajl}\{  in  like  ho.inds,  jhould fan.he,  Jword^  and firgf 
'touch  for  emplyment.     Pardon,  j^etiles  allf 
'beftit,  unrailed  fpirit,  that  hath  d jr*d, 
'/I  this  unworthy  Jcaffold,  to  hrin^  forth 
'0  great  ar,  objtff.     Can  this  cock- fit  hold 
'he  vajly  field  of  France  f  or  way  we  crantf 
"^iibin  tijiS  wooden  0,  the  very  cafkes 
'ktt  did  affngh:  the  air  ,it  Agincourt? 
\  pardon  ;  fuce  a  crooked  figure  may 
ittell  in  little  place  a  million  ; 
ini  let  us,  cyphers  to  this  great  accompt^ 
njour  imaginary  forces  work. 
Mppofe  within  the  girdle  oj  thcfe  walls 
Irt  now  confined  two  mighiy  monarchies  l 
^h$fe  high  up-reared,  and  abutting  fronts 
'erilous,  the  narrow  ocean  parts  a/under. 
'iece  out  our  imperfe^ions  with  your  thoughts  S 
fito  a  tboufahd  parts  divide  one  man^ 
ini  make  imaginary  pui^ance  : 
'hink,  when  we  talk  oJ  horfes.  that  you  fee  them 
'rinting  their  proud  hoofs  i'  th*  teceiiing  earth. 
'or  Uis  your  thoughts  that  now  muji  detk  our  Kings, 
'arrj  thtm  here,  and  there ;  jumping  o*er  times  -, 
*ttrning  tb*  acconjplijhment  of  many  years 
nto  an  hour  glaf  :  for  the  which  fupply^ 
WUmit  me  Chorus  to  this  hiflory; 
^bo,  prologue  like,  your  humtle  patience  pray, 
'enlly  to  hear,  kindly  to  juage,  our  play. 

lorus  to  the  fifth  a^)  at  the  time  of  the  Earl  of  EfTex's 
Hnmanding  the  forco  in  Ireland  in  tl>c  rei;,n  of  Q.  Eli- 
bcth,  and  not  till  after  fJenry  VI  had  been  played; 
i  may  be  Icen  by  the  conclufiun  of  this  play.    Mr  Pope, 
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j9n  cnUchamher  in  the  Englijb  court,  at  Kenllivorth. 

Enter  the  Archl'ifljop  of  Canterbury,  and  Bijhop  of  Ely* 

Cant.  Ik    /TY  Lord,  I'll  tell  you;   that  felf  bill  is  urg'dj 
j^^l     Which,   in   th*  eleventh  year  o'  th'  iaflj 
-A-  »  -■-  King's  reign, 

Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againft  us  pafs'd, 
But  that  the  fcambling  ahd  unquiet  time 
Did  pufh  it  out  of  further  queflion. 

Ely,  But  how,    my  Lord,  (hall  we  refift  it  now  ? 

Cant.  It  muft  be  thought  on.     If  it  pafs  againft  us, 
We  loft  the  better  half  of  our  poflRffijn: 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  teftament  have  given  to  the  church, 
"Would  they  ftrip  from  us;  be'ng  valu'd  thus  : 
As  much  as  would  maintain,   to  the  King's  honour, 
Full  fifn  en  earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  knights, 
Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  ef^iiires  ; 
And  to  relief  of  lazars,    and  weak  age 
Of  indigent  faint  fouls,   part  corporal  toil, 
A  hundred  alms-houfcs,    right  well  fupply'd  ; 
And  to  the  cofTcirsof  the  King,  befide, 
A  thoufand  pounds  by  th*  year.     Thus  runs  the  bill. 

Ely,   This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant.  *Twou!d  drii.k  the  cup  and  all. 

Ely.  B'Jt  what  prevention  ? 

Cant.  The  King  is  full  of  grace  and  fair  regard. 

Ely.   And  a  true  lover  of  rhe  holy  church. 

Cant.  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promis'd  it  not; 
The  breath  tw  fooner  (eft  his  father's  body, 
But  that  bis  wildnefs.  mortify'd  in  him, 
SeemM  to  die  too  ;  yea,  at  that  very  moment, 
ConGdcration,  like  an  angel,   came. 
And  whipp'd  th'  offending  Adam  out  of  hitn; 
Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradife, 
T'invclope  and  contain  celeftial  fpirits. 
Kever  was  fuch  a  fudden  fcholar  made  :  ^ 

l^evor  came  rcformatioo  in  a  ^d 
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"With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcow'rlng  faulu: 
JJor  ever  Hydra- heaJcd  wilfulncfs 
Sofoon  did  lofc  his  feat,  and  all  at  once, 
Jiiin  ihisKin^. 

Ely    \Vc*rc  b'efTed  in  the  change. 

Cant.   Hear  him  but  reafun  in  divinity, 
And,  all-admiring,    with  an  inward  wilh 
You  wduJd  difire,  the  King  were  made  a  Prelate 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonweaUh  affairs, 
You'd  fay,  it  hath  been  all  m  all  his  ftiidy. 
Lill  his  di  "couffe  of  war,   and  yon  (ball  hear 
A  fearful  battle  rendei  'd  you  in  mufic 
Turn  him  to  any  caufe  of  policy, 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  wiil  unloofe, 
Familiar  as  his  garter.      When  he  fpeaks. 
The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,    is  (till; 
And  the  mute  wonder  Inrkcthin  men's  cars, 
ToHeil  his  Iweet  and  h  meycd  (en'.enccs  : 
So  that  the  aft,  and  praftic  pait  of  lifi:, 
Miiftbe  the  mirtrefs  to  this  theorjque. 
Wti  ch  is  a  wonder  how  hi>  Grace  Ihould' glean  It, 
Since  his  aJJidtion  was  to  courles  vam  ; 
His  companies  unletrer'd,    riiJe,  and  floallow  ; 
His  hours  fiil'd  up  with  riots,    banquets,  (ports  ; 
And  never  noted  in  him  ^ny  ftudy, 
Any  retirement,  any  (cqueltration, 
From  optn  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely.  The  ftrawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle, 
And  whoUbmc  berries  thrive,   and  ripen  bcl), 
Neighboui'd  by  fruit  ofbdfcr  qti^lity  ; 
And  fo  the  I'rince  obfcur'd  his  contemplation 
Urider  the  veil  ofwildnefs  ;    which,  no  doubt, 
Grew  like  the  fummer  grals,    failed  by  night, 
Unfcen,  yet  crelcive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.  It  niuft  be  fo  :  for  miracles  are  ceas'd  : 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  admit  the  means, 
How  things  are  perfcfted. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  Lord,  - 

How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill, 
Urg'd  by  the  Commons  i  doth  his  Majefty 
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Incline  to  it,    or  no  ? 

Cant.  He  feems  indifferent; 
Or  rather  fwaylng  more  upon  our  part, 
Then  cheiifhing  th'  cxhibiters  againft  lis. 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty, 
Upon  our  fpiritual  convocation  ; 
And  in  regard  ofcaulesnow  in  hand, 
Which  I  have  open*d  to  his  Grace  at  large, 
As  touching  Fiance,    to  give  a  greater  Ami, 
Than  ever  at  one  time  ihe  clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predeccflors  pait  withal. 

J^/y.  How  did  this  offer  Teem  receiv*d,  my  Lord  ? 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  IVFajefty  : 
Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As  I  perceiv'd  his  Grace  would  fain  have  done) 
The  fcverals,  and  unhidden  paflages 
Of  his  true  titles  to  fome  certain  dukedoms, 
And,  generally,  to  the  crown  of  France, 
Dsriv'd  from  Edward  his  great-grandfather, 

Ely-  What  was  ih'  impediment  that  broke  this  off* 

Cai:t.  The  French  Ambaflador  upon  that  inflant 
Crav'd  audience;  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  corae 
To  g've  him  hearing.     Is  it  four  o'clock  ? 

FAy.  It  is. 

Car4.   Then  go  wcin  to  know  his  embafly  : 
Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guefs  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  word  of  it. 

Ely.  I'll  wait  upon  you,   and  I  long  to  hear  it.    {Ext 
SCENE     ir.         Openi  to  ihe  pre  fence. 
J^ntcr  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Clarence,  War| 
wick,  Weflmorland,    and  Exeter, 

K' Henry.  Where  is  my  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury  i| 

Exe.  Not  here  in  prefence. 

K  Henry.  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

WeJ}-  Shall  we  call  in  th*  ambaflador,  my  Liege  ? 

K,  Henry.  Not  yet,   my  coufin ;  we  would  be  refblv'il 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  fbme  things  of  weight, 
That  tafk  *  ourthoughts,  concerning  us  and  France. 


Talk,  for  employ  Jimply, 


Eatai 


Sc.2.  King  Henry  V.  257 

Enter  the  Jrchbijhop  of  Canterbury,  and  B'lpop  of  Ely. 

Cant.  God  and  his  angels  guardyour  facrcd  throne, 
And  make  you  long  become  it! 

K.  Henry.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 
My  Icarn'd  Lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed, 
And  juflly  and  religiouHy  unfold, 
"Why  the  law  Salike,  that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  (hould,    or  fhould  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  Lord, 
That  you  fhould  fafhion,   wreft,  or  bow  your  reading; 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  {bul 
With  opening  titles  mifcreate,    whofe  right 
Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth. 
For  God  doth  know,   how  many  now  in  health 
Shall  drop  their  blood,    in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  (hall  incite  us  to. 
Therefore  take  head  how  you  impawn*  our  perfbo; 
How  you  awake  our  fleeping  f*ord  of  war  : 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed. 
For  never  two  fuch  kingdoms  did  contend 
Without  much  fall  of  blood;  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,   a  fore  complaint, 
'Gainft  him  whofe  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  fwords, 
That  make  fuch  waftc  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  conjuration,   fpeak,  my  Lord  ; 
For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart, 
That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  yourconfcicncc  wa(h*d, 
As  pure  as  fin  with  baptifm. 

Cant.  Then  hear  me,   gracious   Sovereign,    and   you 
That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  /crvices,        [Peer?, 
To  this  imperial  throne,     f  There  is  no  bar 
To  makeagainft  your  Highnefs'  claim  to  France, 
But  this  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond  : 
Jn  terram  Salicam  mulieres  tie  fuccedant ; 
Atf  -woman  Jhall  fucceed  in  Salike  land  : 

•  Impawn,  for  engage  Jin^ply, 

f  This  -whole  fpetch  is  copied  (in  a  mannir  verbatim) 
from  HolPs  (bronicU,  Henry  V.  year  the  fecond,  folio  4. 
jL3i,  XXX.  xl.  &c,    Mr  Pope. 
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Which  Sa!ikc  land  the  French  unjufMy  gloze 

To  be  the  realm  of  France,   and  Pharamond 

The  founder  of  this  lavv  ^nd  female  bar. 

Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm, 

That  the  land  Salikel  esin  Germany, 

Between  the  floods  ')f  ^ala  and  of  Elve  : 

"Where  Charles  'he  Great,  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxony 

There  left  behind  and  ftttled  certain  French  : 

Who,  holding  indifdain  the  German  women, 

!Fof  (omedifhontft  manners  of  their  life, 

Ertablifh'd  then  this  law  ;    to  wit,  no  female 

Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salike  land; 

Whick  Sa'ike,   as  I  (aid,   *iw-xt  Elve  and  Sala, 

Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd  Metfen. 

Thus  doth  it,  well  appear,    the  Salike  law 

Was  not  dcviftd  for  the  realm  of  France. 

Nor  did  'he  Ficnch  pnfTefs  the  Salike  land> 

Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  yeais 

After  defunftion  of  King  Pharamond, 

(Idly  fuppOi'd  the  f  nmder  of  this  law), 

Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 

Four  hundred  twenty-fix  ;  and  Charles  the  Greafe 

Subdu'd  the  Saxons,  and  did  feat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala  in  the  year 

Eight  hundred  five.     BefiJcs,  their  writers  fay, 

King  Pepin,  which  depofed  Childerick, 

Did  as  heir-general  (being  defcended 

Of  Blithild,    which  was  daughter  to  King  Clothaif) 

Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France. 

Hugh  Capet  alfo,  who  ufurp'd  the  crown 

Of  Charles  the  Duke  of  Lorrain     fnle  heir  male 

Of  the  true  line  and  ft  >ck  of  Chailes  the  Great, 

To  fine  *  his  titles  wi^h  (bmefhews  of  truth, 

(Though,  in  pure  truth,    it  was  corrupt  and  naught). 

Convey 'd  himfelf  as  heir  to  th'  Lady  Lingare, 

Daughter  to  Charlemain,   who  was  the  fbn 

To  Lewis  th'  Emperor,  which  was  the  fbn 
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or  Charles  the  Great.     Alfo  King  Lewis  the  ninth  % 

"Who  was  folc  heir  to  the  ufurpcr  Capet, 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confcicnce, 

"Wearing  the  crown  of  France,   till  f^tisfy  d 

That  fair  Queen  Ilabei,    his  grandmt>thcr, 
-  Was  lineal  of  the  Lady  flrmcngete, 
.  I  paui;hter  to  Charles  the  forefa.d  Duke  of  Lorram  : 

By  the  which  match  the  line  of  Charles  the  Great 

Vas  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 

So  that,  as  clear  as  is  the  fummer's  fun,  ^ 

King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  claim, 

King  Lewis  his  poflefCon  f,  all  appear 

To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female. 

So  do  the  Kings  of  France  until  this  day.i 

Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salike  law, 

To  bar  your  Highnefs  claiming  from  the  female; 

And  rathrr  chufe  to  hiJe  them  tn  a  net, 

Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  titles, 

Ufurp'd  from  you  and  your  progenitors.  [claim  . 

K'  Henry.  May  I  with  right  and  confcience  make  this 
Cani.    The  fin  upon  my  head,    dread  Sovereign  ! 
For  in  the  book  of  Numbers  it  is  writ, 
"When  the  fon  t  dies,   let  the  inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  daughter.     Gracious  Lord, 
Stand  for  your  own,  unwind  your  bloody  flag: 
Look  back  intoyour  mighty  anccftois  ; 
Go,  my  dread  Lord,    to  your  greal-grandfire's  tomb, 
From  whom  you  claim  ;  invoke  his  warlike  fpitit  j 
And  your  greit  uncle  Edward  the  Black  Princcj 
Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  a  tragedy, 
Making  dtfeat  on  the  full  pow'r  of  France  j 
While  his  moft  mighty  father,   on  a  hill, 
Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp, 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  Nobility. 
0  noble  Englifh,  that  could  entertain 

•  tenth.    See  Hall,  loc.  cit.     Mr  Pope. 

f  Satisfatfion.     See  Hall,  loc.  cit.     Mr  Pope. 

i  Maa.    Sc  Hall,  loc.  cit.    Mr  Fopc. 
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"With  half  their  forces  the  full  pow'r  of  France; 
And  let  another  half  ftand  laughing  by, 
All  out  of  work,   and  cold  for  a£lion  ! 

£/y.  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead, 
And  with  your  puifilant  arm  renew  their  feats  ! 
You  are  their  heir,  you  fit  upon  their  throne  ; 
The  blood  and  courage  that  renowned  them. 
Runs  in  your  veins ;  and  my  thtice-puiflant  Liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-morn  of  his  youth, 
Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  entcrprizes. 

Exe.  Your  brother  kings  and  monarchs  of  the  earth 
Do  all  expe£i  that  you  (hould  roofe  yourfelf ; 
As  did  the  former  lions  of  your  blood. 
fFeJi.  They  know,  your  race  had  canfe,  and  meat 
and  might  : 

So  hath  your  Highncfs;  never  King  of  England 
Had  Nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  fubje^s  ; 
"Who(e  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England, 
And  lie  pavilion'd  in  the  field  of  France. 
O  let  their  bodies  follow,   my  dear  Liege, 
"With  blood,  and  fword,  and  fire,    to  win  your  right. 

Cant.   In  aid  whereof,    we  of  ihe  fpiritualty 
Will  rai(e  your  Highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  fum, 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  anccftors. 

K.Henry.  We  muft  not  only  arm  t*  invade  the  French 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Againft  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
"With  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  thofc  marches,  gracious  Sovereign, 
Shall  be  a  wall  fuffident  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Henry.   We  do  not  mean  the  courfing  fnatchcrs  onljrt 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
"Who  hath  been  Hill  a  g'ddy  neighbour  to  us: 
For  you  (hall  read,  that  my  great-grandfather 
Ne'er  went  with  his  full  fortes  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfurnifh'd  kingdom 
Came  pouring,  like  a  tide  into  a  breach, 
With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his  force; 
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■    Galling  the  gifared  land  with  hot  affays; 
Girding  with  grievous  ficge  caOles  and  towns; 
That  England,  being  empty  of  defence, 
Haih  (hook,  and  trembled,  at  thrill  neighbourhood. 

Cant.  She  Hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harm  d,  my 
For  hear  her  beft  exampled  by  btrfelf;  [Liege : 

When  all  her  chivalry  haih  been  in  France, 
And  the  a  mourning  widow  of  her  Nobles, 
She  bath  berfelfoot  only  well  defended, 
J  But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  Oray 
The  King  of  Scots ;  wh(  m  fhe  did  fend  to  France, 
To  fill  King  Edward's  fame  uith  prifoncr-kingsi 
^nd  make  his  chrofiicle  as  rich  with  prize, 
1  is  the  cuzy  bottom  of  the  (ea 
'ith  funken  wreck  and  fumlefs  treafuries. 
Ext.  But  thc-e's  a  faying  very  old  and  true,      .  ,     .   , 
1/lhat  you  -will  France  -win,  tkn  vitb  Scotland  fir Jt  Icgitt   • 
^or  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  piey, 
To  her  unguarded  neO  the  weazel  Scot, 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  princely  eggs; 
Playing  the  moufe  in  abfence  of  the  cat, 
To  taint,  and  havock,  more  than  fhe  can  eat. 

Ely.  It  follows  then,  the  cat  muft  ftay  at  home, 
Yet  that  is  but  a  'fcu^,'d  t  nectflity; 
Since  we  have  locks  to  fafeguard  neccUaries, 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  band  doih  fight  abroad, 
flTh'sdvifeo  head  defends  itfclf  at  home: 
MFor  government,   though  high,   and  low,  and  lower, 
|i  pHt  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  ccnfcnt; 
Congreeing  in  a  full  and  natural  dcfc, 
Like  n-.uf)c. 

Cant.  Therefore  Heaven  doth  divide 
The  ftate  of  man  in  divers  tunftions, 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion  : 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt, 
Obedience;  for  fo  work  the  honey-bees; 

•  HaWi  chronlclff  Hen.  V.  year  2.  foi.  7.  p.  2.  x.  Pope, 
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Creatures,  that  by  a  ruling  riature  teach 

The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 

They  have  a  king,  and  officers  ot  fort : 

Vhere  fome,  like  magirtrates.  corrt^  at  home; 

Others,  like  metchant-ventureis,  frede  abroad; 

Others,  like  foldiers,  armed  in  thtir  flings. 

Make  boot  upon  the  fummer's  velvet-buds; 

"Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 

To  the  tent-royal  ofihcir  emperor; 

"Who,  bufied  in  h;s  majcHy,  (urveys 

The  finging  mafon  building  roots  of  g>Id  • 

The  civil  citizens  heading  up  the  honey  • 

The  poor  mechanic  porters  crouding  in 

Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate; 

The  fad  ey'd  juftice,  with  his  furly  hum, 

delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 

The  lazy  yawning  dione.     I  this  infer, 

That  many  things,  haviag  full  reference 

To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioufly: 

As  many  arrows,  Iro^d  feveral  ways. 

Come  to  one  mark :  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  towit^ 

As  many  frcfh  ftreams  meet  in  one  fait  lea; 

As  many  lines  clofe  in  the  dial's  centre; 

So  many  a  thonfand  anions,  't  once  a-foor, 

End  in  ore  purpofe,  and  be  ail  well  borne 

\V'ithoul  defeat.     Therefore  to  France,  my  Liege. 

Divide  your  happy  England  into  four  ; 

Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France; 

And  you  withal  fball  m.ke  all  Gallia  fhake; 

If  we,  wi:h  thiice  foch  powers  left  at  home, 

Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog, 

Let  us  be  worried;   and  our  naiion  lofe 

The  name  of  haidinefs  and  p.-licy. 

K  Henry   Call  in  the  mefKngers  ft nt  from  the  Dauphli 
Now  are  we  well  refolv'd;   and  by  God's  help 
And  yours,   the  n  blc  finews  of  our  power, 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.      There  we'll  fit, 
Ruling  .n  large  and  ample  empery, 
O'er  f'rancc,  and  ail  her  almoU  kingly  dukedoms; 
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)r  lay  thcfe  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 

romHlcfi,  with  D'i  rrmemSrapce  over  them. 

■jthcr  our  h  Hory  fliall  with  full  mouth, 

peak  ftc  ly  of  our  a£t«      or  elle  our  gravf, 

.ike    rurkiih  mu'e,   (ha'l  have  a  tnnguclefs  mouth, 

Jot  wo»(hipp'J  wiih  a  waxen  epitaph. 

SCENE     ril.       Enter  .4m  c fader s  of  France^ 
Jow  are  wc  well  prtpar'd  to  know  the  pleafure 
If  bur  fair  cciifi     Dauphin;  for  we  hear, 
.'our  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  King. 

Ami}.  Mav't  pleafe  your  Majefty.  to  give  us  learc 
'reely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge: 
)r  fhall  we  fparinglv  (hew  you  far  off 
rbe  Dauphin's  meaning,  and  our  embafly  ? 

K.H  nry.   We  are  no  tyrant,  hut  a  Chriftian  King, 
Into  whoie  grace  *  our  paffion  is  as  fuSjcft, 
IS  are  ourAvretches  fetter'd  in  our  prifons: 
Therefore,  with  frai  k  and  with  uncuibed  plainnc/s, 
Tell  us  the  Diuphin's  n'nd. 

j4m!>    Thus  then,  in  few. 
'our  Highnefs,  lately  lending  into  France, 
)id  claim  fbme  certain  dukedoms  in  the  tight 
)fyoiir  great  prc.lecerTor,  Edward  the  Third. 
0  anfwer  of  which  claim,  the  Prince  our  mafter 
ays,  that  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth ; 
knd  bids  you  be  advifcd  :  there's  nought  in  France, 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galliard  won; 
Jfou  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there; 
^e  therefore  fends  you  (meeter  for  your  fpirit) 
this  tun  of  treafurc  ;  and  in  lieu  of  this, 
^cfircs  you,  let  the  dukedoms  that  you  claim, 
ricar  no  more  of  you.     This  the  Dauphin  Ipcaks. 

K.Henry.   What  treafure,  uncle? 
Exe.   Tennis  balls,  my  Liege. 

KtHmry,  Wc'eglad  the  Dauphin  is  fo  plcafantwlth  USi 

U  prefent,  and  your  pains,  we  thank  you  for. 

'ben  wc  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  thck  balls, 

•  i,  e.  the  Cbrijiian  grace^ 
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We  will  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  fet, 

Shall  Alike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard. 

Tell  him,  h'ath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  wrangler, 

That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  difturb'd 

"With  cbaces.     And  we  underdand  him  well. 

How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  days; 

>Jot  mcafuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  them. 

We  never  valu'd  this  poor  (ear  of  England; 

And  therefore,  living  hence,  did  give  our/elf 

To  barb'rous  licence;  as  'tis  ever  common, 

That  men  are  merrieft  when  they  are  from  home* 

But  tell  the  Dauphin.  I  will  keep  my  ftate, 

Be  like  a  King,  and  (hew  my  fail  of  greatnefs, 

When  I  do  roufe  me  in  my  throne  of  France. 

For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  majefty, 

And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  days  ; 

But  I  will  rife  there  with  Co  full  a  glory, 

That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  Franre; 

Yea,  Orike  the  Oauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 

And  tell  the  plealant  Prince,  this  mock  of  his 

Hath  turn'd  his  balls  to  gun-flones ;  and  his  foul 

Shall  fland  fore  charged  for  the  waftcful  vengeance 

That  ftiall  fly  with  them.     Many  thoufand  widows 

Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  hufbands; 

Mock  mothers  from  their  fons,  mock  caftles  down; 

And  fome  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn, 

That  (hall  have  caufe  to  curfe  the  Dauphin**  (corn. 

But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal;  and  in  whole  name. 

Tell  you  the  Dauph  n,  I  am  coming  on 

To  venge  me  as  I  may;    and  in  whole  name. 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  caufe. 

So  get  you  hence  in  peace,  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 

His  jeft  will  favour  but  of  (hallow  wit, 

When  thoufands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 

Convey  them  with  faic  conduct.     Fare  ye  well. 

lExeunt  ^mbajfadort 

Exe.  This  was  a  merry  mtfTage. 

K>  Henrjf,  We  hope  to  make  the  fender  blufh  at  it  r 

Therefor6*G 
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Therefore,  my  Lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 
Th«t  may  gire  furth'rance  to  our  expedition ; 
For  we  have  now  no  thoughts  in  us  but  France, 
Save  thofc  to  God,  that  run  before  our  bufincft. 
Therefore  let  our  proportions  for  thcfc  wars 
Be  foon  collected,  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
That  may  with  rcafonable  fwiftnefs  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings:  for,  God  before, 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  man  now  tafk  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  aftion  may  on  foot  be  brought.         l^Exeuttf, 
SCENE         IV. 
Before  Qukkly^s  houfe  in  Eaji-cheap. 
Enter  Corporal  Nym,  end  Lieuteuant  Bardolph. 

^crd,  "Well  met,  Corporal  Nym. 

Nym.  Good-morrow,  Lieutenant  Bardoiph. 

3ard.  What,  are  Ancient  Piftol  and  you  friends  yet? 

Nym.  For  my  part,  I  care  not:  I  fay  little;  but  when 
ime  (hall  ferve,  there  (ball  be  [fmilei.'].  But  that  (hall 
»e  as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight,  but  I  will  wink  and  hold 
tut  mine  iron  :  it  is  a  fimple  one  ;  but  uhat  though  ?  it: 
'  vill  toaft  cheefe,  and  it  will  endure  cold  as  another  man's 
word  will ;  and  there's  an  end. 

Bird    I  will  beftow  a  breakfaft  to  make   yoa  friends 
nd  we'll  be  all  three  fivoin  brothers  to  France:  let  it  be 
i),  good  Corporal  Nym. 

Nym.  'Faith,  I  will  live  (b  long  as  I  may,  that's  the 
trtain  of  it ;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  1  will 
oas  I  may;  that  is  my  reft,  that  is  the  rendezvous 

Mt. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  Corporal,  that  he  is  married  to 
•Jell  (Quickly ;  and  certainly  fhe  did  you  wrong,  for  you 
/ere  troth-plight  to  her. 

Nym.  1  cannot  tell,  things  muH  be  as  they  may ;  mea 
lay  deep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about  them 
t  that  time;  and  fomc  fay,  knives  have  edges:  it  muft 
c  as  It  may ;  though  patience  be  a  tir'd  dame,  yet  (be 
-j  Ijplod;    there  muU  be  concluHons;    well,   I  cannot 

^©^•IV.  Z  Enter 
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Enter  Piftol  and  Qiiickly. 

Bard.  Here  comes   Ancient  Piftol  and  his  wife;   goodj 

Corporal,  be  pitient  here.     How  now,  mine  hoft  Piftol? 

Fiji,  Bate   tyke,    call'ft   thou   me  hoft?  now  by  this 

hand,  I  fwear,  I  (corn  the  term;  nor  (hall  my  Nell  keep 

lodgers. 

^>ick  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long  :  for  ue  cannot 
lodge  and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen,  that 
live  honeftly  by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will  be 
thought  we  keep  a  bawdy-hou(e  ftraight.  O  welliday, 
Lady,  if  he  be  not  drawn  !  Now  we  (hail  fee  wilful  aduU 
tery  and  murther  committed. 

Bsrd.  Good  Lieutenant,  good  Corporal,  offer  nothing 
here. 

'    Nym.  Pi  Hi! 

Fiji.  Pi(h  for  thee,  Ifland  dog;  thou  prick-ear'd  curl 
of Ifland. 

Oukk.  Good  Corporal  Nyno,  (hew  thy  valour,  and  put 
up  thy  fword. 

Aj-w.  Will  ycu  fhog  off?   I  would  have  yon/olus, 
Fiji'  Solus,  cgrtgious  dog!  O  viper  vile! 
Thtfolus  in  thy  moft  marvellous  face, 
The  folus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat. 
And  m  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy ; 
And,  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nafty  mouth. 
I  do  retort  the  folus  in  thy  bowels; 
For  1  can  rake,  and  Piftol's  cock  is  up, 
And  flafhing  fire  will  follow. 

Nym.  I  am  not  Barba(bn,  you  cannot  conjure  me: 
have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well;  if  yoB^ 
grow  foul   with  rre,  Pillol,  I  will  fcour  you  with  my  ra* 
pier  as  I  may,  in  fair  terms      If  you  would   walk  off,  ] 
would  prick  your  guts  a  little  in  good  terms  as  I  may, 
and  thiit'sthe  humour  of  it. 

Fiji.  O  braggar'd  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doating  death  is  near  : 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me,  what  I  fay:  he  that  rtrikei 
the  firf^  ftrokc,  I'll  run  him  up  to  the  hilts  as  I  am  a  fol- 
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Pifi.  An  oafh  of  mickle   might;  and  fury  fhall  abate, 
G  vc  mc  thy  ti(l,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give: 
L  Xhy  fpirits  are  moff  tall. 

Nym.  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  othc  in  fair 
llernis,   that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pj,'?.  Co.pe  a  gorge,    that  is  the  word.     I  de'y  thee 
aga  n. 

0  liound  of  Crete,  think'ft  thou  my  fpcufe  to  get? 
Ho,  to  the  fpirtle  go, 

And  from  the  pnwd'ring  tub  of  infamy 
Fetch  forih  the  lazir  kite  of  Crcflid's  kind, 
Doll  Tear-dieet,  fhe  by  name,  and  her  cfpoufe. 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold  the  quondam  Qu'ckly 

For  ih'  only  (he;  and  ^aucaj  theie's  enough  ;  go  to. 

iinter  the  boy. 
"Boy.  Mine  hoft  Pirtol,  you  muft  come   to  my  mafler, 
\,  and   you,    hoflefs:    he  is   very  fick,  and   would  to  bed. 
''  Good  bardolph,  put  thy  noft  between  his  (heets,  and  do 
the  office  of  a  warming  pan  :  'faith  he's  very  ill. 
Bard.  Away,  you  rogue. 

Quick  By  my  troth  he'll  yield  the  crow  a  pudding  one 
of  thefe  days;  the  King  has  kill'd  his  heart.  Good  hud 
band  come  home  prefently.  {Exit  Quickly, 

Brad.  Come,  (hail  I  make  you  two  fiiend.s?  we  muft 
to  France  together  :  why  the  devil  (hould  we  keep  knives 
to  cut  one  another's  throats? 

'     Pifi.    Let  floods  o'erfwell,   and  fiends  for  food    how 
on! 
Nym.  You'll  pay   roe  the  eight  (hillings  I  won  of  you 
at  betting? 

Fiji.  ba(e  is  the  (lave  that  pays. 

l\ym.  That  now  I  will  have;  that's  the  humour  of  It* 

Pijl'  As  nianliood   (hall  compound,   pu(h  home. 

{Dravf, 
Bard.  By  this  fword,  he   that  makes  the  firft  thruft, 
ni  kill  him;  by  this  fword,  I  will. 

Fiji.  Swoid  is  an  oaiii,  and  oaths  naud  have  their 
courfe. 

3ard»   Corporal  Nym,   an'  thou  wilt  be  friends,   be 

Z  f  ftiendsj 


268 


King  Henry    V. 


Aanl 


friends ;  an*  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with  mj 
too  ;   pr'ythee  put  up. 

Piji.  A  noble  fhalt  thou  have  and  preftnt  pay  j 
And  liquor  l.kewife  will  I  give  to  thee; 
And  friendilvp  (hail  combine  an  J  brotherhood. 
I'll  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  (hall  live  by  me. 
Is  not  this  juH  i  for  I  Ihall  futler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand.  - 

Nym.  I  fhall  have  my  noble  ?  \ 

P:j}.  In  cafh  moft  juflly  paid. 

Njfm,  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  oPt. 
Re- enter  Quickly. 

Qjtkk.  As  ever  j'ou  came  of  women,  come  in  quick 
to  Sir  John :  ah,  pour  heart,   he  is  Co  Ihak'd   of  a  bura 
ing  quotidian  tertian,  that  it    is  mod  lamentable  to  b 
hold.     Sweet  men,  come  to  him. 

Nym.  The  King  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  Knigl 
that's  the  even  of  it. 

Fiji.  Nym,  thou  haft  (poken  the  right,  his  heart  U\ 
firafled  and  corroborate. 

Nym.  The  King  is  a  good  King,  but  it  muft  be  as  it 
day  ;  he  paflesfomc  humours  and  careers. 

Fiji-  Let  us  condole  the  Knight;  for,  lambkins !  we 
will  live.  lExeunt* 

A  C  T    II.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Chorus*  "VJO^  3II  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
JL^    And  niken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies: 
Now  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 
Reigns  foleiy  in  the  brcaft  of  every  man. 
They  (ell  the  padure  now,  to  buy  the  horfe ; 
Following  the  mirror  of  all  Chriftian  kings, 
"With  winged  heels,  as  Englilh  Mercuries. 
Tor  now  fits  Expe£lation  in  the  air, 
And  hides  a  fwcrd  from  hilts  unto  the  point 
"With  Clowns  imperial ;  crowns,  and  coronetS| 
PromisM  to  Harry  and  his  followers. 

The 
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The  Frcncb,  advls'd  by  good  intelligence 
Of  this  moft  dreadful  preparation, 
Shake  in  their  fear;   and  with  pale  policy 
Seek  to  divert  the  Englilh  purpofes. 
0  England!  model  to  thy  inward  greatnefi, 
Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart ; 
"What  might'ftthou  do.  that  honour  would  thee  do, 
Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural! 
But  fee,  thy  fault  France  hath  in  thee  found  out; 
A  ncrt  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  he  fills 
With  treach'rous  crowns ;  and  three  corrupted  men. 
One,  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge,  and  the  fecond, 
Henry  Lord  Scroop  of  Mafham,  and  the  third, 
Sir  Thomas  Grey  Knight  of  Northumberland, 
Have  for  the  guilt  of  France  (O  guilt  indeed!) 
•Confirm'd  confpiracy  with  fearful  France: 
And  by  their  hands,  this  grace  of  kings  muft  die, 
If  hell  and  treafon  hold  their  promifes, 
Ere  he  take  (hip  for  France.     Then  in  Southampton 
Linger  your  patience  on,  and  well  digeft 
Th'  abufe  of  diOance,  while  we  farce  a  play. 
The  fum  is  paid,  the  traitors  are  agreed. 
The  King  is  let  from  London,  and  the  fcene 
Is  now  tranfpoitcd,  gentles,    to  Southampton  : 
There  is  the  play-houfe  now,  there  muft  you  (it; 
And  thence  to  France  (hall  we  convey  you  fafe, 
And  bring  you  back;  charming  the  narrow feas 
To  give  you  genile  pa(s :  (or  if  we  may, 
"We'll  not  offend  one  ftomach  with  our  play. 
But,  till  the  King  come  forth,  and  not  till  then, 
Uuto  Southampton  do  ue(hiftour  fcene.  [Exitt 

SCENE         IL  Southampton. 

Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Wtftmoriand. 

Bed.  'Fore  God,  his  Grace  is  bold  to  truft  thefe  traitors. 

Exe.  They  (hdll  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

Weji.  How  Imooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themlclves, 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bofom  fat. 
Crowned  with  (aith  and  conftant  loyalty ! 

Bed    The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

2  3  Exe. 
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Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow, 
Whom  he  hath  lull'd  and  cloy'd  with  gracious  favours; 
That  he  fhould  for  a  foreign  purfe  (b  fell 
His  Sovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery! 

[Trumpets  faun. 
Enter  the  King,  Scroop,  Cambridge,    Grey,    and  Attem 
anti. 

K.  Henry.  No*'  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard] 
My  Lord  of  Cambridge,  and  my  Lord  of  Mafham, 
And  you,  my  gentle  Knight,  give  me  your  thoughts: 
Think  you  not,  that  the  pow'rs  we  bear  with  us, 
"Will  cut  their  paflage  through  the  force  of  France; 
Doing  the  execution  and  the  a£^ 
For  which  we  have  in  aid  aflembled  them  ? 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  Liege  ;  if  each  man  do  hrs  htW 

K  Henry.  I  doubt  not  that ;  fince  we  are  well  pcrfuadcd 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  others : 
>Jor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wilh 
Succefs  and  conquefl  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd,  and  lov*d, 
Than  is  your  Majefly;  there's  not  a  fubjeft, 
That  fits  in  heart-grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  (hade  of  your  government. 

Grey.  True;  thofe  that  were  your  father's  enemies, 
Have  fteept  their  gauls  in  honey,  and  do  (erve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

K.  Henry,  We  therefore  have  gresrt  caule  of  thank- 
And  (hall  forget  the  office  of  our  band,  [fulncfejj 

Sooner  than  quittance  *  of  defert  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthineft. 

Scroop.  So  fervice  Ihall  with  fteeled  finews  toil  i 
And  labour  (hall  refrelh  itfelf  with  hope, 
To  do  your  Grace  inceflant  (ervices. 

K.  Henry.  We  judge  no  lefs.     Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Enlarge  the  man  committed  yefterday. 
That  rail'd  againft  our  perfbn:  we  confJder, 
It  was  excefs  of  wine  that  let  him  on, 
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And  on  his  more  advice  we  pardon  him. 

Scrr^op.  That's  mercy,  hut  too  much  (county; 
Let  him  be  punKhM.  Sovereign,  left  example 
Breed  (hy  his  fuff Vance'  moreof  fuch  a  kind. 

K  Henry    O,  let  us  yet  be  mercifal. 

Cam.  So  may  your  HighneR  and  yet  punifh  too. 

Grey    You  (hew  great  mocy,  if  you  give  him  life, 
After  the  tafte  of  much  corrt£lion. 

K.  Henry.   Alas!  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  mc 
Are  heavy  orifons  'gainft  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults,   proceeding  on  diftemper*, 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at    how  fhall  we  ftretch  our  eye, 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  fwallow'd  and  digcAed, 
Appear  before  u?  ?   We'll  yet  enlarge  that  man. 
Though  Cambridge,    Scroop,    and   Grey,    in  their  dear 
And  tender  prefervation  of  our  perfbn,  [care 

"Would  have  him  punifh 'd.     Now  to  our  French  caufesj 
Who  are  the  late  commiflioners? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  Lord. 
Your  Highnefs  bade  mc  alk  for  It  to-day. 

Scroop.  So  did  you  mc,  my  Liege. 

Grey.  And  I,  my  Sovereign. 

K.  Henry,  Then,   Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge,    there 
isyour's; 
There  your's,  Lord  Scroop  of  Ma  ill  am;  and,  Sir  Knight, 
Grey  of  Northumberland,  this  fame  is  your's; 
Read  them,  and  know  I  know  your  worthinefs. 
My  Lord  of  Weftmorland  and  uncle  Exeter, 
We  will  aboard  to-night.     Why,  how  now,  Gentlemen? 
What  fee  you  in  thofe  papers,  that  you  lo(e 
So  much  complexion  ?  look  ye,  how  they  change! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper.     Why,  what  read  you  there, 
That  hath  (6  cowarded,  and  chas'd  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance? 

Cam.  I  confeis  my  fault, 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  Hlghne(s*  mercy. 

Grey,  S:roop.  To  which  we  all  appeal. 

K»  Henry.  The  mercy  that  was  ^^uick  in  us  but  late, 

•  i:  Cr  fdden  fajpcnu 

3y 
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By  your  own  counfel  is  fupprefs'd  and  kill'd  : 

You  muft  not  dare  for  fhame  to  talk  of  mercy  ; 

For  your  own  reafons  turn  into  your  bofbms, 

As  dogs  upon  their  mafters,  worrying  you. 

See  you,  my  Princes  and  my  Noble  Peers, 

Thefe  Englifh  monfters!   My  Lord  Cambridge  here, 

You  know  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 

To  furnilh  him  with  all  appertinents  i?| 

Belonging  to  his  honour;  and  this  man 

Hath  tor  a  few  light  crowns  lightly  confpir'd, 

And  fworn  unto  the  praftices  of  France 

To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton.     To  the  which, 

This  Knight,  no  lefs  for  bounty  bound  to  us 

Than  Cambridge  is,  hath  likewife  fworn.     But  0! 

What  (hall  I  fay  to  thee,  Lord  Scroop,  thou  cruel, 

Ingrateful,  favage,  and  inhumane  creature! 

Thou  that  didO  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counfels, 

That  knew 'ft    he  very  bottom  of  my  foul, 

That  almoft  might'ft  have  coin'd  me  into  gold, 

"Would'ft  thou  have  pradis'd  on  mc  for  thy  ufe: 

May  it  be  p(  (lible  that  foreign  hire 

Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  fpark  of  evil, 

That  might  annoy  my  finger?    'Tis  Co  flrange. 

That  though  the  truth  of  it  ftand  ofFas  grofs 

As  black  from  white,  my  eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it. 

Trcafon  and  murder  ever  kept  together, 

As  two  yoke-devils  fworn  to  cither's  purpofe; 

"Working  Co  grofsly  'in  a  natural  caule. 

That  admiration  did  not  whoop f  at  them. 

But  thou,  'gainft  all  proportion,  didft  bring  io 

Wonder  to  wait  on  treafon,  and  on  murther: 

And  whatfbever  cunning  fiend  it  was, 

That  wrought  upon  thefe  fu  prepoft'roufly, 

Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence: 

And  other  devils  that  fuggeft  by-treafons, 

Do  botch  and  bungle  up  damnation, 


*  Grofsly, /c?r  commonly. . 

t  Whoop,  of  ivhUh  the  author  makss  a  vtrlf  ii  a  noM 
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With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fctch'd 

From  glift'ring  fcmblances  of  piety  : 

But  he  that  tcmper'd  thee,  bade  thee  ftand  up; 

Gave  thee  no  inilance  why  thou  (houldft  do  trcafbn, 

Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 

If"  that  fame  djemon  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus, 

Should  with  his  lion  gate  walk  the  whole  world. 

He  might  return  to  vally  Tartar  back, 

And  tell  the  legions,  I  can  never  win 

A  foul  fo  eafy  as  that  Engiifliman's. 

Oh,  how  hall  thou  with  jealouly  infe£\ed 

The  fwcclncfs  of  affiance  !  Shew  men  dutiful? 

"Why  fo  didft  thou:  or  (eem  they  grave  and  learned? 

"Why  fo  didft  thou:  come  they  of  noble  family.^ 

Why  Co  didft  thou :  fcem  they  religious  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou  :  or  are  they  fpare  in  diet, 

iFree  from  grofs  paffion,  or  of  mirth,  or  anger, 

Conftant  in  Ipirit,  not  fwerving  with  the  blood, 

tCarnilh'd  and  deck'd  in  modeft  complement*, 

iNot  working  with  the  ear,  but  with  the  eye, 

And  but  in  purged  judgment  truQing  neither? 

Such,  and  fo  finely  boulted  didft  thou  feera. 

And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 

To  mark  the  full-fraught  man,  the  beft  endu*d. 

With  fome  fufpicion.     I  will  weep  for  thee. 

For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 

Another  fall  of  man. Their  faults  are  open  ; 

Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  law, 
And  God  accjuit  them  of  their  pra£tices! 

Exe.    I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,    by  the  name  of 
"Rtcbard  Earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arrert  thee  of  high  treafon,   by  the  name  of  Henry 
Lord  Scroop  %f  Majham. 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon  by  the  name  of  Thomas 
Grey,  Knight  cf  Noitbumherland. 

Scroop.  Our  purpofes  God  juflly  hath  difoover'd, 
And  I  icpent  my  fault,  more  than  my  death; 
Which  I  befeech  your  Highnefs  to  forgive, 

•  i.  C.  fulncfs. 

Although 


274  Ki"g  Henry  V.  A£li| 

Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me,  the  gold  ot  France  did  not  (educe, 
Alth  u^h  [  did  admit  it  a*  a  motive 
The  fjoner  to  effcft  what  I  intended; 
But  God  be  fhanktd  for  prevention, 
Which  f  in  fuff'snce  heartily  rejoice  for, 
Beftech  n^  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Grey.   Never  did  fa-thftil  fuhjeft  more  rejoict 
At  the  d  fcovery  of  moft  danqerous  trcafon, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  myfclf, 
prevented  from  a  damned  enterpriie.  * 

My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon.  Sovereign. 

K.  Henry.    God  quit  you  in  his  mercy !    hear  yoi 
ft n fence ; 
You  have  confpir'd  againft  cur  Roya!  pcrfbn, 
Join'd  with  an  enemy  proclaim 'd,  and  from  his  coffers 
Rtceiv'd  the  golden  earned  of  our  death; 
"Wherein  you  would  have  (bid  your  King  to  flaughter^ 
His  princcrs  and  his  p-  ers  to  fervitude, 
H.'S  funjeOs  to  opprcilion  and  contempt, 
And  his  whole  kingdom  into  defolation. 
Touching  our  perfin,  feek  we  no  revenge; 
But  we  our  kingdom's  fafety  mull  fo  tender, 
Whofe  ruin  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.     Go  therefore  henee, 
Poor  miferable  wretches,  to  your  death; 
The  tafte  wherec;f  God  of  his  mercy  give 
You  patience  to  endure;   and  true  repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences!    Bear  them  hence.        \ExtU\ 
Now,  Lords,  fur  France;  the  enterpr.fe  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorious 
"We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war. 
Since  God  fo  gracioufly  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  treafon  lurking  in  our  way, 
To  hinder  our  beginning.     Now  we  doubt  not, 
But  ev'ry  rub  is  linoothed  in  our  way: 
Then  forth,  dear  countrymen  ;  let  us  deliver 
Our  puiflance  into  the  hand  of  God, 
Putting  it  ilraight  in  expedition* 

Chcarl 
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1  !hearly  to  Tea;  the  fipns  of  war  advance  ; 
'  io  King  of  England,  if  not  King  of  France.        [Exeunt. 
S    C    K    N    E     III. 
Charge!  to  Qtikkys  boufe  in    Koji-chcap, 
Enter  Pittol,  Nym,   BarJo!pb,  B'^y,  a«£^  Qoirkly.  ^ 
Qu'uk.  Pr'yhee,    honey-fwect  hufband,    let  me  bring 

I  thee  to  Staines. 

Tift    No  ;  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yern. 
{ardolph,  be  blythe;  Nym,   roufe  thy  vaunting  veins; 
toy,  brillle  thy  courage  up:  for  Faiftaff  he  is  dead, 
ind  we  muft  yern  therefore. 
Bard.  Would  I  were  v\ith  him  wheredmc'cr  he  is,  ci-. 
her  in  heaven  or  in  hell. 
Quick.    Nay,  fure  he's   not  in  hell  ;    he's  in   Arthur's 
jlbm..  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  bofom.     Ke  made 
finer  end,  and  went  away  an'  it  had  been  any  Chriftom 
hild  ;    a'  parted  even  juft  between   twelve  and  one,  evea 
t  the  turning  o' th' tide :    for  after  I   faw  him    fumble 
ith  the  ftieefs,    and  play  with  flowers,    and   fmile  upon 
{    is  fingers*  end,    I  knew  there  was  but  one  way,    for  his 
o(c   was  as    fliarp  as  a   pen*.      How   row,    Sir  John? 
joth  I :    what,   man,  be  of  good  cheer:   fo  a'  cried  out, 
lod,   God,  God,  three  or  four  times.     Now  I,  to  com- 
brt  him,  bid  him,  a'  fhou'd  not  think  of  G^d;     I  hop'd 
here  was  no  need    to   trou;  le  himfelf   with    any   fuch 
houghts  yet:     fo   a'  bade   me   lay  more   cloaths  on  his 
cct.     I  put  my  hand    into  the   bed,  and  felt  them,    and 
bey  were  as  cold  as  a  Aone:    then  I  felt  to  his  knees, 

•  Thefe  "words,  and  a  table  of  green  fields,  though  m« 
'irted  tn  all  the  fubfequent  editions  after  the  tt/ord  pen,  are 
tit  to  be  found  iv  the  old  editions  of  1600  avd  1608  This- 
uonfenfe  got  into  all  thef  editions  by  a  plea/ant  mijlake  of  the 
9age  editors,  ivho  pnt.ted  f>om  the  common  piecemeal- 
written  parts  in  the  play-houfe.  A  table  -was  here  dire  Red 
■0  be  brought  in  (it  being  a  fcene  in  a  taver.  -xuhere  they 
irink  at  parting),  -and  this  direBijn  crept  into  the  text  from 
'be  margin.  Greenfield  was  the  name  of  the  properly  man 
'n  that  limey  -who  furnifo^d  implements,  5;c.  for  the  aHors* 
a  tabic  of  Greenfield's.    Mr  Pope, 

and 
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and  Co  upward,   and  upward ;    and  all  was  cold    as  «ni 
(lone. 

Nym.  They  fay  he  cried  out  of  fack. 

^ick.  Ay,  and  that  a'  did. 

Boy.  And  of  women,   s 

^ick.  Nay,  that  a'  did  not. 

£oj.  Yes,  that  he  did ;  and  Hiid  they  were  devils  ii 
carnate. 

£uick.  A'  could  never  abide  carnation,  *twas  a  col 
he  never  lik'd. 

Boy.  He  faid  once,  the  deule  would  have  him  aboai 
women. 

Quick.  He  did  in  Come  fort,  indeed,   handle  women 
but  then  he  was  rheumatic,  and  taik'd  of  the  whore  ol 
Babylon. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember  he  (aw  a   flea  flick  upoi 
Bardolph's  nofe,  and  faid  it  was  a  black  foul  burning  io 
htll? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fewelis  gone  that  maintain'd  that  fire? 
that's  ail  the  riches  I  got  in  his  fervice. 

Nym.  Shall  we  fhogg?    the  King  will  be  gone  froi 
Southampton. 

Piji.  Come,  let's  away.     My  love,  give  me  thy  lips: 
Lock  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables; 
Let  (enles  rule;  the  word  is,  pitch  and  pay  ; 
Tfuft  none,  for  oaths  are  flraws;   mens*  faiths  are  wafer- 
And  hold-faft  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck,  [cake^ 

Therefore  Caveto  be  thy  counlellor. 
Go,  clear  thy  cryftals.     Yoke-fellows  in  arms, 
Let  us  to  France;  like  horfe-leeches,  my  boys; 
To  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  blood  to  fuck. 

Boy.  And  that's  but  unwholfbme  food,  they  fay. 

Pifl.  Touch  her  (oft  mouth  and  march.     Come! 

Bard.  Farewel,  hoflefs. 

Nym.  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it;  bi 
tdieu. 

Pi/i.  Let  houfewifery  appear;  keep  clofc,  I  thee  com- 
mand. 

0!*ick,  Farewel:  adieu.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE        IV. 
Changes  to  the  French  King's  palace. 

Enter  the  French  King,  the  Dcuphin,   the  D:.ke  of  Bur- 
gundy, and  the  Cotijiahlc. 
Fr.  King-   Thus  come  the  Engl'lli  with  full  povvcr  upon 
JAod  more  than  careltisly  It  us  concerns  [us, 

To  anfA'cr  royally  in  our  defences. 
Jrhercfore  the  Dukes  of  Beny  and  ofBrcfanrne, 
|3f  Brabant  and  of  Orleans,  (hall  make  forth, 
lAnd  you,  Prince  Dauphin,  with  all  fwift  difpatch; 
Iro  line  and  new-repair  our  towns  of  war, 
IWith  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defcndatit. 
\?0T  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce, 

\s  waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  gulph. 
it  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident 

ks  fear  may  teach  us  out  of  late  examples, 
[Left  by  the  fatal  and  neg!e<ftcd  Englifh 
Ijpon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  mod  redoubted  father, 

l  is  moft  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  foe: 

♦or  peace  itfelf  (hould  not  fo  dull  a  kingdom, 
J  Though  war  nor  no  known  quanel  were  in  qucnicn\ 
l<3ut  that  defences,  mufters,  peparatlons, 

liould  be  maintain'd,  afTcmbled,  and  colleded, 

Ls  were  a  war  in  exptdlation, 
Jrbcrefore,   I  fay,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth, 
Iro  view  the  firk  and  fetbic  parts  of  France ; 
l\nd  let  u>  do  it  with  no  fhew  of  fear ; 
po,  with  no  more  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
VS^erc  bufied  with  a  Whitfon  morris-Jance: 

Tor,  my  good  Licg?,  (he  is  Co  idly  king'd, 
;:ier  fceptre  fo  fanta(]iGally  borne, 
\Ay  a  vain,  giddy,  (hallow,  humorous  youth, 
^rhat  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  peace,  Prince  Dauphin  ! 
Ifou  are  too  muih  millaken  in  this  King. 
bueft;on  your  G-sce  the  late  ambafladors, 
lA^ith  what  great  flite  he  htard  their  cmbafly ; 
l-low  well  fupply'd  wiih  noble  c  unfcllors, 
How  modcft  in  exception,  and  withal 

Vol. IV.  A  a  How 
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How  terrible  In  conflant  rcfolation  : 
And  you  (hall  find,  his  vanities  fore-fpcnt 
Were  but  the  outfide  of  the  Roman  Brutus, 
Covering  difcretion  with  a  coat  of  folly; 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  thoTe  roots 
That  Qiall  firft  fpring  and  be  moft  delicate*. 

Dau,  Well,  'tis  not  Co,  my  Lord  High  Conftable. 
But  though  we  think  fo,  it  is  no  matter: 
In  caules  of  defence,  'tis  beft  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems; 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd  ; 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  proje^ion, 
Doth,  like  a  mifer,  fpoil  his  coat  with  fcanting 
A  little  cloth. 

Fr.  King.  Think  we  King  Harry  flrong  ; 
And,   Princes,  look  you  Ilrongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  flefh'd  upon  usj 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  ftrain, 
That  hunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths: 
Witnefs  our  too  much  memorable  fhamc, 
When  Crcfly  battle  fatally  was  flruck; 
And  all  our  princes  captiv'd  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  Edward  Black  Piince  of  Wales  : 
While  that  his  mounting  Crc,  on  mountain  (landing, 
[Up  in  the  air,  crcwn'd  with  the  golden  fun,  f] 
Saw  his  heroic  (ecd,  and  fmil'd  to  fee  him 
[Mangle  the  work  of  nature,  and  deface 
The  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.     This  is  a  ftem 

*  Shake/pear  net  having  given  us,  in  the  firji  or  feco^A 
fart  of  Henry  IV.  or  in  any  other  place  but  this,  the  remote\ 
hint  of  the  circumftance  here  alluded  to,  ihe  comparijon  mu\ 
needs  be  a  little  obfcure  to  thofe  -who  dan't  know  or  refiei\ 
that  fowe  hijhrians  have  told  us,  that  Henry  IV  had  entetl 
tained  a  deep  jealoufy  of  his  fin's  ofpiring  fupirior  geniui 
Therefore^  to  prevent  all  umbrcge,  the  Prince  ^withdre^\ 
from  public  affairs,  and  amvfed  bimfelf  in  confort'ing  tvitb 
4'.ffolvte  crew  of  robbers.  Mr  Warburton, 
♦  t  A  KOiife-nftcal  line  ofjome  player* 
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Of  that  victorious  flock  ;   and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightinefs  and  fate  of  him  *. 
n,     .  Er.tir  a  Mffjuj^cr. 

I     Me{f  Ambaffidors  from  Harry  King  of  England, 
Do  crave  adntittance  to  your  Majefly. 

Fr.King.  We'll  give  them  pi cl'.*nt  audience.     Go  ani 
bring  them. 
Sfoo  fee  this  chsce  it  hotly  follow'd,  friends. 

Dau.  Turn  head,  and  flop  purfuit  ;  for  coward  dogs 
Mofl  fpend  their  mouths,  when  what  they  feem  to  threatca 
iuns  far  before  them.     Good  my  Sovereign, 
Take  up  the  Englifh  fiiort ;  and  let  them  know 
Df  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head. 
Jelf  love,  my  Liege,   is  not  fo  vile  a  fi.7, 
U  fclf-negledting. 

SCENE       V.        Enter  Exeter, 

Fr.  King.  From  our  brother  England  ? 

Exe.  From  him  ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  Majcfly, 
^e  wills  you  in  the  name  of  Gcd  Aim  ghty, 
r/iat  you  divefl  yourftlf,  and  lay  ?part 
The  borrow'd  gl  ries,  that,  by  g  ft  of  heaven, 
5y  law  of  nature  and  of  nations,  'long 
To  him  and  to  his  heirs;  namely,  the  crown, 
\nd  all  the  wide-flretch'd  honours  that  pertain, 
ly  cuftnm  and  ihc  ordinance  of  time?, 
JDto  the  crown  of  France.     That  you  may  know, 
ris  no  finifter  nor  no  aukward  claim, 
•ick'd  from  the  worm-holes  of  long-vanifii'd  days, 
^or  from  the  dufl  of  old  oblivion  ttk'd, 
ie  L-.ds  you  this  moft  memorable  line, 
a  every  branch  truly  demonflrative. 

[Gives  thi  French  King  a  pcpr, 
viliing  you  overlook  his  pedigree; 
ind  when  you  find  him  evenly  dcriv'd 
rom  his  moft  fam'd  of  famous  anceflors, 
Jdward  the  Third ;  he  bids  you  then  rtfiga 
our  crown  and  kingdom,  indiiedtly  held 
rom  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

J 
•  i.  c.  fortune  and  condition  of  his  houfc  or  familj, 

A  a  2  Er,  Kino, 
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Fr.  Khg     Or  elfe  what  follow?  ? 

£.f  .  Bloody  conftraint ;  for  if  you  hide  the  crown 
Ev 'n  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it. 
/^.nJ  therefore  in  fierce  temped  is  he  coming, 
In  thunder,  and  in  carih<juake,  like  a  Jove  j 
That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  may  ccmpel. 
He  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown  ;  and  to  take  mercy 
Cn  the  poor  fouls,   for  whom  this  hiingry  war 
■?pcni  his  vaOy  jaws;  upon  your  head 
Turning  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans*  cries, 
The  dead  mens'  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans, 
For  hufbands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovers, 
That  ihnll  he  dvallow'd  in  this  controvcrfy. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threat'ning,  and  my  roeflage; 
Uiilefs  the  Dauphin  be  in  prefcncc  here. 
To  v. horn  exprefsly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

Fr.  King.  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  further ; 
To-morrow  (ball  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  onr  brother  England. 

Dait.  For  the  Dauphin, 
1  Hand  here  for  him :   what  to  him  from  England? 

Ese.  Scorn  and  defiance,  flight  regard,  contempt, 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  milbecome 
The  mighty  fender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  fays  my  King;  and  if  your  father's  Highnefi 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large,^ 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  fcnt  his  Mejefly  ; 
He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  anfwer  far  it, 
That  eaves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shil!  chde  your  trefpafs,  and  return  your  mock 
In  kcond  accent  to  his  ordinance. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  reply, 
It  i«  agalnft  my  will ;  for  I  dtfire 
Isoth  ng  hut  odds  with  England;  to  that  end, 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity,^ 
I  did  prefent  him  with  thofe  Paris  balls.  ^ 

Exe.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  fhake  for  it, 
w'ere  it  the  miftrcfs  court  of  rr.i^hty  Europe: 
An,",  be  affur'd,  you'll  find  a  ditTercncs 
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(As  wc  his  fuKjefts  hava  in  wonder  found) 
Between  the  piomift  of  h'S  greener  days, 
And  thofe  he  maflers  now;  now  he  weighs  time 
Even  to  the  utmoft  grain,  which  you  (hall  read 
Id  your  own  lofles,  if  he  flay  in  France, 
Fr.  King.  To  morrow  you  Ihall  know  our  mind  at  fulK 

[Flour  ijl), 
Exe.  Difpitch  us  with  all  fpeed,  left  that  our  King 
JO)me  here  himfelf  to  quel]. on  our  delay; 
npor  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr-  Kinj[.  You  (ball  be  (bon  difpatch'd  with  fair  conditions- 
night  is  but  fmall  breath,   and  little  paufe, 
To  anfwer  matters  of  this  confcquence,  ^Exeunt. 


ACT 


III.        S    C    E 
Enter  Chorus. 


N    E      I. 


jrus. 


r.  rr^Hus  with  imagin'd  wing  our  fwift  fcenc  flics, 
X     In  motion  of  no  lels  celerity 
lan  that  of  thought.     Suppofe  that  you  have  leen 
The  well-appointed  King  at  Hampton  pier. 
tmbark  his  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 

^ith  filken  ftreamers  the  young  Phoebus  fanning, 
May  with  your  fancies  ;    and  in  them  behold, 
PUpon  the  hempen  tackle,  Ihip  boys  climbing; 
'Hear  the  fhrill  whittle,  which  doth  order  give 
!  To  (bunds  confus'd  ;   behold  the  threaden  fails. 
Borne  with  th'  invifible  and  creeping  wind, 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrow'd  fea, 
Breafting  the  lofty  furgc.     O,  do  but  think, 
You  ftand  upon  the  rivage,   and  behold 
A  city  on  th'  inconftant  billows  dancing  ; 
For  fo  appears  this  fleet  majeftical, 
kiHolding  due  courfe  to  Harfleur.     Follow,  followt 
JGrapple  your  minds  to  fternage  of  this  navy, 
lAnd  leave  your  England,   as  dead  midnight  ftill, 
iGuarded  with  grandfires,  babies,    and  old  women; 
|0r  pafs'd  or  not  arriv'd,    to  pith  and  puiOancc  : 
Tor  who  is  he,  whofechin  is  but  inrich'd 
'itb  one  appearing  hair,   that  will  not  follow 
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Thefe  cuU'J  and  choice-Jrawn  cavaliers  to  France  ? 

AVork,  work  your  thouphts,    and  therein  ftc  a  fiege; 

Beheld  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages 

V/ith  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harfleur. 

S.jppofe  th'  ambafTidor  from  France  comes  back  ; 

Tells  Harry,  that  the  King  doth  offer  him 

Caiharine  his  daughter,  and  with  her  to  dowry 

Sums  petty  and  unprofitable  dukedoms  : 

The  offer  likes  not ;  and  the  nimble  gunner 

•V/ith  iynftnck  now  the  devilifh  cannon  touches, 

[Ahrni,    and  cannon  £0  of^^ 

And  down  goes  all  before  him.     Still  be  kitid, 

And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.         lElxit* 
SCENE       II.       Before  Harfleur. 

Enter  King  Henry,    Exeter,  Bedford,    and  Glouceaer; 
Soldiers  Tvih  fcaling ladders. 
K.  Henry.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends, 
once  more  ; 

Or  clofe  the  wall  up  with  the  Englifh  dead. 

In  peace,   there's  nothing  lb  becomes  a  man 
As  rnodeft  (tillnefs  and  humility: 

But  when  the  blaft  of  war  blows  in  our  cars. 

Then  imitate  the  aftion  of  the  tyger  ; 

Stiffen  the  finews,  fummon  up  the  blood, 

Uifijuife  fair  nature  with  hard  favoured  rage; 

Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  afpefl  ; 

Let  it  pry  thro'  the  portage  of  the  head, 

Like  the  brafs  cannon  :    let  the  brow  o'erwhelm  il> 

As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  rock 

O'er-hana  and  jutty  his  confounded  bafe, 

Swill'd  with  the  wild  and  wafterul  ocean. 

Kow  fet  the  teeth,    and  flretch  the  rofiri!  wide  ; 

Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  fpirit^ 

To  his  full  height.     Now  on,   you  nobleft  Engliih, 

Whofs  blood  is  fetch'd  from  fathers  of  war. proof : 

Fathers,  that,  like  fo  many  Alexander?, 

}]ave  in  thefe  parts  from  morn  till  even  fought, 

And  IheathM  their  fwords  for  lack  of  argument. 

Difhonour  not  your  mothers ;  now  attelt, 

That  ihofe  whsm  >ou  cali'd  fathers,  did  beget  you. 
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.•  copy  now  to  mm  of  grofier  blood, 
,nd  teach  ihem  how  to  war  ;  and  you,  good  yeomen, 
'/hole  limbs  were  made  in  England,   llicw  us  here 
he  mettle  of  your  pdHure  :   let  us  Iwcar 
'hat  you  arc  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt  not  i 
or  there  is  none  of  yonfb  mean  and  bafc, 
1iat  hath  not  noble  luQre  in  your  eyes: 
fee  you  ftand  like  greyhounds  in  the  (lips, 
training  upon  the  Oart.     The  games  a-foot : 
ollowyour  fpirit  ;  and,  upon  this  charge, 
:ry,  God  for  Harry  !  England  !  and  St  George ! 

[Exeunt  King  and  Train. 
[Alarm,   and  cannon  go  off". 
SCENE         III. 
Enter  Nym,  Bardolpb,  Piftol,  and  Boy. 
Bard.    On,    on,    on,    on,    on,  to  the  breach,    to  the 

reach. 

.  Nym.  'Pray  thee,  Corporal,  ftay  ;  the  knocks  are  too 
ot ;  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  cafe  of  lives  : 
be  humour  of  it  is  loo  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain  fong 

Pifl,  The  plain  fong  is  moft  jud  ;  for  humours  do  a- 
boend  : 
Cnocks  go  and  come  :   God's  vaflals  drop  and  die  : 
\nd  fword  and  fhield,  in  bloody  field,  doth  win  immor- 
tal fanie. 
,  Boy*  Wou'd  I  were  in  an  ale-houfe  in  London,  I  would 
jive  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale  and  fafety. 

P'l/f.  And  I:  if  withes  would  prevail, 
I  wou'd  not  (lay,  but  thither  would  I  hie. 
Enter  Fluellcn. 
Fiu.  Up  to  the  preach,  you  dogs ;    avaunt,  you  cul- 

Hons. 
Pilh  Be  merciful,  great  Duke,  to  men  of  mould, 
[Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage  ; 
iGood  baacock,  bate  thy  ra^e  ;  ufe  lenity,  fwcet  chuck. 
'    Nym.  Thtfe  be  good  humours ;  your  honour  winsbai 
Ihumours.  [Exeunt, 

Bey.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  ohferv'd  the(c  three 
fwafliers.    I  am'  boy  to  them  all  three  j    but  all  they 

three, 
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three,   thougfi  they  would  ferve  me,  could  not  be  man  t\ 
me  ;  for,    indeed,   three  fuch  antics  do  not  amouat  to 
man.     For  Bardolph,    he  is  white  liver'd  and    red-fac'd! 
by  the  means  whereof   he  faces    it   out,  but  fights  noil 
For  Piftol,  he  hath  a  killing  tongue,  and  a   quiet  fwordi 
by  the  means  whereof  he  breaks  words,  and  keeps  wholil 
weapons.     For  Nym,    he  hath  heard,  that  men   of  few! 
words  are  the  befl  men  ;  and  therefore  he  fcorns  to  fay  hii 
prayers,   left  he  (hould  be  thought  a  coward  :   but  his  fe« 
bad  words  are  match'd    with  as  few   good  deeds:  for  h«| 
never  broke   any   man's  head  but  his  own,   and  that  waJ 
againft  a  port  when  he   was  drunk.     They  will  fleal  anjj 
thing,  and  call  it  purchafe.      Bardolph    ftole  a  lute-cafcl 
bore  it  twelve  leagues,    and  fold  it  for  three  halfpcnccl 
Nym  and  Bardolph    are  fworn  brothers  in  filching;  and 
in  Calais  they  ftole  a  fire-fhovel.     J  knew,   by  that  piec«| 
of  fervice,    the  men  would  carry  coals.    They  would  hate 
me  as  familiar  with  mens'  pockets,  as  their  gloves  or  theii, 
handkerchers ;  which  makes  much  againft  my  manhood  j| 
for  if  I   would    take   from  another's  pocket  to  put  into 
mine,   it  is  plain  pockctting  up  of  wrongs.     I  muft  leave 
them,  and  feck  fome  better  fervice;  their  villainy  goc* 
againft   my  weak  ftomach,   and    therefore  I  muft  caft  ill 
»P«  ^  lExit  Bcy»^ 

Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen.  ^  - 

Cower.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  muft  come  prefently  tc 
the  mines ;  the  Duke  of  Gioucefter  would  ipeak  witl 
you. 

Flu.  To  the  mines  ?  tell  you  the  Duke,  it  is  not  fo  goot 
to  come  to  the  mines,  for,    look  you,  the  mines  are  not 
according  to  the  difciplines  of  the  war;  the  concavities  of 
it  is  not  fufficient  ;  for,    look   you,    th'  athverfary    (yoal 
may  difcufs  unto  the  Duke,   look  you)  is   digg'd  himfclf'l 
four  yards  under  the  countermines;    by  Chcfbu,  I  think,' 
a'  will  plow  up  all,  if  thete  is  not  petter  directions. 

Goiver,  The  Duke  of  Gioucefter,  to  whom  the  orders 
of  the  ficge  is  given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  Irifll^ 
man,  a  very  valiant  gentleman,   i'faith. 

Flu.  It  is  Captain  MackmorrJs,  is  it  not  ? 

Cower.  1  think  it  be. 
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'F/m.  By  Chefhu,  he  is  an  a fs,  as  is  in  the  world  ;  I 
will  verity  as  much  in  his  pcard  ;  he  has  no  more  direc- 
tions in  the  true  dilcipiines  of  thr  wars,  look  you,  of  ihc 
Roman  dilciplmes,    than  is  a  puppy  dng. 

Enter  Mackmorris   and  Ca^t.  Jamy. 

Cciver.  Here  he  comes,  and  the  Scots  Captain,  Cap- 
tain Jamy,  with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  valorous  gentle- 
man, that  is  certain  ;  and  of  great  expedition  and  know- 
ledge in  the  ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular  know- 
ledge of  his  diteaions ;  by  Chcfbu  he  will  mamiam  his 
argument  as  well  as  any  military  man  in  the  world,  in  the 
difciplines  of  the  prilline  wars  of  the  Romans. 

Jamy.  I  fay,  gudday,  Captain  Flucllen. 

Flu-  Godden  to  your  Worfhip,  good  Captain  James. 

Gciver.  How  now.  Captain  Mackmorris,  have  you 
quitted  the  mines  ;  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er? 

Mack.  By  Chrilhlaw,  ti(h  ili-done  ;  the  work  ifh  give 
)ver,  the  trumpet  found  the  retreat.  By  my  hand,  I 
Rvear,  and  by  my  father's  foul,  the  work  ifh  ill  done; 
t  i(h  give  over  ;  I  would  have  blowcd  up  the  town,  fb 
ChriOi  fave  me  law,  in  an  hour.  O  ii(h  ill  done,  tifh  ill 
done  ;    by  my  hand    tilh  ill  done. 

Flu.  Captain  Mackmorris,  I  befeech  you  row,  will 
jTOU  vouchfafc  me,  lo-k  you,  a  few  difputations  with 
(rou,  as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difciplines  of 
:he  war,  ihe  Roman  wars,  in  the  way  of  argument,  look 
^ou,  and  friendly  communicati.  n  ;  partly,  to  fatisfy  my 
Dpinion;  and  partly  for  the  faiisfaflion,  look  you,  of 
my  mind ;  as  touching  the  diredion  of  the  military  difci- 
pline,   that  is  the  point. 

Jamy.  It    fall  be  very    gud,  gud    feith,   gud  captains 
aith  ;  and  I  fall  quit  you  with  gud  levc,   as  I  may  pick 
cccafion  ;    that  fall  I,    marry. 

Mack.  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  fo  ChriOi  fave  me  : 
the  day  is  hot,  and  the  tveather  and  the  wars,  and  the 
King  and  the  Duke  ;  it  is  not  time  to  difcourfe,  the  town 
is  befeech'd  :  and  the  trumpets  call  us  to  the  breach,  and 
we  talk,  and  by  Chrilh  do  nothing,  'tis  fhame  for  us  all : 
(b  God  fa'  me,  'tis  ILarae   to  (land  Hill  \  it  is  Ihame,  by 

my 
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niy  hand  ;  and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut,  and  works  t! 
be  done,  and  there  is  nothing  done,  fo  Chrifh  fa'  m' 
jaw. 

Jarny.  By  the  mefs,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  takl 
themlelves  to  flomber,  al!e  do  gud  fervice,  or  aiie  liggi 
1  Ih  ground  for  it ;  ay,  or  go  to  death  ;  and  aiie  pay'll 
as  yaloroufly  as  I  may,  that  fall  I  furely  do,  the  brei 
and  the  long;  marry,  I  wad  full  fain  heard  fomcqucftioi 
'tween  you  tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Mackmorris,   I  think,    look  you,    undcit 

your  corredion,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation 

M^ck.  Of  my    nation  ?    what   i(h  my  nation?    ifh  a 
yillam,  and  a  baaard,    and  a  knave,    and  a  rafcal  ?  whal 
ifll  my  nation  ?  who  talks  of  my  nation.-* 
^    Flu.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwlfe  tha 
IS  meant,   Captain  Mackmorris,  peradvcnture  I  fh  II  thin^ 
you  do  not  ufc  me  wiih  that  alfaMlIty  as  in  difcretion  yoa 
ought  to  ufe   me,  look  you ;    being  as  good  a  man  as. 
yourfelf,  both  in  the  difciplines   of  wars,    and  in  the  de-  ' 
nvation  of  my  birth,    and  in  other  particularities. 

Mack.  I  do  not  know  you  fo  good  a  man  as  myfeif* 
fo  Chrifh  fave  me,    I  will  cut  off  your  head.  * 

Cower.  Gentlemen  both,  you  miftake  each  other. 
Jamy,  Au,  that's  a  toul  fault.  [^  parley  founded, 

GoTver.  The  town  founds  a  parley. 
Flu.  Captain  Mackmorris,  when  there  is  more  petter 
opportunity  to   be    .equr'd,    look  you,  I'll  be  fo  pold  afc 
to  tell  you,    1  know   the    difciplines  of  war  ;    and  there's*' 
»"  «"^'  {Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV.        Before  the  gates  of  Harflei^r. 
E>4er  Kiig  Henry  and  his  train. 
K.  Hi'nry.  Huw  yet  refoives  the  governor  of  the  town  ? 
This  is  the  lattfl  |  arle  we  will  admit  : 
Therefore  to  our  bert  mercy  give  yourfelves 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  dtftru(ftion, 
Defy  us  to  our  worft ;    as  I'm  a  foldier, 
(A  name  that,   in  my  thoughts,    becomes  me  befl), 
if  I  begin  the  batt'ry  once  a?ain, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-atchiev'd  fiarfkur 
Till  in  her  alhes  flie  lie  buried, 
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The  gates  of  mercy  fliall  lie  all  fnutup; 
And  the  flcfii'd  flildier,  roujjh  and  hard  of  heart, 
In  li!^C!ty  of  bloody  hand  Ih-ll  range 
With  confcicnce  wide  as  hell,    mowing  like  giafs 
Your  frclli  fair  virgins,   and  your  flow'ring  infantSt 
What  is  it  then  to  me,    if  impious  War, 
Array'd  in  flames  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends, 
Do  with  his  fmircht  complexion  all  fell  feats, 
Inlink'd  to  wafte  and  dtfilation  ? 
What  is't  to  me,    when  you  yourfelves  arc  caufc, 
If  your  pure  maidens  fall  inti)  the  hand 
">f  hot  and  forcinii  violation  ? 
w  hat  rein  can  h  Id  licentious  wickednefs, 
When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 
VVe  may,   as  bootlefs,   fpend  our  vain  commanJ 
Jpon  th'  enraged  f^ldiers  in  their  fpoil, 
^sfend  our  precepts  to  th'  leviathan 
To  come  afhore.     Therefore,  you  men  of  Harfleur, 
Fake  pity  of  your  town  and  of  your  people, 
^Vhilc  yet  my  (bldiers  are  in  my  command  ; 
vVi.ile  yet  the  cool  and  temp'rate  wind  of  grace, 
D'erblows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 
Df  heady  murther,   fpoil,  and  villany. 
fnot;   why,    in  a  moment,    look  to  lee 
The  blind  and  bloody  foldier  with  foul  hand 
Defile  the  locks  of  your  fhrill  (hrieking  daughters : 
four  fathers  taken  by  the  filver  beards, 
\ud  their  moft  reverend  heads  dafh'd  to  the  walls; 
(out  naked  infants  (pitted  upon  pikes, 
iVhile  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confus'd 
)o  break  the  clouds  :   as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry, 
it  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughtcr-men. 
kV'hat  fay  you  ?   will  you  yield,    and  this  avoid  ? 
)r,  guilty  in  defence,   be  thus  deftroy'd  ? 

Eii}er  Governor  upon  the  -walls. 

Gov.  Our  expe£lation  hath  this  day  an  end  : 
rhe  Dauphin,  of  whom  fuccours  we  intteatcd, 
leturnsus,    that  his  pow'rs  are  not  yet  ready 
"oraifc  fo  greata  Cege.     Therefore,  great  King, 

'c  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  ihy  foft  mercy  ; 

Enter 
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Enter  our  gates,   difpofe  of  us  and  ours, 
For  we  no  longer  arc  defenfible. 

K-  Hitiry.  Open  yonr  gates :  come,  uncle  Exeter, 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfleur,   there  remain, 
And  fortify  itftrongly  'gainft  the  French  : 
VCe  mercy  to  them  all.     For  us,   dear  uncle, 
The  winter  coming  on,    and  ficknefs  growing 
Upon  our  foldiers,   we'll  retire  to  Calais. 
To-night  in  Harfleur  we  *iil  be  your  gueft, 
To-morrow  for  the  march  we  are  addrefs'd. 

[FlouriJ};,    and  enter  the  tovft, 
[SCENE     V.         The  French  court. 
Enter  Catharine,   and  an  old  Ge title-woman. 
Cath.  Alice,  tu  as  ejie  en  Angkterre,  &  tu  paries  hie 
le  language. 

Alice.  Vn  pea,  Madame 

Cath.  Je  te  prie  de  m*en feigner  ;  il  faut,  que  j^apprem 
a  pcrler.     Comment  appellez  vous  la  main  en  Anglois  ? 
Alice.  La  main,  eW  ejl  appellee,  de  hand, 
Cath.  De  hand.     Et  le  doyt  ? 
Alice.  Le  doyt  *  mafoyje  oublie  le  doyt;  maisjem 
fouviendra  le  doyt ;  je  penfe,  qu*ils  ont  appelle  da  fingrts 
ouy,  de  fingrei. 

Cath.  La  main,  de  hand^    le  doyt,  le  fngres.     Ji  pen 
fe,  que  jc  fuis  le  hon  efcolicr.     J'  ay  gaignie  deux  mot 
d^  Angloii  vijlement ;  comment  appellez  vous  les  angles  ? 
Alice.  Les  ongles  ?  les  appellons  de  n^yles. 
Cath.   De  nayks.     Efcoutez :  dites  moy,iftje park  bten 
de  hand,  de  fingres,  de  nayhs. 

Alice.  CVy?  bien  dit,  Madame ;  il  eft  fort  hon  Angloi\ 
Cath.  Dites  moy  en  AngloiSy  le  bras* 
Alice.   De  arme,  Madame. 
Caih.  Etlecoude. 
Alice    D^elbow. 

Cath.  D^elbo-w  :  je  m^ en  fait 2  la  repetition  de  toui  /« 
mots,  que  vou<i  m^avez  opprins  des  a  prefent. 

Alice.  II  ejl  trop  difficile,  Madame^  comme  je  penfe. . 
Cath.  Excufemoy,  Alice;  efcoutez  \  d^hand,  dejingre    iji 
de  nayles,  d'artne,  de  bilbo-w. 
Alice  DUlbovf,  Madame* 

Cath 
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Caih.  0  Seigneur  D  cii  !  je  m^en  ouhlic  d*  elbo-iV;  com., 
mint  (ippelliz  vo  is  If  col? 

Alice.   De  neck,  Mndnme- 

Cath.  De  neck:  &leineiiton? 

Alice.  Dc  chin. 

Cath.  De  Jin  :  le  col,  Je  neck :  le  \nentou,  de  Jin. 

Alice.  0:iy      Saufvoftre  honncur,  en  vetitc,  voits  prO' 
nor.cies  lei  mots  aujfi  dro'iB,  que  Ics  natijs  d* y^ngleterre. 

Cath.   Je  ne  dente  point  d'apprendre  par  la  grace  de 
Dieu ,  (6-  en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  N^avez  vcui  pas  deja  ouhl'te  ce  que  je  vous  ay 
enjdgnee  ? 

Cath.  Non^  Je  reciter  ay  d  vous  pronptemenl',  d^hatid, 
defin^re,  de  maylcs^  de  arme. 

Alice.  De  nayles,  Madiwe. 

Cath.  De  nayks,  de  arme,  de  ilhoTv, 

Alice.  Saufvojire  honneur,  d^elhow. 

Cath.  y^in/i,  disje  d^elhw,  de  neck^  de  fin  :  comment 
ttppellez  vous  Its  picds,  &  de  robe  ? 

Alice.  Lefoot,  Madame,  &  le  coun. 

Cath.  Lejoot,  &  le  ccun  f  0  Seigneur  Dieu!  ces  font 
\des  mots  n.ouvois,  corruptiblcs  ir  impudiq'jes,  &  non  pour 
\Us  djmes  d%nneur  d^ufer  :  je  ne  voudrds  prcotxer  ces 
'rr.ots  devant  les  Seigneurs  de  France  pour  tout  le  monde  !  . 
\ilfaut  lejoot,  &  lecoun,  neant^moins.  Je  reciteray  une 
[autrefois  ma  legon  eifemble;  d^hand,  de  fingre,  de  nayleSp 
d*arme,  d^elb,w,  de  neck,  de  fin^  defoot,  de  coun. 

Alice.  Excellent,  Mad -me- 

Cath.  Ceji  ojfez  pour  unefois,  allons  nous  en  difner. 

iExeunU 

SCENE      vr. 

Prefence-chaT}:ber  in  the  French  court. 
Znter  the  King  of  France,  the  Dauphin,  D^j^eo/ Bourbon, 

the  Confiable  of  France,  and  others. 

Fr.King.  'Tis  certain  he  hath  paH'd  the  river  Some. 

Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  Lord,    , 
..et  us  not  live  in  France ;  let  us  quit  alJ, 
iod  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barb'rous  people. 

Dau    0  Dieu  vivant  !  (hall  a  few  fprays  of  us, 
The  emptying  of  our  jfathcrs'  luxury), 
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Our  cyans,  put  in  wild  and  lavage  ftock, 
Sprout  up  Co  fudJenly  into  the  clouds, 
And   overlook  their  grafters? 

Biur.  Normans,  but  baftard  Normans ;  Norman  ba,  a; 
(lards.  i ' 

Mort  de  ma  vie\  if  thus  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  fell  my  dukedom, 
To  buy  a  foggy  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-(hotten  iflc  of  Albion  *. 

Con.  Dieu  de  batailUs !    why,   whence  have  they  thi 
mettle! 
Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull  ? 
On  whom,  as  in  defpight,  the  (un  looks  pale, 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns?  can  fodden  water, 
A  drench  for  fur-reyn'd  jades,  their  barley-broth, 
Deco£l  their  cold  blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat  ? 
And  fhall  our  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  wine, 
Seem  frofty  ?  Oh,  for  honour  of  our  land, 
Let  us  not  hang  like  frozen  icicles 
Upon  our  houfe-tops,  while  more  frofty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  blood  in  our  rich  fields: 
Poor  (we  may  call  them)  in  their  native  lords. 

Dau.  By  faith  and  honour, 
Our  madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  fay, 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out :  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  luft  of  EngliQi  youth. 
To  new'ftore  France  with  baflard  warriors. 

Bour.  They  bid  us  to  the  Englilh  dancing-fchool*, 
And  teach  lavolto's  high,  and  fwift  curranto^s; 
Saying,  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels ; 
And  that  we  are  moft  lofty  run-aways. 

Fr>  King.  Where  is  Mountjoy,  the  herald?  fpeed  hi 
hence; 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  (harp  defiance. 

*  Shotten  fignifies  any  thing  projeaed .-  fi  ive  fay^  « I 

fhotten-herring,  far  a  herring  that  bath  caji  its  f^aivn.     S» 

nook-lhotten  ifle,  is  an  ijle  that  Jhoots  out  into  capes,  prOm 

montoriet,  and  naki  of  land,  the  very  figure  of  Great  JSri- 

taitt* 
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Up,  prince?,  and  with  fpirit  of  honour  eJ^'J, 

Yet  (harper  than  your  fworJs,  hie  to  the  field  ! 

Charles  Delabrcth,  High  Conftable  of  France; 

You,  Dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 

Alanfon,  Brabant,   Bar,  and  Burgundy, 

JaqucsCbatiilion,   Rambures,  Vaudtmont, 

Beaumont,  Grandprtc,  Roiffie,  and  Fau'conbridgc, 

Loys,  L'Ertraile,   Bouciqualc,  and  Charaloys, 

High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  and  Knights; 

For  your  great  ftats  now  quit  you  of  great  fhamcs: 

Bar  Harry  England,  that  Iwecps  through  our  land 

With  penons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur: 

Ruft-j  on  hishoO,  as  doth  the  melted  fnow 

Upon  the  vallies:  whofe  low  vafTal  feat 

The  Alps  doth  fpit  and  void  his  iheum  upon. 

Go  down  upon  him,  (you  have  pow'r  enough) 

And  Id  a  captive  chariot  into  Roan 

Bring  him  our  prifuner. 

Con.  This  becomes  the  great. 
Sorry  am  I  his  numbeis  are  Co  fe\». 
His  fold  er's  fick,  and  famlfh'd  in  their  march: 
For,  I  am  Aire,  when  he  fnall  fee  our  army, 
He'll  droop  his  heart  into  the  fink  of  fear, 
And  for  atchievcment  offer  us  his  ranfom. 

Fr.  King.  Therefore,  Lord  Conftable,  hafte  on  Mount- 
Ar.d  let  him  fay  to  England,  that  we  fend  Ij^yj 

To  know  what  willing  ranfom  he  will  give. 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  fhall  ftay  with  us  in  Roan. 

Dau.  "Not  fb,  I  do  beleech  your  Mnjffty. 

Fr.  Kifg.  Be  patient,  for  you  fhall  remain  with  us. 
Now  forth,  Lord  Conftable  and  Princes  all ; 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall.        [Exeunt. 
SCENE     VIL         The  Englijh  camp. 
Er.ter  Gower  and  Fluellcn. 

Covf.   How  now,    Captain  f  luellen,   come  you  froni 
the  bridge? 

Flu,  I  afTure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  fervlccs  com* 
mitted  at  the  pridgc. 

Cowt  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  fafe? 

F/«.  The  Duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Aga- 

£  b  2  meinnou, 
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memnon,    and  a   man  that  I   love  and   honour  with   mj 
foul,  and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  mj 
living,    and  my   uttermoft  power.     He  is  not,    God  bt 
prailed  and  pkfled,    any  hurt  in   the  world;    he  is  ma^n- 
rain  the  pridge   moft  vaiianiiy,    with  excellent   difcipline 
There  is  an    Ancient -Heiucnant  there  at   the  pridge,    I 
think,  in  my   very  coniciente,    he  is  as  valiant  a  man  as 
Mark  Anthony,  and  he  is  a  man  of  no  eftlrr.ation  in  the 
>\'or!d,  but  I  did  fee  him  do  gallant  fetvices. 
Gozv.  What  do  5  o'j  call  him  ? 
Flu.  He  is  cali'd  y^ncient  Pijfoh 
Cow,  J  know  him  not. 

Enter  V'ldol. 
Flu.  Here  is  the  man. 

Fiji    Captain,  I  thee  bcfeech  to  do  me  favours  : 
1  he  Di^ke  of  Fseter  doih  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  I,  I  praife  God,  and  I  have  merited  Ibmc  love  at 
his  hands. 

PiJ}.  Baidolph,  a  (rjldier  firm  and  found  of  heart, 
And  buxom  valour,  hath  by  cruel  fate, 
/ind  giddy  Fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel, 
That  goddefs  .blind  that  (lands  upon  the  rolling  rertlefs 

ftone — 

flu.  B.y  your  patierce,  Ancient  PiOol :  Fortune  li 
painted  with  a  mijfiBer  before  her  eyes,  to  fignify  to  wa 
that  Fortune  is  plind ;  and  fbe  is  painted  a^fo  wilb  a 
wheel,  to  fignify  to  you,  which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that 
flic  is  tiin.ing  and  inconflant,  and  mutabilities  and  varia- 
tions; and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a  ffherical 
flune,  which  rowls,  and  rowls,  and  rowls.  In  good  truth, 
the  poet  makes  a  mofl  excellent  defcriptiott  of  it :  For- 
liinc  is  an  excellent  moral. 

P'ljl.  Fortune  is  Eardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him ; 
for   he   hath   fioln    a  pax  *,    and    hanged  mull  a'  be; 
d;,mned  death! 
Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free, 

This  is  CQ-'iformahk  to  hiJJory ;  a  folt^ier  (Ual  tells  us^ 
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/nd  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  fufTocatc; 

Bot  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 

for  pax  of  little  price.     Therefore,  go  fpeak, 

The  Duke  will  hear  thy  voice; 

And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut 

With  edge  of  penny-cord,  and  vile  reproach. 

Speak,  Captain,  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Ancient  Piltol,  I  do  partly  underfland  your 
Baeaning. 

J^ijh  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu.  Certainly,  Ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice 
at;  for  if,  look  you.  he  were  my  prother,  I  would  dc- 
lirc  the  Duke  to  ufe  his  good  pleafure, '  and  put  him  to 
executions  ;  for  difciplines  ought  to  be  ufed. 

P'tji.  Die  and  be  damn'd,  and  f go  for  thy  friendfhlp! 

Flu.  It  is  well. 

P:]}.  The  fig  of  Spain lExU  Pift. 

Fiu.  Very  good. 

Govf.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rafcal,  I  re- 
member him  now;  a  bawd,  a  cut-pur(e. 

Flu.  I'll  afTure  you,  he  utter'd  as  prave  words  at  the 
pridge,  as  you  (hall  fee  in  a  fummer's  day  :  hut  it  is  very 
well;  what  he  has  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  warrant 
you.  when  time  is  ferve. 

Cow.  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue,  that  now  and 
then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himfelf  at  his  return  into 
London,  under  the  form  of  a  foldier.  Such  fellows  are 
perfeft  in  the  great  commanders'  names,  and  they  will  learn 
you  by  rote  where  fcrvices  were  done ;  at  fuch  and  fuch 
a  fconce,  at  fuch  a  breach,  at  fuch  a  convoy;  who  came 
ofTbravely,  who  was  fhot,  who  difgrac'd,  what  terms 
the  enemy  flood  on  :  and  this  they  con  perfectly  in  the 
phrafe  of  war,  which  they  trick  up  with  new-turned 
oaths  :  and  what  a  beard  of  the  General's  cur,  and  a  hor- 
fid  fuit  of  the  camp,  will  do  among  foaming  bottles  and 
ale-wa(h'd  wits,  is  wonderful  to  be  thought  on!  But  you 
muft  learn  to  know  fuch  flanders  of  the  age,  or  elfe  you 
may  be  marveloufly  miftook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what.  Captain  Gower,  I  do  perceive 
be  is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  fhew  to  the 
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worH  he  Is; 

my  mind.     Hear  you,  the  King  is  coming,   and  I  mufl 

Jpsak  with  him  from  the  pridge. 

SCENE      VIII. 
Drum  ani  colours.     Enter  the  King  and  bis  poor  foldiers. 

Flu.   God  plefs  your  Majefty. 

A'.  Henry.  How  now,  f  ludlen,  caia'ft  thou  from  the 
bridge  ? 

Flu.  I,  Co  pleafe  your  Majefty.  The  Duke  of  Exeter 
has  very  gallantly  maintain'd  the  pridge;  the  French  is 
gone  off,  look  you,  and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave 
pafTages;  marry,  th' athvcrfary  was  have  podcflion  of 
the  pridge,  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke  of 
Exeter  is  mafler  of  the  pridge.  I  can  tell  your  Majefty, 
the  Duke  is  a  prave  man. 

K.  Henry.  What  men  have  you  loft,  Fluellen  .> 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'  athverfary  hath  beet>  very 
great,  very  reafonable  great;  marry,  for  my  part,  I 
think,  the  Duke  hath  loft  never  a  man  but  one  that  U 
like  to  be  executed  for  robbing  a  church;  one  Bardolph, 
if  your  Majefty  know  the  man.  His  face  is  all  bubukles, 
and  whelks,  and  knobs,  and  ftames  of  f^xt ;  and  his  lips 
plows  at  his  noie,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire;  fbmctimes 
plue,  and  (bmetimes  red ;  but  his  i>o&  is  executed,  an4 
kis  fire's  out. 

K.  Henry.  We  would  have  fuch  offenders  fi>  cut  off; 
And  give  exprefs  charge,  that  in  all  our  march 
There  (hall  be  nothing  taken  from  the  villages, 
But  (hall  be  paid  for  ;  and  no  French  upbraided, 
Or  yet  abu(ed  in  difdainful  language. 
When  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  kingdoms, 
The  gentler  gamefter  is  the  (boneft  winner.  " 

Tucket  founds.     £«/«r  Mounrjoy. 

l/[ount.  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 

K.  Henry.    Well  then,    I  know  thee;    what  /hall  I 
know  of  thee  ? 

Mount.  My  mafter's  mind. 

K.  Henry.  Unfold  it. 

Mount*    Thus  fays  my  King:  Say  thou  to  Harry 
England^ 

Although 
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although  we  fccmcd  dead,  we  did  but  flcep : 

\Jvantage  is  a  better  foldier  than  Raflincfs. 

Fell  him,  we  could  at  Harfleur  have  rcbuk'd  him  ; 

5ut  that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruife  an  injury, 

riil  it  were  ripe.     Kow,  fpeak  we  on  our  cue, 

tt'ith  voice  imperial:   England  fliall  repent 

His  folly,  fee  ourweaknefs  and  admire 

Dur  fuff'rancc.     Bid  him  therefore  to  confider, 

vVhat  muft  the  ranfom  be,  which  muft  proportion 

rbc  lofles  we  have  borne,  the  fubjeits  we 

Have  loft,  and  the  difgracc  we  have  digefted ; 

To  anfwer  which  his  pettincfs  would  bow  undcft 

"irft,  for  our  lofs,  too  poor  is  his  exchequer ; 

?or  the  efTufion  of  our  blood,  his  army 

roo  faint  a  number;  and  for  our  difgracc, 

iv'n  his  own  perfon  kneeling  at  our  feet, 

\  weak  and  worthlefs  fatisfadion. 

To  this,  defiance  add :  and  for  conclufion, 

Tell  him  he  hath  betray'd  his  followers, 

Whofe  condemnation  is  pronounc'd.     So  far 

My  King  and  matter;  and  fo  much  my  office. 

K.  Henry.  What  is  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  quality. 

MouKt.  Mountjoy. 

K.  Henry.    Thou  doft  thy  office  fairly.    Tarn  ihec 
back, 
And  tell  thy  King,  I  do  not  feek  him  now; 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment;  for  to  fay  the  (both, 
[Though  'tis  no  wifdom  to  confefs  Co  much 
Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage), 
My  people  are  with  ficknefs  much  enfeebled, 
My  numbers  kllcn'd  ;  and  thofe  few  I  have, 
Almoft  no  better  than  fo  many  French; 
Who,  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  beraW, 
I  thought,  upon  one  pair  of  Englifh  legs, 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen.     Yet  forgive  me,  God, 
That  I  do  brag  thus:  this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me ;   I  muft  repent. 
Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  mafter,  here  I  am  ; 
My  raQfom  is  this  fiaU  and  woiihlefs  trunk  : 
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My  army  but  a  weak  and  fickly  guard: 
Yet,  God  before,  teil  him  we  will  come  on, 
Though  France  himfelf,  and  fuch  another  neighbour, 
Stand  in  our  way.     There's  for  thy  labour,  Mountjoy, 
Go,  bid  thy  rrafter  well  advife  himfelf:  i 

If  we  may  pafs,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hinder'd,  '^ 

*  We  (hail  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 
Difcolour;  and  fb,  Mountjoy,  fare  you  well.  H*. 

The  Turn  of  all  our  anfwer  is  but  this:  ^^ 

"We  would  not  (eek  a  battle  as  we  are ; 
Yet,  as  we  are,  we  fay  will  not  (hun  it: 
So  tell  your  mafter. 

Mount.  I  Ihall  deliver  Co  :  thanks  to  your  Highnefs. 

[Exit 

Clou.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now/, 

K.  Henry,    We  are  in  God's  hand,    brother,    not  k 
theirs : 
March  to  the  bridge;  it  now  draws  toward  night; 
Beyond  the  river  we'll  incamp  ourfelves; 
And  on  to  morrow  bid  them  march  awa)'.  lExeuat^ 

S     C     E     N     E        IX. 
The  French  camp  near  ^gincourt. 
Enter  the  Conjiable  of  France,   the  Lord  Rambures,   Of' 
leans,  Dauphin,  -with  others.  f 

Con.    Tut,    I   have  the   beft  armour   of  the   world  % 
Would  it  were  day  !  [j 

OrL  You  have  an  excellent  armour;   but  let  my  horfi  '■'' 
have  his  due.  -  . 

Con.  It  is  the  beft  horfe  of  Europe.  ft- 

Orl.  Will  it  never  be  morning.^ 

Dau»   My  Lord  of  Orleans,    and  my  Lord  Conftable, 
you  talk  of  hor(e  and  armour, 

OrL  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both  as  any  prince 
in  the  world. 

Dau.    What  a  long  night  is  this!    I  will  not  chaDg( 
my  horle  wiih  any   that  treads  hut  on  four  pafterns:  ftf 
ha  J  le  chival  volant,  the  Pegafui,  chez  les  narines  de  feu! 
he  bounds  from  the  earth,    as  if  bis  entrails  were  hairs; 
when  I  beftride  him,  I  foar,    I  am  a  hawk;    he  trots  tl^C/ 

*  Uall^i  chromcUf  fol.  14.  Kenry  V.  year  2* 
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air,  the  earth  fings   when   he  touches  it ;    the  bafcfl  horn 
of  his  hoof  is  more  mufical  than  the  pipe  of  Hermes, 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  tlic  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  bcaO  for 
Perfeus :  he  is  pure  air  and  fire;  and  the  dull  elements 
jf  earth  and  water  never  appear  in  him,  but  only  in 
patient  ftillnefs  while  his  rider  mounts  him :  he  is,  in- 
deed, a  horfe;  and  all  other  beafls  you  may  call  jades. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  it  is  a  moft  abfolutc  and  ex- 
rellent  horfe. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys;  his  neigh  rs  like 
he  bidding  of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance  inforccs 
lomage. 

Orl.  No  more,  coufin. 

Ddu,  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot,  from 
he  lifing  of  the  laik  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary 
lc(crved  praife  on  my  palfrey ;  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent 
IS  the  fea :  turn  the  fands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and 
ny  h)rfe  is  argument  for  them  all;  'tis  a  fuhje£t  for  a 
overcign  to  reafim  on,  and  for  a  fJwereign's  fovereign 
0  ride  en;  and  for  the  world,  familiar  to  us  and  un* 
;nown,  to  lay  apjrt  their  particular  fundlions,  and  wonder 
It  him.  I  once  writ  a  (bnnet  in  hispraift,  and  began  thus, 
'Vonder  cf  nature  * 

Orl.  I  have  heard  a  fonnct  begin  fb  to  one's  miftrefs. 

Dau,  Then  did  ihty  imitate  that  which  I  compos'J 
0  my  courfer ;   for  my  liorfe  is  my  miftrefs. 

Orl.  Your  niifrrcfs  bears  well. 

Dau.  Me,  well  ;  ■         which  is  the  prefcript  praife  and 
herfeition  of  a  good  and  particular  mifticfs. 

Con.  Methought,  yeOerday  your  miflrtfsflirewdly  (book 
ll^our  back. 

Dau.   So,  perhaps,  did  your's. 

Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

Dau.  O  then,  belike,  ftic  was  old  and  gentle;  and  you 

•  Here  1  fuppofe,  feme  foolijh  poem  of  our  authorh  time 
\%  ridiculed;  -which  indeed  partly  appears  from  the  anfiver. 
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rode  like  a  Kern  of  Ireland,  your  French  hofc  off,  and  ii 
your  ftrait  trouflcrs. 

Con.  You  have  good  judgment  in  horfemanfhip. 
^  Dau.  Be  wam'd  by  me  then;   they  that   ride  Co,    anc 
ride  not  warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs.     I  bad  rather  have  mj 
boifc  to  my  miftrefs. 

Cen.  1  had  as  lieve  have  my  miflrefs  a  jade. 

Dau,  1  tell  thee,  Conftable,  my  miftrefs  wears  her  ow« 
hair. 

Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boaft  as  that,  if  I  had « 
fbw  to  my  miftrefs. 

Dau.  Le  ch'ten  efi  retourne  a  fin  propre  vom'.Jfement,  4f 
Ja  truie  lavee  au  hourhier  ;  thou  mak'ft  ufe  of  any  thing. 

Con.  Yet  .^o  I  not  ufe  my  horfe  for  my  miftrefs;  o| 
any  fuch  proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe. 

Ram.  My  Lord  Conftable,  the  armour  that  I  (aw  in 
your  tent  fo-night,  are  thofe  Aars,  or  fnns  upon  it? 

Con.  Stars,  my  Lord. 

Dau   Some  of  them  will  fall  to  morrow,  I  hope. 

Con.  And  yet  my  (ky  ftiall  not  want. 

Datt.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  many  fuperfluoufly; 
and  'twere  more  honour  fome  were  away. 

Con.  Ev'n  as  your  horfe  bears  your  praifes,  who  would 
trot  as  well  were  fime  of  your  brags  difmounted. 

Dau.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert. 
Will  it  never  be  day?  I  will  ttot  to-rrorrcw  a  mile,  and 
my  way  ftjall  be  paved  with  Englifh  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  fay  fb,  for  fear  I  ftiould  be  fac'd  out  of 
my  way ;  but  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would  faib 
be  about  the  ears  of  the  Englifh. 

Rem.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  ir.e  for  twenty 
Engliftl  prifbners  ? 

Con.  You  muft  firft  go  yourfelf  to  hazard  ere  you  have 
them. 

Dau.  'Tis  midnight,  I'll  go  arm  myfelfl  [ExU, 

Orl.  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 

Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Englifti. 

Con.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

Orl  By  the  white  hand  of  my  Lady,  he's  a  gallant 
prince. 

On, 
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Cen.  Swear  by  her  four,  that  (he  may  tread  out  the 

oath. 

Orl.  He  is  fimply  the  moft  a£tive  gentleman  ofFrancCt 
Con.  Doing  is  aftivity,  and  he  will  (till  be  doing, 
Orl.  He  never  did  harm  that  I  heard  of. 
Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow  :  he  will  keep  that 
»ood  name  ftill. 
Orl.  1  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  1  was  told  that  by  one  that  knows  him  better 
ban  you. 
Orl.  What's  he? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  Co  himfcif,  and  he  faid  he 
rar'd  not  who  knew  it, 

[Orl.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 
Con.  By  my  faith,  Sir,  but  it  is;   never  any  body  fawf 
it,  but  his  lacquey ;  'tis  a  hooded  valour,  and   when  it 
appear^,  it  will  abate. 
'     Orl.  Ill-will  never  faid  well. 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with,  There  is  flatlery  ia 

friendjhip, 
Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with,    Give  the   devil 
bis  due. 

Con.  Well  plac'd ;  there  (lands  your  friend  for  the 
devil;  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb  with,  A  pox 
on  the  devil. 

Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much  a 
fooVs  bolt  isfoonjhot. 

Con.  You  have  (hot  over. 

Orl.  'Tis  not  the  firll  time  you  were  over-(hot.]l 
'scene        X.         Enter  a  Mejenger, 
Mejf.  My  Lord  High  Conflable,  the  Englilh  lie  within 
fteen  hundred  paces  of  your  tents. 
Cen.  Who  hath  meafur'd  the  ground  ? 
MeJf  The  Lord  Grandpree. 

Con.  A  valiant  and  mod  expert  gentleman.  Would  it 
»ereday!  Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England  I  he  longs  not 
3r  the  dawning  as  we  do.  ' 

Orl.  What  a  wretched  and   peevilh  fellow  is  this  King 
f  England,  to  mop  with  his  fat-brain'd  followers  fo  far 
t  of  his  knowledge.^ 

On, 
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Con.  If  the  Englifti  had  any  apprehenfion,  they  wou 
ran  away. 

Orl.  That  they  lack;  for  if  their  heads  had  any  iote 
le£tual  armour,  they  could  never  wear  liich  heavy  hca 
pieces. 

Ram.  That  iHand  of  England  breeds  very  valiant  ere 
tures;   their  maftiffs  are  of  unmatchablc  couraoe. 

Or).  Foolifti  curs,  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth  « 
a  Ruffian  bear,  and  have  their  heads  crulli'd  like  rotte 
apples.  You  may  as  well  fay,  that's  a  valiant  flea  thi 
dares  eat  his  breakfaft  on  the  lip  of  a  lion. 

Con.  Juft,  juft;  and  the  men  do  fj'mpathize  with  tl 
maftiffs  in  robuftious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  the 
wits  with  their  wives  ;  and  then  give  them  great  meals  i 
beef,  and  iron  and  Ikel,  they  will  eat  hke  wolves,  ai; 
fight  like  devils. 

Qri.  Ay ;  but  thefe  Engliih  are  (hrewdly  out  of  beef. 

Con.  Then  fhall  we  find  to-morrow,  they  have  only  ft( 
machs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arn: 
come,  (hall  wc  about  it? 

Orl.  'Tis  two  o'  clock  ;  but  (let  me  fee)  by  ten, 
"Wc  Ihall  have  each  a  hundred  Engliihmen.  [Exeun 

A    C    T      IV.        S    C    E    N    E      I. 

j^gincQurt. 
Enter  Chorus. 

NOW  entertain  conjeflure  of  a  time, 
When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  dark, 
Fills  the  wide  veflel  of  the  univerfe*, 
From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night, 
The  hum  of  either  army  fliily  founds. 
That  the  fix'd  centinels  almoU  receive 
The  fecret  whifpers  of  each  other's  watch. 
Fire  anfwcrs  fire,  and  through  their  paly  flames 
Each  battle  ices  the  other's  umber'd  f  face. 

•  Univerfe,  for  horizon. 

f  Umber'd,  or  umbfed|  ii  a  term  in  llazonry,  and  Jig 
nijies  &adowed« 
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teed  threatens  flecd,  in  high  and  boaflful  neighs 

'ierciiig  the  night's  dull  car  ;  and  from  tlic  tents, 

rhc  armourers  accomplilhing  the  knights, 

Vith  bufy  hammers  tlofing  rivets  wp, 

jive  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 

The  counirycocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  fol! : 

knd,  (the  third  hour  of  drowfy  morning  nam'dj!, 

'roud  of  their  numbers  and  ftcure  in  foul, 

rhe  confident  and  over-lu'ly  French 

)o  the  low-rated  Englifh  play  at  dice  •; 

ind  chide  the  cripple  tardy-gated  Night, 

A'ho,  Ike  a  foul  and  ugly  w  tch,  does  limp 

o  tediouHy  away.     Tiie  poor  condemned  Englifti, 

jkc  facrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 

it  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

The  morning's  danger:  and  their  gedure  fad, 

nvcft  in  lank-lean  cheeks  and  war-worn  coats, 

'refented  the-m  unto  the  gaiing  moon 

o  many  horrid  ghofts.     Who  ni  w  beholds 

rhe  Royal  Captain  of  this  ruin'd  band 

talking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent, 

xi  him  cry,  Praife  and  glory  on  his  head! 

'or  forth  he  goes,  and  vifits  all  his  h^  ft, 

fids  them  good -morrow  with  a  modelt  fmile, 

Lnd  calls  them  brothers,  friends,  and  country mea* 

Jpon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note, 

•low  dread  an  aimy  hath  inrounded  him  ; 

••lor  duth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Joto  the  weary  an4  all-watched  night,: 

iut  frcfhly  looks  and  over-bears  attaint, 

With  cheaiful  femblance  and  fwect  mejefty; 

That  ev'ry  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before, 

tehoidiiig  him,  plucks  contfort  from  his  looks. 

\  Idigcls  utiivcrfal.  like  rhe  fun, 

rlis  lib'ral  eye  <iinh  give  to  ev'ry  one, 

Thawing  cold  fiiar.     Then,  mean  and  gentle,  all 

Schold  (as  may  unworthinefs  dtfiire) 

\  little  touch  of  Harry  jn  the  night, 

*  i.  c.  3o  play  ihem  awaj  at  dice. 
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And  Co  our  fcene  muft  to  the  battle  fly : 

Where,  O  for  pity!  we  (hall  mach  difgrace, 

With  four  or  five  moft  vile  and  ragged  foils, 

(Right  illdifpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous), 

The  name  of  Agincourt.     Yet  fit  and  (ee, 

Minding  t-rue  things  by  what  their  mock'ries  be.      [Exll 

SCENE     il.      The  Englijb  camp  at  Jlgincourt. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Bedford,  and  Gloucefter. 

K.  Henry.  Glou'fter,  'tis  true  that  we  are  in  great  dangei  i 
The  greater  therefore  fhould  our  courage  be. 
Good  moirow,  brother  Bedford  :  God  Almighty  ! 
There  is  fome  foul  *  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil, 
Would  men  obfervlngly  diftil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  ftirrers ; 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  hufbandry, 
Befidcs,  they  are  our  outward  confciences, 
And  preachers  to  us  ail;  admoniftiing, 
That  we  ftiould  'drefs  \  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed, 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingham. 
Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham  : 
A  good  fbft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlifh  tiirf  of  France. 

_  Erpkg.  Not  ((),  my  Liege ;  this  lodging  likes  mc  bcl 
Since  I  may  fay.  Now  lie  I  like  a  King.  [ter 

K.  Henry.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  prefent  paii 
Upon  example;  (6  the  (piritis  eafcd  : 
And  when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt, 
The  organs,  though  defun(f^  and  dead  before, 
Break  up  their  drowly  grave,  and  newly  move 
With  carted  flough  and  frelh  celerity. 
Lend  me  thy  cloak.  Sir  Thomas :  brothers  both, 
Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  our  camp. 
Do  my  good  morrow  to  them,  and  anon 
Defire  tbem  all  to  my  pavilion. 

Glou.  We  (hall,  my  Liege, 


•  Soul,  for  fpirit. 
t  u  c.  addrefs. 
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Erping.  Shall  I  attend  your  grace? 

A'.  Hc>:ry.  No,  my  good  Knight; 
Go  with  niy  brothers  to  my  Lords  of  Englaodi 
[  ami  my  hofom  murt  debate  a  wh.le, 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erplr.g.  The  Lord  in  heaven  blcfi  thee,  noble  I'arry  ! 

K  Henry.    God-a-mercy,    old   heart,     thou   iptak'lV 
chcarfully. 
SCENE    IIL      Enter  Pifto!. 

PiJ}.  QuivaldF 

K.  Her.ry.  A  fiiend. 

Tiji.  Dilculs  unto  me,  art  thou  officer, 
Dr  art  thou  bafe,  common,  and  popular  ? 

K-  Henry.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

■Fiji'  Trail'ft  thou  the  puiflant  pike? 

K.  HfKty.  Even  Co.     What  arc  you  ? 

P{/?.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  Emperor. 

K-  Henry.  Then  you  are  a  better  than  the  Klng^ 

P;/?.  The  King's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
1  lad  of  life,   an  ;mp  of  fame, 
)f  parents  good,  of  firt  mod  valiant. 

kifs  his  dirty  fhoe,   and  from  my  heart- ftring 

love  the  lovely  bu^iy.     What's  thy  name  ? 

K.Hetiry.  Harry  le  Roy. 

Fiji,  Le  Roy!    a   Cornifh  name;   art  thou  of  Cornifh 
crew  ? 

K.  Henry.  No ;  I  am  a  Welchman. 

Plji.  Know'll  thou  f  luellen  ? 

K.Hen-y.  Yes. 

PiJ}.  Tell  him  I'll  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate 
.pon  St  David's  Day. 

K.  Henry.  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap 
hat  day,  left  he  knock  that  about  your's. 

rijf.  Art  ihou  his  friend  ? 

K.  Henry.  And  his  kinfman  too. 

PiJ}.  The  Figo  for  thee  then  !— — 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  you.     God  be  with  you. 

PiJ}'  My  name  is  Pijiol  call'd.  [Exit, 

C  c  2  K,  Henry, 
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K.  Hsnry.  It  Ibrts  well  with  your  fiercenefs. 

[Manet  K.  Hcorj| 
Knter  Fluellcn,  and  Gower,  CeveraUy, 

Cov).  Captain  FlucHen       ■ 

Flu.  So;  in  the  nanie  of  Chefhu  Chrifl,  fpeak  few( 
It  is  the  greatelt  admiration  in  the  univcrral  world,  whe 
the  true  and  antient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of  the  wars  ij 
not  kept.  If  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  examin 
the  wars  cf  Poir.pey  the  Great,  you  Ihall  find,  I  warranl 
you,  that  :here  is  no  tiddic  taddle,  nor  piSble  pabbl<l 
in  PcnDpcy's  camp.  I  warrant  you,  you  (hall  find  th 
ceremonies  of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forai 
of  it,  and  the  fobrieties  of  it,  and  the  modefty  of  it,  t 
be  otherwile. 

Cow.    V/hy,    the  enemy  is  loud,  you  hear  him 
EJcht. 

Fiu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  a(s  and   a  fool,  and  a  pratitt 
coxcomb,  is  it  meet,    think  you,    that   we   fhould  alfc    «• 
look  you,  be  an  afs  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb 
in  your  own  conscience  now? 

Gow.   I  Will  fpeak  K)wer.  « 

Flu.  I  pray  yoa,  and  befeech  you,  that  you  will. 

[Exeuni 

K.  Henry.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  offalhion, 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this-Welchman. 

S     C     E     N     E         IV. 
Enter  three  foldiers,    John  Bates,  Alexander  Court,  am 
Mchael  Williams. 

Court,  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  mornioji 
which  breaks  yonder  ? 

Batci.  I  think  it  f-e ;  but  we  have  no  great  cauft  ti 
defire  the  approach  of  day. 

Wdl.  We  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day ;  bu 
I  think  we  ihall  never  fee  the  end  of  it.  Who  go€ 
there? 

K- Henry.  A  friend. 

Will.  Under  what  captain  ferve  you? 

K.  Henry.  Under  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham- 

Wdl.  A  good  old  commander  and  a  mcft  kind  gen- 
tleman.    I  pray  ycu,  what  tbir.ks  he  of  our  cfiate? 

K.  Henry 
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K.  Henry.  Even  as  men  wrcck'd  upon  a  /and,  tha^ 
look  to  be  wafh'd  off  the  next  tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  King? 

K.Henry.  No;  nor  is  it  meet  he  fhould:  for  though 
I  fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think  the  King  is  but  a  man  as  I 
am.  The  violet  fmells  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me;  the 
element  (hews  to  him  as  it  doih  to  me;  all  bis  fenfes 
have  but  human  conditions.  His  ceremonies  laid  by,  in 
his  nakcdnefs  he  appears  but  a  man;  and  though  his  af- 
Itdtions  are  higher  mounted  than  ours,  yet  when  they 
ftoop,  they  ftoop  with  the  like  wing :  therefore,  whea 
he  fees  reafon  of  fears  as  we  do,  bis  fears,  out  of  doubt, 
be  of  the  fame  relilh  as  ours  are:  yet  in  reafon  no  man 
fhould  poflefs  him  with  any  appearance  of  fear,  left  he 
by  (hewing  it,  (houlJ  di(hearten  his  army. 

BaieS'  He  may  (hew  what  outward  courage  he  will: 
but  I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wl(h  him- 
fclf  in  the  Thames  up  to  the  neck,  and  Co  I  would  he 
were,  and  I  by  him  at  all  adventures,  Co  we  were  quit 
here. 

K.  Henry.  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpeak  my  confcience 
of  the  King.  I  think  he  would  not  wi(h  himfclf  any 
where  but  where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then  would  he  were  here  alone;  fo  (hould  he 
be  (lire  to  be  ranfomed,  and  many  poor  men^'  lives  faved. 

K.  Henry.  I  dare  fiy,  you  love  him  not  fo  ill  to  wl(h 
him  here  alone,  howfoever  you  fpeak  this  to  feel  other 
mens*  minds.  Methinks  I  could  not  die  any  where  fa 
contented  as  in  the  King's  company,  his  caufe  being  juf^, 
and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

Will  Thai's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  moie  than  wc  (hould  Ceck  after;  for 
we  know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  King's  fubjefls : 
ifhiscaufebe  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  King  wipes 
the  crime  of  it  out  of  us, 

JFill.  But  if  the  caufe  be  not  good,  the  King  himfelf 
hath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make  ;  when  all  thofe  legs, 
and  arms,  and  heads,  chopp'd  off  in  a  battle,  (hall  join 
together  at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all,  JVedfdatfuch 
e  place;  fymc,    fwcaring;    fome,   crying  for  a  furgeon; 

C  c  3  ioaie^ 
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Ibme,  upon  their  wives  left  poor  behind  them;  fbme, 
upon  the  debts  they  owe  ;  (bme,  ijpon  their  children  raw- 
Jy  left.  I  am  afeard  there  are  few  die  well,  that  die  in  B*-' 
battle;  for  how  can  they  charitably  difpofe  of  any  thing, 
when  blood  is  thsir  argument?  Now,  if  thefe  men  do  not 
die  well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for  the  King  that  led 
them  to  it,  whom  to  difobey  were  againft  all  proportioa 
of  fubjecflion. 

K.  Henry.  So,  if  a  Con  that  is  Cent  by  his  father  about 
nierchandize,  do  fall  into  fbme  lewd  a£tion  and  mifcarry,. 
the  imputation  of  his  wickednels,  by  your  rule,  fhould  be 
impofcd  upon  his  father  that  Cent  him  ;  or  if  a  feivant, 
under  his  mafter's  command,  tranfporting  a  fum  of 
money,  be  adaiPd  by  roWbers,  and  die  in  many  irrecon« 
ciled  iniquiiles,  you  may  call  the  bufinefs  of  the  maftec 
fhe  author  of  the  (crvant's  damnation.  But  this  is  not  Co  : 
rhc  King  is  not  bound  to  anfwer  the  particular  endings  of 
his  fold iers,  the  father  of  his  fon,  nor  the  mafler  of  his. 
fervant  ;  for  they  purpofe  not  their  death,  when  they 
purpose  their  fer vices.  Befides,  there  is  no  King,  be  his 
csufe  never  fo  fpoilefi,  if  it  come  to  the  arbitriment  of 
Twords,  can  try  it  out  v.'ith  all  unfpottcd  foldiers.  Some, 
peradventure,  have  on  them  the  guilt  of  premeditated  and 
contrived  murder;  fome,  of  beguiling  virgins  with  the  bro- 
ien  feals  of  perjury  ;  fome,  making  the  wars  their  bul- 
'r?.rk,  that  have  before  gored  the  gentle  bofom  of  peace 
with  pil'age  and  robbery.  Now,  ifthefe  men  have  de- 
feated the  lavv,  and  outrun  native  *  punilhment;  though 
tbey  can  outfliip  n:en,  they  have  no  wings  to  fly  from 
God.  War  is  bis  beadle,  war  is  his  vengeance;  Co  that 
here  men  are  punifhed,  for  before  the  breach  of  the  King's 
laws,  in  the  King's  qi^arrel  now.  Where  they  feared  the 
death,  they  have  borne  life  away;  and  where  they  would  .. 
be  Cafe,  they  perifh.  Then  if  they  die  unprovided,  no  ;. 
more  is  the  King  guilty  of  their  damnation,  than  he  wa& 
before  guilty  of  thofe  impieties  for  which  they  are  now 
vifjted.  Every  fubjed's  duly  is  the  King's,  but  every 
fuHjefl's  foul  is  his  own.     Therefore  fhould  every  foldier 
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the  wars  do  as  every  fick  man  in  his  bed,    waOi  every 

)th  out  of  his  confcience  :    and  dying  Co,    death   is    to 

n  advantage  ;   or  not  dying,  the  time  was  bicflcdly  loft, 

.crein  luch  preparation  was  gained:  and  in  him  that  e- 

;apes,   it  were  not  fin  to  think,  that  making  God  foficc 

n  ortcr,  he  let  him  outlive  that  day  to  fee  his  greatneO, 

nd  to  teach  others  how  they  (hould  prepare. 

U^ill.  'Tis  certain,  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  is 
pon  his  own  head  ;  the  King  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 

Bates.  I  do  not  defirc  he  (hould  anfwer  for  me,  and 
et  I  determine  to  fi^ht  luftily  for  him. 

K.  Henry.  I  mylelf  heard  the  King  fay,  he  would  not- 
e  ranfom'd. 

JtlH.  Ay,  he  faid  Co,  to  make  us  fight  chearfully  ;  but 
»hcn  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd,  and  wc 
ic'er  the  wifer. 

A'.  Hoiry.  If  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  ncvei  truft  his  word 
fter. 

Will.  You  pay  him  then  ;  that's  a  perilous  (hot  out  of 
n  elder-gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure  can  da 
gainft  a  monarch!  you  may  as  well  go  about  to  turn  the 
iin  to  ice,  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a  peacock's  fea- 
her.  You'll  never  truft  his  word  after  !  Come,  'tis  a 
bclilh  faying. 

K.Hemy.  Your  reproof  Is  fomething  too  round.  I 
hould  be  angry  with  you,   if  the  time  were  convenient. 

IV'ill.  Let  It  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

K.  Henry.  I  embrace  it. 

Will.  How  (hall  I  know  thee  again  ?: 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear 
t  in  my  bonnet  ;  then,  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  acknowledge 
it,  I  will  make  it  my  quarrel. 

Will-  Here's  my  glove  j  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Henry.  There. 

Will.  This  will  I  alfo  wear  in  my  cap ;  if  ever  thou 
come  to  me  and  (ay,  after  to-morrow.  This  is  my  glovej 
by  this  hand,  I  will  give  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K.  Henry.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

mil*   Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 

K-  He..ry* 
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K.  Henry.  Well,  1  will  do't,  though  I  take  thee  in  th 

King's  company. 

Will.  Keep  thy  word  :  fare  thee  well. 

Bates.  Be  friends,  yon  Englilh   fools,  be  friends;  w1, 

have  French  quarrels  enow,    if  you  could  tell  how  t<l 

•reckon.  [Exeunt  foldien 

SCENE     V.        Manet  King  Henry. 
[K.  Henry.  Indeed  the  French  may  lay  twenty  Frencl 
crowns  to  one,    they  will  beat  us  ;  for  they  bear  thetr, 
OB  their  (houlders:    but  it  is  no  Engiifh  trcafbn  to  cui 
French  crowns,  and  to  morrow  the  King  himielf  will  tx 
^a  clipper  ] 

Upon  the  King !  let  us  our  lives,  our  (buls. 

Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children  and 

Our  fins,  lay  on  the  King ;  he  muft  bear  all. 

O  hard  condition,   and  twin-born  with  greatnefs, 

Subject  to  breath  of  evVyfool,   whole  fenfe 

No  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing. 

"Wh^t  infinite  heart.eafe  mufl  Kings  reglefl. 

That  private  men  enjoy  ;   and  what  have  Kings, 

That  private  have  not  too,   fave  ceremony  1 

Save  gen'ral  ceremony  ? ~- 

And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  Ceremony  ? 

"What  kind  of  god  art  thou,    that  fuffer'fl  more 

Of  mortal  griefs,    than  do  thy  worftiippers .' 

What  arc  thy  rents  ?  what  ate  thy  comings-in  ? 

O  Ceremony,   (hew  me  but  thy  worth  ; 

What  is  thy  toll,  O  Adoration  ? 

Art  thou  aught  elie  but  place,  degree,  and  form, 

Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  * 

Wherein  thou  art  lefshsppy,   being  fear'd, 

Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'ft  thou  oft,   Inftcad  of  homage  fweet, 

But  poifon'd  flattVy?  O  be  lick,  great  Greatnefs, 

And  bid  thy  Ceremony  give  thee  cure. 

Think'ft  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  > 

Caah}  thou,   when  thoucommand'ft  the  beggar's  knee, 

Command  the  health  of  it?  No,   ihou  proud  dream, 

That 
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That  play'ft  To  fubtly  wiih  a  King's  repoft. 
T  am  a  King,  that  fwA  thee  ;   and  1  know, 
Tis  not  the  balm,  the  fccptre,  and  the  bail, 
The  fword,    the  mace,  ilie  crown  imperial, 
The  enter-tiirued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl, 
The  farfed  titles  running  'fore  the  King, 
The  throne  he  fits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  ftioreof  this  world  ; 
No,  not  all  tliefe  thrice  gorgtous  ceremonies, 
Not  all  thcfc,  laid  n  bed  majeOical, 
Can  flcepfo  foundly  as  the  wretched  fiave; 
\Vho,-  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind, 
Gets  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  diftrelsful  bread  ; 
Never  fees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell ; 
But,  like  a  lacquey,  from  the  rife  to  fet, 
Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus  ;  and  all  night 
Sleeps  in  Eiyfjum  ;   next  day,  after  dawn. 
Doth  rife,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horfe: 
And  follows  fo  the  ever-ronning  year 
With  profitable  labc^ur  to  his  grave: 
And  (but  for  ceremony)  fuch  a  wretch, 
Windng  up  days  with  toil,    and  nights  with  flecp, 
Haih  the  fort -hand  and  'vantage  of  a  King. 
The  flave,   a  member  of  the  country's  peace, 
Enjoys  It ;   but  in  grofs  brain  little  wots. 
What  watch  the  King  keeps  to  mail. tain  the  peace, 
"Whofc  hours  the  peafant  beft  advanta^^e:-. 

SCENE     VI.     £. /«?r  Erpingham. 

Erp.  My  Lord,  your  Nobles  jealous  ot  your  abfcnce. 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K'  Henry.    Good  old  Knight, 
Colled  them  all  together  at  my  tent ; 
I'll  be  before  thee 

Erp    1  fhal!  do't,  my  Lord.  [Exit, 

K.  Henry    O  G  d  of  battles !  ftecl  my  foldiers'  hearts; 
P(  flcfs    him  not  wiih  fear;  take  from  them  now 
The  fenfe  of  reckoning  :   leaf!  th'  (■ppofcd  numbers 

Pluck    iicir  hearts  from  them. Not  to-day,  O  Lordf 

O  not  to  day,    think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  coropallirg  the  crown. 


3IO  King  Henry   V.  Adivl 

I  Richard's  body  have  interred  new, 
And  on  it  have  beflow'd  more  contrite  tears, 
Than  from  it  idu'd  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 
"U'ho  twice  a  day  their  wither'd  hands  hold  up, 
Tow'rd  heav'n  to  pardon  blood  ;    and  I  have  built 
Two  chauntries,  where  the  fad  and  folemn  pricfls 
Sing  ftill  for  Richard's  foul.     More  will  I  doj 
Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worth, 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  call, 
Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Glou.  My  Liege. 

K.  Henry.  My  brother  Glo'fter's  voice  ? 
1  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee  : 
The  day,   my  friends,  and  all  things  flay  for  roe. 

{Exeunt* 
SCENE  VI  I.     Charges  to  the  Frer.ch  can  p. 
Enter  /Z?^  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Rambures,   c« J  Beaumont, 
Orl.   The  fun  doth  gild  our  armour;  up,  my  Lord 


[Dau.  Montez  cheval :  my  horfe,  valeL  laauey :  ha  ? 
Orl.  O  brave  fpirit !  '  >    a  .' 

Dau.  Via  ! ki  eaux  &  la  terre,. 

Orl.  liie,,  puis  !  U  air  &  fiu."'      - 

Dau.  Ciel  !  Coufm  Orleans 

En{er  Conjlable, 
Now,  my  Lord  ConOable  I 

Con.  Hark,  how  out  fteeds  for  prefetit  ftrvlcc  ncigFr. 
Dau.  Mount  them,  and  make  incifion  in  their  hides, 
That  their  hot  blood  may  fpin  in  Englifh  eyes. 
And  daunt  them  with  fuperfluous  courage  :    ha  ! 

Ram.  W  hat,  will  you   have   them  weep  our  horfes* 
blood  .■* 
How  (hall  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ,> 
ErAer  a  Mtjfengcr. 
M.-/ The  Englifh  are  embattl'd,  you  French  Peers.]  ■ 
Con.  Tohorfc  J    you  gallant  princes,  flrait  to  horfe  I 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  flarved  band, 
And  your  fair  fhew  (hall  futk  away  their  fouls; 
Leaving  them  but  the  fhales  and  hulks  of  men. 

There 
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There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands, 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  fickly  veins 
To  give  each  naked  curtle-ax  a  (lain  ; 
That  our  French  gallants  fhall  to-day  draw  out, 
And  (heath  for  lack  of  fport.  Let's  but  blow  on  them, 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  o'crturn  them. 
*Tispofitive  'giinft  all  exception,    Lords, 
That  our  fupcrflaous  lacqueys  and  our  pealants, 
Who  in  unnecelTify  a£lion  fwarm 
About  our  {quares  of  battle,  were  enow 
To  purge  this  field  of  fuch  a  hilding  foe; 
Though  we,  upon  this  mountam's  bafis  by, 
Took  lland  for  idle  fpeculation  : 
But  that  our  honours  muft  not.     What's  to  fay? 
A  very  little,  little,   let  us  do  ; 
And  ail  is  done.     Then  let  the  trumpets  found 
The  turket-fonance,  and  the  note  to  mount  : 
For  our  approach  Ihall  Co  much  dare  the  field. 
That  England  fliall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 
Enter  Grandprec. 

Grand.  Why  do  you  ftay  fo  long,  my  Lords  of  France? 
tfouifland-carrions,  defp'rate  of  their  bones, 
111  favouiedly  become  the  morning  field  : 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 
And  our  air  (Lakes  them  palfing  fcornfully. 
Big  Mars  feems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  hoft, 
And  faintly  through  a  rufty  bever  peeps. 
The  horlemen  fit  like  fixed  candle(ticks, 
With  torch-flaves  in  their  hand;   and  their  poor  jadcs 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hide  and  hips  : 
The  gum  down-roping  from  their  pale  dead  eyes  • 
And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  jymold  bitt 
Lies  foul  with  chaw'd  graft,   (\:\\  and  motionlefs  : 
And  their  executors,  the  knavi(h  crows. 
Fly  o'er  them,   all  impatient  for  their  hour, 
Defcript  ion  cannot  fuit  itfeifin  words. 
To  demonftrate  the  life  of  fuch  a  battle, 
In  life  fo  livelcfs  as  it  (hews  itfelf. 

Cm.  They've  faid  their  prayers,   and   they  flay  for 
death.  . 

Dau, 
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Dau.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  dinners  and  f  rcfh  futes, 
And  give  their  fafting  horfes  provender, 
And,  after,  fight  with  them  ? 

Con,  I  ftay  but  for  my  guard :  on,  to  the  field; 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take, 
And  u{e  It  for  my  hafte.     Come,  come,   away  ! 
The  fun  is  high,   and  we  outwear  the  day.  lExeunt 

SCENE    VIII.       The  EngUp  camp. 

Enter  Gloucerter,    Bedford,    Exeter,    Erpingham,    -wUil 

all  the  heft;  Salifbury,  and  Wcftmorland. 

Gku.   Where  is  the  King? 

Bed.  The  King  himfcif  is  rode  to  view  their  battle. 

Wejl.  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threeftore  thou* 
fand. 

Kxe*  Thert's  five  to  one  ;  befides,  they  all  arc  frefli. 

Sal.  God's  arm  ftrike  with  as,  'tis  a  fearful  odds! 
God  be  wi'you,  Princes  all;  I'll  to  my  charge. 
If  we  no  more  meet  till  we  meet  in  heav'n, 
Then  joyfully,  my  Noble  Lord  of  Bedford, 
My  dear  Lord  Glo'fter,  and  my  good  Lord  Exetef, 
And  my  kind  kinfman,   warriors  all,  adieu  ! 

Bed,  Farewel,  good  Salifbury,   and  good  luck  go  will 
thee  ! 

Exe.    \To   Sal.]  Farewel,  kind  Lord  ;  fight  valiantlj 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong  to  mind  thcc  of  it,        [to-day 
For  thou  art  fratnM  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour. 

lExit  Sal 

Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour  as  of  kindnefs ; 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  King  Henry* 

WeJl.  O  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  tboufand  of  thole  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to-day! 

K.  Hetiiy.  What's  he  that  wi(hes  fb  ? 
My  ccufin  Weftmorland  ?   No,  my  fair  coi^, 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  country  lofs;  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  ftiare  of  honour. 
God's  will !    I  pray  thee  wifli  not  one  man  mor«» 
^Y  Jove,  I  am  not  covetcws  of  gold; 

Noi 
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Kor  care  I  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coft  ; 
It  yern?  me  not  if  men  my  garments  wear; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defircs; 
But  if  it  be  a  Cm  to  covet  honour, 
f  am  the  mod  offending  foul  alive. 
No,  'faiih,  my  Lord,  uifh  not  a  man  from  England: 
God's  peace,  I  would  not  lole  Co  great  an  honour, 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  fhare  from  mc, 
For  the  beft  hopes  I  have.     Don't  wifh  one  more : 
Rather  proclaim  it  (Weftmorland)  through  my  huft, 
That  he  which  hath  no  ftomath  to  this  fight, 
Let  him  depart;  his  paflport  fnall  be  made, 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purfc  : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company, 
That  fears  his  fcllowfbip  to  die  with  us. 
This  day  is  call'd  the  feaft  of  Crifpian  : 
He  thflt  outlives  this  day,  and  comes  fafe  home, 
Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  nam.'d, 
And  rou(c  him  at  the  name  of  Crifpian  : 
He  that  outlives  this  day,  and  fees  old  age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  fcaft  his  neighbours. 
And  fay,  To  morrow  is  Saint  Crifpian: 
Then  will  he  lirip  his  (leeve,  and  diew  his  (cars, 
jOld  men  forget;  yet  fliall  not  all  forget. 
But  they'll  remember,  with  advantages, 
What  feats  they  did  that  day.     Then  (hall  our  names, 
Familiar  in  their  mouth  as  houfhold-words, 
Harry  the  King,  Bedford,  and  Exeter, 
"Warwick  and  Taibot,  Salifbury  and  Glo'fler, 
Be  in  their  flowing  cups  frt(hly  remembcr'd. 
This  (lory  (hall  the  goodman  teach  his  fon : 
And  Crifpin  Crifpian  fliall  ne'er  go  by,  ' 

From  this  day  to  the  endiig  of  the  world, 
But  we  in  it  Ihall  be  remembered; 
We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers; 
For  he  to-day  that  fheds  his  blood  with  me, 
Shall  be  my  brother;  bt  he  ne'er  fo  vile, 
This  day  (hall  gentle  his  condition. 
And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a-bcd, 
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Shall  think  themfelves  accurs'd  they  were  not  here; 
And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  fpeaks, 
Tliiat  fought  with  us  upon  St  Crifpian's  day. 
Enter  Sah'ftjury, 

Sal.  My  Sov'reign  Lord,  beftow  your/elf  with  fpee<l: 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  let, 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.  Henry.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  Co. 

Wefl.  Perifti  the  man  whofe  mind  is  backward  now! 

K.  Henry.   Thou  doft  not  wifh  more  help  from  En;_ 

land,  couGn  ?  ^^^ 

Weji. '  God's  will,  my  Liege,  would  you  and  I  alone 
Without  more  help  could  fight  this  royal  battle! 

K,  Henry.  Why,  nov;  thou  haft  unwifh'd  five  thoO" 
fand  men : 

Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wifh  us  one.  B*"' 

You  know  .your  places:  God  be  with  you  all!  m'! 

S  C  E  N  E    IX.      A  tucket  founds.     Enter  Mountjoy.    »'■ 

Mount,  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,    Kingj    *J' 
2f  for  thy  ranfbm  thou  wilt  now  compound,  [Harry,    *V 

Before  thy  mod  afliired  overthrow: 
For  certainly  thou  art  Co  near  the  gulph. 
Thou  needs  muft  be  ing'utted.     Thus,  in  mercy, 
The  Conftable  defires  thee,  thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance;  that  their  fouls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 
From  off  theft  fields;    where,  wretches,   their  poor  ho- 
Muft  lie  and  fefter.  [die* 

K.  Henry.  Who  hath  Cent  thee  now? 

Mount.  The  Conftable  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  anfwer  back. 
Bid  them  atchieve  me,  and  then  fell  my  bones. 
Good  God!  why  fhould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus? 
The  man  that  once  did  fell  the  lion's  flcin 
While  the  bead  liv'd,  was  kill'd  with  hunting  him. 
And  many  of  our  bodies  (hall,  no  doubt, 
Find  native  graves ;  upon  the  which,  I  truft, 
Shall  witnefs  live  in  braft  of  this  day's  work. 
And  thofc  that  Isave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
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Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghils, 
They  (hall  be  fam'J;    for  there  the  fun  (hall  greet  tlicm, 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heav'n  j 
\   Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choke  your  clime, 
The  fniell  whereof  fliall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 
[Mark  then  a  bounding  valour  in  our  Englirti : 

That  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's  grazing, 

Breaks  out  into  a  fecrct  courfe  of  mifchicf, 

Killing  in  relapfc  of  mortality.] 
Let  rae  (peak  proudly ;  tell  the  Condabie, 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working  day. 
Our  gayncfs,  and  our  gilt,  are  all  be-fmirch'd 
"V'ith  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field. 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  bo(i; 
{Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  will  not  fly)  : 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  flovenry. 
But,  by  the  mafs,  our  hearts  arc  in  the  trim  : 
And  my  poor  (bldieis  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 
They'll  be  in  frcfher  robes;  for  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  fbldiers'  heads, 
And  turn  them  out  of  (ervice.     If  they  do, 
[As,  if  God  pieale,  they  (bali),  my  ranlbm  then 
Will  foon  be  levy'd.     Herald,  fave  ihy  labour, 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ranfotn,  gentle  herald: 
They  (hall  have  none,  I  fwear,  but  thefc  my  joints; 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'cm  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little;   tell  the  Conftable. 

Mount.  1  (hall,  King  Harry;  and  fo  fare  thee  well. 
Thou  never  foalt  hear  herald  any  more.  [Exit. 

K'  Henry,    I  fear  thou'lt  once  more  come  again  fot 
ran/bm. 

Etitcr  York. 

Tork.  My  Lord,  moft  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward. 

K.  Henry.  Take  it,  brave  York  •,  now,  foldiers,  march 
away, 
And  how  thou  plcafcfl,  God,  difpole  the  day.      [ExeunU 

SCENE     X.         The  field  of  tattle, 
^larni^  Excurfwns.    £«/^r  PIftal,  Stench  filclier,  a}:d  Boy 

Fiji,  Yield,  cur. 
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Fr.  Sol.  Je  p€nfe^  que  vous  ejics  le  gentilhomme  de  bomb 

Piji.  Quality,  callty  —  confture  me,  art  thou  a  gentle- 
man ?  what  is  thy  name?  diicufsi 

Fr.  Sol.  0  Sigrieur  D'teu  ! 

PiJ}.  O  Signiecr  Dewe  fhould  be  a  gentleman : 
Perpend  my  words,  O  Siguieur  Dewe,  and  mark; 

0  Signieur  De-ve,  ihou  dieil  on  point  of  foXf 
Except,  O  Signieur,  thou  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ranfbm. 

Fr.  Sol,  0,  prennez  m'ferkorde,  syez  p'ltie  de  mcy. 
Pilh  Moy  (hall  not  ferve  ;  I  will  have  forty  moys ;   ei 

1  will  fetch 'thy  ranfom  out  of  thy  throat,    in  drops  q^i 
crimfbm  blood. 

f  r.  Sol.  E,^-il  impojfibk  d'efchapper  la  farce  de  ton  bras : 

PiJi.  Brafs,  cur? 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain-goat,    ofler'ft  nu 
brafs  .> 

Fr.  Sol.  0  pardomez  moy, 

Pift.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo.^  is  that  a  ton  ofmoys?' 
Come  hither,  boy;  afk  2is  this  Have  in  French, 
Vrltic  is  his  name  ? 

Boy.  Efcoutez,  comment  ejies  vous  a^pelle  r 

Fr.  Sol.   Monfieur  le  Fer. 

Soy    He  fays  his  name  is  Mr  Fer, 

Piji.  Mr  Fer  I  I'll  fer  him,  and  ferk  him,  and  ferre 
him :  ^ifcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy,  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  /<;r,  and  ferrtt 

and  ferk. 

Piji.  Bid  hi.m  prepare,  £ot  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fr.  Sol.  Qje  ditiU  Monfieur? 

33y.  II  me  com<nande  de  vous  dire  que  vous  vous  teniiz 
preji ;  car  ce  folJat  icy  eji  dfpofe  tout  a  cette  kure  de  coupei 
VG-^re  gorge. 

Pift  Owy,  cuppelle  gorge,  parmafoy,  pefant.  unleli 
thoagiveme  crowns,  brave  crowns:  or  mangled  Ihal) 
thou  be  by  this  my  fword. 

Fr.  Sol  a,  je  vcui  fippUe  pour  Vamour  de  Di'eu,  m 
pardonner;  je  fuis ge:iti'ihommc  de  tonne  niaifai,  gardez  m 
v':e,  ir  je  vous  doKfieray  deux  cents  ef:us, 
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Pi(i.  What  are  his  words? 

Biy.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  life,  he  is  a  gentleman 
of  a  good  h.nilc,  and  lor  his  ranfoin  he  will  give  yoa  cw  i 
huMdred  croAns. 

Pi/?.  Tell  him  my  fury  lliall  abate,  and  I  the  ciowns 

will  take. 

Fr.  So!.  Pdit  Minfuvir,  qtedlt-il? 
Boy.  Encore  quil  tjl  conVe fin  jurement  dc  pardonr.er 
eucitn  pr'tfonnicr   ucanimoim  pour  Us  efius  que  v.us  Pavez 
prommcttez,  ilejt  uatciil  de  vous  dinner  la  Ubertc,  k  fran- 
cbifemcnt. 

fr.Sol.  Sur  nies  ger.oux  jevous  dcnne  rKilleremrcicmem, 
is-  je  rue  eftlme  hiureux  qui  je  fuh  tombe  entre  la  nuiius 
d\ni  C/:ev(i!ier,  je  fe.fi,  le  plus  brave,   valiant,  &  trls- 
eJlimS  :i':g>;e;ir  d'  ^no:eterre. 
Fiji.  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Boy.  He  gives  you  upon  his  krees  a  thoufand  thanks, 
and  tftecms  hlmfclf  happy  that  he  hath  fali'n  into  the 
hands  of  one,  as  he  thinks,  the  molt  brave,  valorous, 
and  thrice-worthy  Signieur  of  England. 

P'lft.  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  lome  mercy  flicw. 
Foll-'vv  me,  cur. 

Boy.  Suivez  k grand  capitain.  \Ex.  Pift-  and  Fr.  Sol. 
I  did  never  know  fo  full  a  vuice  ifliie  from  fo  empty  a 
heart;  but  the  faying  is  true,  The  empty  vejjet  nukes  lie 
grec:t(fi  fiund.  Bardolph  and  Nym  had  ten  times  more 
valour  than  this  roaring  devil  i'  th'  old  play;  every  one 
may  pare  his  nails  with  a  woodtn  dagger:  yet  they  are 
both  hang'd;  and  (o  would  this  be,  it  he  diuR  Ileal  any 
thing  adventVoufly.  I  mufl  ft:!y  vviih  the  iacqneys,  with 
the  luggage  of  our  camp;  the  Fre-ich  might  have  a  good 
prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it;  for  there  is  none  to  guaid 
it  but  bo)  s.  \_Exi:. 

SCENE     XT.       Aiy.iltr  part  cf  the  field  of  battle. 
Enter  Conflabie,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Dauphm,  and  Ram- 
bores. 

Con.  0  diahk  ! 

Orl.  0  Signeur  !  le  jour  eft  perdu,  tout  eft  ptr(^u, 
D«u.  Mort  de  ma  vie  !  ail  is  confouaded;  ail ! 
Reproach  and  everladir.g  Oiame 
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Siis  mocking  in  our  plumes.  lAJhort  alarum 

0  Tnifcha>!te  fortune  !——'  io  not  run  away. 
C(j«,  Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 
Dau.  O  perdurable  (hame  !  let's  ftab  ouffelves: 
Be  ihcfe  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for? 
OrU  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to  for  his  ranfbm? 
Bour.  Shame,  and  eternal  fhame,  nothing  but  (hame! 

Let  us  die,  inflant: once  more  back  again  ; 

The  man  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 
htt  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand 
Like  a  bafe  pander  hold  the  chamber-door, 
"Whilft  by  a  flave,  no  gentler  than  a  dog, 
His  fairell  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con,  Dilbrder  that  hath  fpoil'd  us,  friend  us  naw! 
Let  us  on  heaps  go  offer  up  our  lives. 

Or  I.  We  are  enow,  yet  living  In  the  field, 
To /mother  up  the  Engiifh  in  our  throngs; 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

B'.ur.  The  deyil  take  order  now!  I'll  to  the  throng; 
Let  life  be  Aort,  clfe  fhame  will  be  too  long.       [Exeunt 

S  -C     E     N     E         XII. 
^krum.     Enter  the  King  and  his  train,  -with  prifiners. 
K.  Henry.  Well  have  we  dorie,  thrice-valiant  countrymen  • 
^S.n  all's  not  done;  the  French  yet  keep  the  field. 

Exe.The  Duke  of  York  commends  him  to  your  Majefiy, 
K.  Henry.  Lives  he,  gojd  unclei*   thrice  within  this  Iiouf 
7  law  him  down;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting: 
yrom  helmet  to  the  fpur  all  bleeding  o'er. 

Exe.  In  which  array,  brave  foldier,  doth  he  lie, 
Larding  the  plain ;   and  by  his  bloody  fiJe 
(Yoke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds) 
The  noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  lies. 
Suffo'k  firft  dy'd;  ond  Yoik,  all  haggled  over, 
Comes  to  him  where  in  goie  he  'ay  infteep'd. 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard;  k'fTcs  the  gafbes, 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face, 
And  cries  aloud,   Tarry,  my  coufin  Suffolk, 
My  £bul  fhall  thine  keep  company  to  heav'n; 
Tarry,  fweet  foul,   for  mine,  then  fly  a-breafl ; 
As  in  b'jis  glorious  and  well-fbughrcn  field 
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\Vc  kept  together  in  our  chivalry. 

Upon  thefe  words  I  came,  and  cheer'd  him  up : 

he  fmil'd  me  in  the  face,  gave  me  his  hand, 

And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  fays,  Dear  my  Lord," 

Commend  my  fervice  to  my  Sovereign; 

So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk's  netk 

He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kifs'd  his  lips; 

And  Co  cfpous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  fcal'd 

A  teftamcnt  of  noble  ending  love. 

The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 

Thofe  waters  from  me  which  I  would  have  ftoppMj. 

But  I  had  not  Co  much  of  man  in  me, 

But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes. 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K.  Henry.  I  blame  you  not; 
For,  hearing  this,  I  mufl:  perforce  compound 
With  n)iflful  eyes,  or  they  will  ifTue  too.  [Alarum* 

But,  hatk,  what  new  alarum  is  this  lame? 
The  French  have  reinforc'd  their  fcatter'd  men: 
Then  every  foldier  kil*  his  prifcntrs. 
Give  the  word  through.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE         XIIT- 
Alarms  cor.tinufd;  after  -which  enter  Flucllm  and  Gowcr. 

Flu.  Kill  the  poys  and  the  luggage!  'tis  cxprcfsly  a- 
gainrt  the  law  of  arms;  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  knavery, 
maik  you  now,  as  can  be  defu'd  in  your  confcience  now  ; 
is  it  not  ? 

Go-w.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive;  and 
the  cowardly  rafcals  that  ran  ^way  from  the  battle,  ha' 
done  this  (laughtei  :  befjdes,  they  have  burn'd  or  carried 
away  all  that  was  in  the  King's  tent ;  wherefore  the  King 
mort  worthily  has  caus'd  ev'ry  f;ldier  to  cut  his  priloncr's 
throat.     O  'tis  a  gallant  King  ! 

Flu.  I,  he  was  porn  at  iMonmouih,  Captain  Gower; 
what  cail  you  the  town's  name  where  Alexander  the  Pig 
was  born? 

Go-jj.   Alexander  the  Great. 

Flu.  V/hy,  I  piay  you,  is  not  pig,  great?  the  pig,  or 
the  gf'est,  or  ths  mighty,  or  the  huge,   or  the  magna- 
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nimous,  are  all  one  reckonings,  iave  the  phrafe  is  a  little 
variations. 

Gow.  I  think  Alesanc^er  the  Great  was  born  In  Ma. 
cedon;  bis  father  was  called  Philip  of  Macedon,  as  J 
take  it. 

Flu.  I  think,  it  is  in  Macedon  where  Alexander  is 
porn  :  I  tell  you,  Captaia,  if  you  look  in  the  maps  oi 
the  orld,  I  wan  ant  that  you  fvll  find,  in  the  cu;T)par^ 
Tons  between  Macedon  and  Monmouth,  that  the  (iiu^- 
tions,  look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in  Ma- 
cedon, there  is  aifo  moreover  a  river  in  Monn>outh:  h 
is  Called  li^ye  at  Monmouth,  but  it  is  out  of  my  praina 
what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river ;  but  it  is  all  one, 
'tis  as  like  as  my  fingers  to  my  fingers,  and  there  is  CaU 
mons  in  both.  Jf  you  ma^k  Alexander's  life  we!l,  Harry 
of  Monmouth's  life  is  come  after  it  iadi^rcnt  well  ;  fic^ 
there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander,  God  knows  at>d 
you  know,  in  his  ra^ts,  and  his  furies,  and  his  wrathf, 
and  his  cholcrs,  and  his  moods,  and  his  difjjleafiires,  arjd 
bis  indignations;  and  alio  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his 
pra'ns,  did  in  his  ales  and  his  angers,  look  you,  kill  hjfi 
pert  friend  Clytus. 

Gow-  Our  King  Is  not  like  him  in  that,  he  never  kill'4 
any  of  his  friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  th« 
tales  out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and  finifh'd.  I 
fpeak  but  in  figures,  and  comparifbns  of  it  ;  as  Alexander 
kill'd  his  friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and  his  cups; 
lb  alfb  Harry  Monmouth,  being  in  his  right  wits  and  his 
good  judgments  turn'd  away  the  fat  Knight  with  th? 
great  belly-doublet ;  he  was  full  of  jefts  and  gyp es,  and 
knaveries,  and  mocks :  I  have  forgot  his  name. 

Gcw.  Sir  John  FalftafF. 

Flu.  That  is  he :  I  tell  you,  there  is  good  men  pom 
at  Monmouth. 

Cow,  Here  comes  his  Majefty. 

S     C     E     N'    E         XIV. 
^larum.     Enter  King  Heniy,    •with   Bourbon  ani  othet' 

prifonen  ;  Lords  and  j4tt:ndanti.     Flourijl}. 

K'  Usury.  I  v;as  not  angry  fince  I  came  to  France, 
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Jntil  this  infiant.     Take  a  trumpet,  heralJ, 
;idc  thou  unto  the  horfemen  on  yon  hill  : 
fthcy  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  voiJ  the  field;  they  do  offend  our  Cighl. 
Tf  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them; 
And  make  them  (ker  away,  as  (wift  as  ftones 
infotccd  from  the  old  Aflyrian  flings: 
Bcfides,   we'll  cut  the  throats  ot  thofe  we  have  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  that  we  (ball  take, 
Shall  talk  our  mercy.     Go  and  tell  them  fo.  / 

Enter  Mountjoy. 
Exe.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  Liege, 
Clou,  tlis  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 
K.  Hei.ry.  Ilow  now,  what  means  their  herald  ?  know  it 
thou  not, 

That  I  have  fiu'd  thefe  bones  of  mine  for  ranfonsf 
Com -ft  thou  again  for  ranfom? 

Mount.   No,  great  King: 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence. 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  fiiU, 
To  hook  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  thsm : 
To  fu.  I  o-ir  nobles  fioin  cur  common  men ; 
For  many  of  our  princes  (woe,  the  while!) 
Lie  diov.n'd,  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood : 
So  dolour  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  limbs 
In  blood  of  pimces,   while  their  woundtd  aeeis 
Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gors,  and  with  wild  rage 
Yerk  out  their  armed  hceis  at  their  dead  mafters, 
Killing  them  t.vice.     O,  give  us  leave,  great  King, 
To  view  the  field  in  fafety,  and  dilpcfe 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K  Heury    I  tell  thcc  truly,  berald> 
I  know  no:  if  the  day  be  ours  or  no; 
For  yet  a  many  of  yocr  horfsracn  peer, 
And  gallop  o'er  the  Held. 

MourA     The  day  is  ycur's.  .     r    •  j 

K-  Henry.  Praifed  he  God,  and  notour  Orength,  font. 
What  is  this  caQle  ca!l'd,ihat  Oands  hard  by  ? 
X^sunt,  They  call  it  J^hicourt, 
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K.  Henry.  Then  call  we  this  the  field  ofAgincourtf 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crifpin  Crifpianns. 

Flu.  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an't  pleaft 
your  Majerty,  and  your  great  uncle  Edward  the  Piack 
Prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  fought 
a  mod  prave  pattle  here  in  France, 

K  Henry.  They  did,  Fluellen. 

Flu  Your  Majefty  fays  very  true  :  if  your  Majoftlcs 
is  remember'd  of  it,  the  Wclchmen  did  good  fcrvice  in  a 
garden  where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks  in  theif 
Monmouth  caps,  which  your  Majefiy  knows  to  this  hour 
is.  an  honourable  padge  of  the  fervice  ;  and  I  do  believe 
your  Majefty  takes  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  leek  upon  St 
Tavie's  day. 

K.  Henry    I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour  ;  O 

For  lam  Welch,   you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu,  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wafh  your  Majefty*S 
Welch  piood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that; 
God  plefs  and  prefcrve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  Grace 
and  his  Majefty  too. 

K.  Henry.  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Fh.  By  Chefhu;  I  am  your  iMajtrfty's  countryman,  X 
care  not  who  know  it :  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  orld  ;  I 
oeed  not  be  afhamcd  of  your  Majefty,  praifed  be  Godk 
fo  long  as  your  Majel]y  is  an  honeft  man. 

K,  Henry.  God  keep  me  fb  ! 

Enter  Williams.  > 

Our  heraids  go  with  him  : 

[Exeunt  Heralds^  -with  Mountjoyk 
Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 

On  both  our  parts. Call  yonder  tellovv  hither. 

SCENE       XV. 
Exe.  Soldier,   you  muft  come  to  the  King. 
K.  H^nry.  Soldier,  why  weat'ft  thou  ihat  glove  in  thy 

cap:  ■ 

Will  An't  pleafe  your  Msjefty,   *fis  the   gage  of  one 
that  I  fhould  fi^ht  wichal,   if  he  be  alive. 
K,  Henry.  An  EngliOiman  ? 

Will.  An't  pleafe  you.  Majefty,  a  rafcal  thatfwag. 
fier'd  wi:h  me  laft  night ;  who,  if  alive,  and  if  ever  he 
*■  dareL 
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lare  to  challenge  this  glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take  him 
I  box  o'  th'  ear  ?  or  if  I  can  fee  my  glove  in  his  cap, 
>hii  h  he  fwore  as  he  was  a  foldier  he  would  wear,  (if 
Aive)  I  will  flrike  it  out  (bunr^ly. 

JC.  Henry.  What  think  j'ou,  Captain  Fluelien,  is  it  fit 
hisfoUier  keep  his  oath  ? 

Flu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elft,  an't  pleafc  your 
Vlajcfty,    in  my  confcience. 

K  Hitiry.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of 
rrcat  Ibrt,    quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  good  a  gentleman  as  the  tevi! 
s,  as  Lucifer  and  Belzebub  himfclf,  it  is  neceflary, 
00k  your  Grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath  : 
f  he  be  perjur'd,  fee  you  now,  his  reputation  is  as  ar- 
ant  a  villain  and  a  jackfawce,  as  tver  his  black  flioe 
rod  upon  God's  ground  and  his  earth,   in  my  confcience 
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K.  Henry.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  firrah,  when  thoa 
[neet'ft  the  fellow. 

JViU-  So  I  will,  my  Liege,  as  I  live. 

K  Henry.  Who  ferv'fl  thou  under  ? 

Will-  Under  Captain  Gower,  my  Liege. 

Flu.  Gower  is  a  good  Captain,  and  is  good  knowledge 
lind  literature  in  the  wars. 

K  Henry.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  foldier, 

fFill.  I  will,   my  Liege.  [Exif, 

K.  Henry.  Here,   Fluelien,   wear  thou  this  favour  for 

jne,  and  ftick  it  in  thy  cap.     When  Alanfbn  and  myfelf 

|*erc  down  together,  I  pluck'd  this  glove  from  his  helm  ; 

if  any  man  challenge  this,  he  i$  a  tijcnd  to  Alanlon,  and 

an  enemy  to  our  perfon  ;    if  thou   encounter  any  fuch, 

lipprehcod  him  if  thou  doft  love  me. 

Flu.  Your  Grace  does  me  as  gicat  honours  as  car  be 
lieHt'd  in  the  hearts  of  hisfutjeit',  I  \*ould  fain  fee  the 
Iman  that  has  but  two  legs  that  fhall  find  himlelf  ag- 
Uriev'd  at  this  glove  ;  that  i^  all  :  but  I  would  fain  fee  it 
|w2ce,  an'  pleafe  God  ol  his  grace  that  I  might  lee. 

K.  Henry.  Know'ft  thou  Gower  ? 

Flu,  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an'  pleafc  you. 

I  K,  Henry* 
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K.  Henry.  Pray  thee  go  fetk  him,  and  bring  him  t< 
my  tent. 

Flu.  I  well  fetch  him.  {Exit 

K.  Henry,  My  Lord  of  Warwick,  and  my  brothei 
Fellow  Fluellcn  clotely  at  the  heels.  [Glo'ftcr, 

The  glove  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour, 
May,  haply,    parchafe  him  a  box  o*  th'car. 
It  is  the  foldier's  ;  I  by  bargain  fhould 
Wear  it  myielf.     Follow,  good  coufin  Warwick  : 
If  that  the  foldicr  ftrike  him,  as  I  judge 
By  his  blunt  bearing  he  will  keep  his  word, 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it  : 
For  I  do  know  Fluelien  valiant. 
And,  touch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gun-powder  j 
And  quickly  he'll  return  an  injury. 
Follow  ;    and  (be  there  be  no  harm  between  them. 
Come  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [^Exeunt' 

SCENE   XVI.       Btfore  King  Henrfs  pavilion. 
Enter  Gower  ond  Williams. 

WilU  I  warrant  it  is  to  knight  you,  Captain. 
Enter  Fluellcn. 

Flu.  God's  will  and  his  pltafure,  Captain,  T  pefeed 
you  row  come  apace  to  tht  King :  there  is  more  gooi 
towaid  you  peradvcnture,  than  is  in  your  knowledge  t« 
dieam  of. 

Will.  Sir,   Know  yon  this  glove  ? 

Flu.  Know  the  glove  ?  I  know  the  glove  is  a  glovCt 

Will.  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 

{Strikes  Mm 

Flu.  'Sblud,  an  arrant  traitor  as  any's  in  the  univcrfa 
orld,   in  France  or  in  England. 

Gowcr.  How  now,  Sir  •"  you  villain ! 

Will-  Do  you  think  I'll  be  forfworn  ? 

Flu.  Stand  away,  Captam  Gower,  I  will  give  treaibl 
bis  payment  into  plows  I  warrant  you. 

^'i//.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  1  hat's  a  lie  in  thy  throat.  I  charge  you  In  ht 
MajiRy's  name  apprehend  him,  he's  a  friend  of  the  Dub 
of  Alan(bn's. 

Entfi 
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Er'.tsr  Warwick  and  Glouceftcr. 

JV^ir.   Ho'.v  now,  how  now,  what's  the  ma'ter  ? 

F/«.  My  Lord  of  Warwick,  here  is,  praifed  be  God 
jr  it,  a  moll  contagious  treafon  come  to  light,  look  you, 
5  you  <liall  dcfire  in  a  fumoier's  day.     Here   is  his  Ma- 

,,cay 

Enter  King  Henry  and  Exeter. 
K  Henry.   How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Flu.  My  Liege,   here  is  a  villain    and  a  traitor,   that, 
hook  your  Grace,  has  ftruck  the   glove  which  your  Ma* 
ierty  is  take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Alanfon. 

Will  My  Licgc,  this  was  my  glove,  here   is  thefel- 

how  of  it  ;   and  he  that  I  gave  It  to  in  change,    promis'd 

to  wear  it  in  his  cap.     I    promis'd   to  ftrike  him,    if  he 

did.     I  met  this  man   with  my  glove  in   his  cap,   and  1 

[have  been  as  good  as  my  word. 

Fh,  Your  Majefly  hear  now,  faving  your  Majefly's 
Iwanhood,  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  peggarly,  iow/y 
knave  it  is.  I  hops  your  Majelly  is  pear  me  teftimonies, 
and  witncfles,  and  avouchmenrs,  that  this  is  the  glove 
of  Alanfon  that  your  Majefly  is  give  me,  in  your  con - 
Ifcicrce  now. 

K.  H:nry.  Give  me    thy  glove,   foldier;  look    here  is 
jthe  fellow  cf  it  :   'twas  me,  indeed,  thou  pnmiftdft  to 
(liike,  and  thou  had  given  me  moft  bitter  terms. 

Fl:i-  An'  pieafe  your  Majefty,   let  his  neck  anfAcr  for 
lit,   ifthcre  is  any  martial  law  in  the  orld. 

K  He-.ry.  How  canlf  thou  make  me  fatisfaflion  ? 
IVill.  All  offences,    my  Lord,  come   from  the  heart; 
jnever  came  any  from  mine  that  might  otfcnd  your  Ma* 
(jeny. 

K.  Henry.  It  was  ourfclfthou  didft  abufe.  ^ 
Wilt.  Your  Majeily  came  not  like  yourfelf;  you  ap- 
Ipeai'd  to  me  but  as  a  common  man  ;  witnefs  the  night, 
your  garments,  your  lowlinefs :  and  what  your  High- 
mefs  fuffcr'd  under  that  fhape,  I  befcech  you  take  it  foe 
jyour  fault,  and  not  mine  ;  for  had  you  been  as  I  took 
jyou  for,  I  made  no  olfei^ce  :  therefore  I  befcech  your 
jHiglnefs,   pardon  me» 

Vol.  IV.  E  e  K.  Henrj. 
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K-  Ihnry.    Here,  uncle   Exeter,    fill  this 
And  give  It  to  this  fellow.     Keep  it,  fellow; 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  In  thy  cap, 
Till  I  do  challenge  it.     Give  him  the  crowns  ; 
And,  Captain,   you  mult  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu,  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettl 
enough  in  his  pelly  ;  hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for  you 
and  I  pray  you  to  ferve  God,  and  keep  you  out  o: 
prawls  and  prawbbles,  and  quarrels  and  diflcnfions,  and 
I  warrant  you.   it  is  the  petter  for  you. 

Will  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Flu-  It  is  Aith  a  good  will.  I  can  tell  you,  it  will 
ferve  you  to  mend  your  (hoes;  come,  wherefore  fhouk 
you  be  Co  pafliful?  your  fiioes  is  not  Co  good ;  'lis  a  goo« 
filling,    I  wavrant  you,    or  I  will  change  it. 

SCENE    XVII.       Enter  Herald. 

K.  Henry.  Now,  herald,  are  the  dead  number'd  ? 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  flaughter'd  French. 

K.  Henry.    What   prifoners  of  good   fort   are  takefl 
uncle  ? 

Exe.  *  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  ihe  King 
John  Duke  nf  Bourbon,  and  Lord  Bouchiqualt  ; 
Of  other  lords,    and  barons,    knights,    and '/quires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,    bcfides  common  men. 

K.  Henry.  This  note   doth  tell   mc  of  ten  thoufani 
Slain  in  the  field  ;  of  princes  in  this  number,        [French 
And  nobles  bearing  banners,    there  lie  dead 
One  hundred  and  twenty-fix  ;    added  to  thefe 
Cf  knights,  efquires,   and  gallant  gentlemen,^ 
Eight  tlioufand  and  four  hundred  ;    of  the  which. 
Five  hundred  were  but  yefterday  dubb'd  knights  : 
So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loft, 
There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  mercenaries. 
The  reft  are  princes,   barons,  lords,  knights,  '/quires, 
And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 
The  names  of  thofe  their  nobles  that  lie  dead, 
Charles  Delabreth,  High  Conftable  of  France; 
Jaques  of  Chatillon,   AJmiral  of  France; 

*  This  I'ti}  is  copied  from  Hall.    Mr  Pope, 
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Irhe  Maftcr  6f  ilic  Crofs-bovis,  Lord  Rambures ; 
ISrcat  Matter  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Gukhard  Dauphin; 
jjobn  Duke  of  Alanfon  ;   An;hony  Duke  of  Brabant, 
Irhc  brother  to  the  Duke  of  BuigunJy  ; 
Und  Edward  Duke  of  Bar  :  of  IrJty  Earlf, 
iGrandpreeand  Rouflic,    Faulconbiidge  and  Foycs, 
Ifleaumont  and  Marie,  Vaudcmont  and  Ltftrale. 
Ifclcre  was  a  royal  fellow  fhip  cf  dsath ! 
[Where  is  the  number  of  our  Englilhdead  ? 

Exe.  Eduiard  theDuke  of  Yoik,    the  Earl  of  Scflulk, 
[)ir  Richatd  Ketly,   Davy  Gsm  Efquire  ; 
jSone  clfc  of  name;   and  of  -11  other  men, 
jSut  five  and  twenty. 

K.  Henry.  O  Gcd,  thy  arm  was  here  ! 

nd  not  to  us,   but  to  thy  arm  alone, 
Kfcribe  we  all.      \Vht:n,  without  ftratajem, 
Mutin  plain  (hock  and  cv'n  play  of  battle, 
iWis  ever  known  fo  great,   and  little  lofs, 
bn  one  part,  and  on  ih' Other .'  Take  it,  God, 
;or  it  is  only  thine. 

Exe.  'lis  wondeiful ! 

K  Henry.  Come,   go  we  in  proccflion  to  the  vlilegc  : 
Lnd  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  otr  hoO, 
To  boaltufthis,   or  take  that  praiteffom  God, 
|Which  is  l.is  on!y^ 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  an'  pleafe  your  Majefiy,  to  tell 

3w  many  is  kill'd  ? 

K.  Her.ry.     Yes,  Captain,   but  with   this  acknowlei^g- 
JThat  God  fought  for  us.  [nient, 

Flu.  Yes,  my  confiricnce,  he  did  us  great  good. 

K.Henry.  Lo  we  all  holy  rites  *; 
iLet  there  be  fuiig  Non  r.oi'is,  and  Te  Deum  : 
Irhc  dead  wiih  cliaiity  inclos'd  in  clay  ; 
Knd  then  to  Calais,  and  to  England  then  ; 
IWhere  ne'er  from  France  arnv'd  mote  happy  tr.tn.lExe* 


*  The  Khig  (fay  the  chronklcn)  cavfcd  the  ffilm^  la 
l.'xitu  llratl  de  ^gypto,  (in  which,  accjrd'u g  to  ihe  vul' 
Kate,  is  iticl'tdeii  the  pjalm,  Non  nobis-,  Doniii;e,  <!Scc.),  to 
yefung  after  the  victory.     l\lr  Tope. 
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E->ier  Chorus. 

VOuchfafe  to  thofe  that  have  not  read  the  flory, 
That  I  may  prompt  them  ;    and  10  fuch  as  havc^ 
J  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'  excufe 
Of  time,    of  numbers,   and  due  courfe  of  things ; 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Behere  prcfented.     Kow  we  bear  the  King 
Tow'rd  Calais  ;  grant  him  there  ;   and  there  being  feen^ 
Keave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts 
Athwart  the  Tea  :  behold,  the  EngUfli  beach 
Pales  in  the  fiood  with  men,    v.ith  wives  and  f'oys, 
\yhore  (houts  and  cl.ps  outvoice  the  deep-mouth  d  leaj 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whiffler  'r ore  the  King, 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way  ;    lo  let  hitn  land, 
And  folcmnly  fee  h'.m  fet  on  to  London. 
So  fwift  a  pace  hath  thought,    that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  EUck-hcath  : 
V/bere  that  his  lords  dcfi  e  him  to  have  borne 
Bh  bruifed  helmet,  and  his  bended  Iword, 
Before  him  through  the  city  ;   be  foibids  it ; 
Being  free  from  vainnefsand  fclf-glorious  pride; 
Giving  full  trophy,  llgnal,    and  oftcnt, 
Quite  from  himfelf  to  God.     Bui  now  behold, 
In  the  quick  forge  and  woiking  houfe  of  thought, 
How  London  do^th  pour  out  her  citizens. 
The  Mayor  and  all  his  brethren  in  beft  fort, 
Like  to  the  fcnators  of  antique  Rome, 
With  the  Plebeians  fwarmingat  their  heels. 
Go  furth,  and  fetch  their  conq'iing  Casfar  in. 
As  by  alow,  but  loving  likelihood  *, 
Were  now  the  General  of  our  gracious  Empre.s  t 
(As  in  good  time  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming, 
Biinglng  lebellion  broached  on  hisfword; 
j^ow  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit, 

*  L'kelihood,  for  fimllitude.  ., 

t  Thi  Karl  oftjexin  the  re^gn  of  0.  Elifahctb,  Mr  i 
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ro'welcon^e  bin.  :  (n.uch  more  and  -"f^  -°- ^'^"^ 
:j  they  this  Harry.     Nov.'  in  London  place  Imn  , 
;.  vet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 
iWlLtheKinoofEn.landvnaya.hom^^^^^ 

I  The  Fmpcror's  commji  m  behalf  of  Fraticc, 
Tc  crdcr  peace  between  them) ;  and  omu 
All  the  cccurrerces,  whatever  chancd, 
Till  Harry's  back  return  agam  to  France  : 
There  mua  ^.•e  brng  him  ;    and  myfaf  have  play  3 
The  inf  rim,   by  remcmb'ring  you  t.s  pa(t 
'  4hen  brock  ab-idgmcnt.   and  yo-rcy^^^-i-J^-^ 
After  your  thoughts,   ftrai^ht  hack  apm  to  F';^'^',^ 
S  C  E  >J  E     II.       The  Enohp  camp  m  trance. 

Enter  Flueltcn  and  Gower. 
Cra>.  Nay,  that's  right :  but  v.hy  wear  you  your  leek 
tn  A^v  >  St  Davie's  day  is  paO. 

nrXlereis  oceaHons  and  eaufcs  uhy  atjd  where- 
r       1«  t      .hn-os      I   will  tell   you  as  a  f.iend,  Captaia 
'Z:^  il:  n'Sny,'  r^^ia    p4,a.,y,  lowfy    p^aggns 
knave    Plftol,  which  you,  and  you- (elf,  and   all  ^he  o.io, 
know 'to  be  no  better  than  a  fellow  (look  you  now  of   no 
^aits;  he  is  come   to  me,  and  p-.ugs  n^e  pr.ad  and  fa, 
veaerday,  look  you,  and  p-.ds  me  eat  my  '^^l^-  ^  ^   .^"^ 
fnpJe  where  I  could  p.ccd   r,o  cor.entums   w.th  Lm 
Zt  I  will  be  fo   pold   as  to  we.r  .t  m  my  cap    li;!  I  (.c 
bim  once  again  ;  and  then  1  will  tell  h.m  a  lutk  piece  ot 

"^y'^'""  £.,.rPiftol.      .  ,  ^ 

Gc-w.  Why,  here  he  comes  fwdlino  like  a  Tuikv-cock. 

Flu.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwelling.  nor  his  tmky- 
coclcs.  God  plefTe  you,  Aunchient  Piflol :  you  fcurvy 
lowfy  knave,  God  plefle  you.  .  •  /i    u  r  Tr. 

Pijh  Il3  !  art  thou  bedlam  ?  dofl  thou  th.iO,  bafe  Tro- 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web  ?  iP^) 

Hence,  T  am  qualmifli  at  the  fmcll  of  leek. 

Fh  I  ptfeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfy  knave,  at 
my  defires,  and  my  requeQs,  and  my  pctmons,  to  est, 
look  you,  this  letk:  bccaufe,  look  you,  you  do  no. 
fovc  it;  and  your  afltaions,  and  your '.ppel;tcs,  and  youc 
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digcftlon?,  dees  not  agree  with  it.     I  would  deSic  you  to, 
cat  it. 

Pi/i.  Not  for  Cadwallader  and  all  his  goats. 

Will  you  be  fo  good,  fcauIJ  knave,  as  eat  it? 

Pir.  Bafe  Trojan,  thou  (halt  die. 
F/a.  You  fay  very  true,  fcauid  knave,  when  God's 
will  is.  I  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time,  and  eat 
your  viauals;  come,  there  h  fauce  for  h-^lStrikes  him.}; 
You  cali'd  me  yerterday  Monntain-Squire,  but  I  will^ 
make  ycu  to-day  a  Squire  of  low  degree.  I  pray  you 
fill  too;  if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you  can  eat  a  leek. 

Gjtv.  Enough.    Captain;  you  have  aftanifli'd  him. 

Flu.  I  fay,  I  will  make  him  eat  fbme  part  of  my  leek, 
cr  I  will  peat  his  pate,  four  days  and  four  nights.  Pite, 
I  pray  you ;  it  is  good  for  your  green  wound  and  your 
ploody  coxcomb. 

Pi/l  Mud  I  bite? 

Flu.  Yes  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  queftlons  too,  and* 
ambiguities. 

PijT.  By  this  leek,  I  will  nioft  horribly  revenge ;  T 
eat  and  fwear ■ . 

Flu  Eat,  I  pray  you;  will  you  have  fome  more  j(auce 
to  your  leek?  there  is  not  le.k  enough  to  fwcar  by. 

Pij^.  Quiet  thy  cr.dgel ;  thou  dofl  fee  I  eat. 

fh.    Much   good    do   you,    fcauid    knave,    heartily.. 
Nay,  pray  you  throw  none  away,  the  (kin  is  good  for 
your  proken  coxcomb.     When  you  take  occafions  to  fee 
I  eeks  hereafer,  I  pray  you  mock  at  'em,  that's  all. 

Pi/}.   Good. 
Flu.  Ay,  leeks  is  good  ;  hold  you,    there  is  a  groat  to. 
heal  your  pate. 

Fiji.   Me  a    groat! 

Flu.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  fiiall  take  it;  or 
J  have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  Ihall   eat. 

Pij}.     i  take  thy  groat  in  earneft  of  revenge. 

Flu.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  cud- 
gels; you  (liall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  puy  nothing  of  mc 
hut  cudgels.  God  pe  wi'  yoU;  and  keep  you^  and  heal 
your  pai?,  [Exif. 
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riji.   All  hdl  (haU  flir  for  thif. 

G'jW.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave. 
Xill  you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,  hc^un  upon  an 
honourable  itfpeO,  and  woin  as  a  memorable  ircphy  of 
predeccasM  valour,  and  dare  not  avouch  in  yrur  deeds 
my  of  ynur  words  r  I  have  (c.n  you  ft!ctklng  and  gaIN 
sng  at  this  gen.lrman  twice  oi  ihr  ic.  You  thouj;ht,  be- 
caufc  he  could  not  fpcak  Englilli  in  the  naiive  garb,  he 
:ou'd  nor  therefore  handle  an  Engliih  cudgtl:  you  find 
'tis  other  wife;  and  henceforth  let  a  Welch  correaion 
teach  you  a  pood    En"'i(h  condition      Fare  you  well. 

[ExiU 
P'tji.  Doth  Fortune  play  the  houfewife  with  me  now? 
News  have  I  that  my  Dol  is  dead  of  Mahdy  of  France; 
And  there  my  rendczv  us  is  quite  cut  cfF. 
0!d  I  do  wax,  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cuJgell'd.     Well,  bawd  will  I  turn  ; 
And  fomething  lean  to  cut-pufc  of  qu'ck  hand: 
To  England  will  I  fteal,  and  there  I'll  fteal  } 
Ind  patches  will  I  get  unto  thele  fears, 
And  fw ear  J  got  them  in  the  Gallia  wars.  {Exit* 

SCENE         III. 
The  French  court  at  Trots,  in  Ckampaigne, 
Enter  at  one  door  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  War- 
wick, and  other  Lords ;    at  another^    the  French  Kuigy 
Queen  Ifabcl,  Princejs  Catharine,  the  Duke  of  Burgun- 
dy, and  ether  French. 

K.  Henry.  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  arc  met: 
Unto  our  brother  France,   and  to  our  fifter, 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day;  joy  and  good  wlfhes, 
To  our  mod  fair  and  princely  coufin  Catharine; 
And  as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty, 
By  whom  this  great  sfTembly  is  contriv'd, 
Wc  do  falute  you,  Duke  of  Burgundy 
And,  Princes  French,  and  Peers,  health  to  you  all. 

Fr.  Kihg.  Right  joyous  arc  we  to  bthold  your  faccj 
Moft  worthy  bioiher  England,  fairly  met! 
So  are  you,  Princes  Englilh,  every  one. 

j2,  -^'  So  happy  be  the  jfTue,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  grctious  mect;ng, 

As 
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As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes; 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  born  in  them 
Againft  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent, 
The  fatal  balls  of  murdering  bafihlks  : 
The  venom  of  fiich  locks,  we  fairly  hope, 
Have  loft  their  quality  ;  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  gnefs  and  quarrels  into  love, 

K.  Henry.  To  cry  Amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

Q^  Ija.  You  Englifh  Princes  all,  I  do  faluteycu. 

Burg.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love, 
Great  Kings  of  France,    and   England.      That  I've  la- 

baur'd 
"With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  ftrong  endeavours^ 
To  bring  your  moft  imperial  Majelties 
Unto  this  bar,  and  royal  interview, 
Your  Mightinefles  on  both  parts  can  witnefs. 
Since  then  my  ofBce  hath  fo  far  prevaii'd, 
That,  face  to  face  and  royal  eye  to  eye, 
You  have  congreeted;   let  it  not  difgrace  mc, 
If  I  demand,  before  this  royal  view,  ^ 
What  rub  or  what  Impediment  there  is, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  PeacCj 
Dear  nurfe  of  arts,  plenties,  andjoyful  births, 
Should  not  in  this  beft  garden  of  the  world. 
Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  vilage  ? 
Alas!  fhe  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas'd  ; 
And  all  her  hufbandi-y  doth  lie  on  heaps, 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Ke-  vine,  the  merry  chearer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruned  lies ;  her  hedges  even-pleach'd,  ^ 
Like  prifoners  wildly  over-grown  viith  hair, 
Put  forth  dilorder'd  twigs:  her  fallow  leas, 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory 
Doth  root  upon  ;  while  that  the  culture  rufts. 
That  Oiould  deracinate  fuch  favagery  : 
1  he  even  mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly  forth 
The  freckled  cowflip,  burner,  and  green  clover, 
Wanting  the  fey  the,  all  uncorrefted,  rank, 
Conce  ves  byitilenefs;  and  nothing  teems, 
Bin  hateful  docks^  rough  thiAles,  kecKfies,  bars,. 
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Lofine  both  beauty  and  utility  ; 
XZ  !i\  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads    and  hedg", 
Jcftaive  in  their  nurtures,  grow  to  w'«dne  s. 
,ven  Co  our  houfts,  and  ourfelves,  and  children, 
Have  loll,  or  do  not  learn,  for  uant  oi  time,    ^ 
The  fc.enccs,  that  (hould  become  our  country  , 
But  grow  like  ravages  (as  f>ldierswill, 
That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood)     _ 
To  fwcaring  and  nern  looks,  diiFus'd     attire, 
And  every  thing  that  ftems  unnatural. 
^Vhich  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour, 
You  are  aflembled;  and  my  fpecch  intrcats, 
That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  Feace 
Should  not  exrel  thefe  inconven:erjctes ; 

And  blefs  us  wiih  her  former  qualities. 

K.Hcr.ry.  If,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  you  would  the  peace, 

>\'hofe  want  gives  growth  to  th'.mperfedt.ons 

-Which  you  have  cited,  you  muft  buy  that  peace 

With  full  accord  to  all  our  jufl  demands: 

WhoCc  tenours  and  particular  efftas 

You  have,  enkhcdul'd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Burg.  The  King  hath  heard  them  ;  to  the  which  asjct 

There  is  no  anfwer  made. 

if.  Hf«»7.   Well,  then;   the  peace, 
Which  you  before  fo  urg'd,  lies  in  hrs  anlwer. 

Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  curforary  eye 
O'er-glanc'd  the  articles;  pleafeth  your  Grace 
T'  appoint  feme  of  your  council  piefently 
To  fit  with  us,  once  more  with  better  heed 
To  rc-furvey  them ;  we  will  fuddenly 
Pafst,  or  accept,  and  peremptorily  anfwer. 

K.Her.ry.  Biother,  wc  fhail.     Go,  ur.cle  Exeter,  • 

And  brother  Clarence,  and  you,  brother  GlouceUer, 
Warwick  and  Huntington,  go  uith  the  K;ng;  ^ 

And  take  with  you  free  pow'r  to  ratify,  - 

Augment,  or  alter,    as  your  wifdoms  beft  ? 

Shall  fee  advantageable  for  our  dignity 


*  difTus'd /c/r  extravagant, 
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Any 


Any  thing  in,  or  out  of  our  dcir.ands; 

And  we'll  confjgn  thereto.     Will  you,  fair  Cider, 

Go  with  the  Princes,  or  fray  here  vviih  us? 

O^  Ifa.  Our  gracious  broiher,  1  will  go  with  them; 
Haply  a  woman's  voice  iT;ay  do  fbme  good, 
When  articles  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  flood  on. 

J^.  Henry.  Yet  leave  our  coufm  Catharine  here  with  w 
She  IS  our  capital  dimand,  compris'd 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  cnr  articles. 
j^  Jja.  She  haih  good  leave.  lExeunk 

SCENE         IV. 
^  Manent  King  Her^ry,  Catharine,  and  a  Lady.. 
K.Hihry.  Fair  Catharine,  mofl  fair, 
Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  fcidier  terras, 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  tar. 
And  ple&d  his  love-fuit  to  her  genile  heart? 

Caih.  Your  iVJsjefty  Ihail  mock  at  me,  I  cannot  fpeafe 
your  England. 

K.  Henry.  O  fair  Catharine,  if  you  will  love  mc  found- 
iy  with  your  French  ht  art,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you- 
cunfels  it  brokenly  with  your  Englifl]  tonsue.  Do  vou 
like  me,  Kate?  t=  a  j 

Cath.  Pardonnez  n:oy,  I  cannot  tell  vhat  is  like  me, 

K.  Henry.  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate,  and  you  are  like- 

an  angel. 

Cath.  Que  dit-il^  que  je  fuh  ferr.hlahle  a  ks  ar?ges  ? 
Lady.  Uiy,  vrayment,  (fauj  voJJrc  Cra(eJ,%h'fi  d'tik 
K.Htnry    1  faid  (b,  dear  Catharine,    and  j  muft  not 

blufh  to  cffirm  it. 

Ca;h.  0  ton  Dieu  !  hi  largues  dahonw-es  font  f'kir.ei  dt 
in?ripeiies. 

K.  Henry.  What  fays  Ihe,  fair  one?  that  tongues  of 
men  are  full  of  deceits? 

Laay.  Ouy,  d-dt  te  tongues  of  de  mens  is  be  full  of  de- 
ceits: dat  is  de  Piinces. 

K.  Henry.  7  he  Princtfs  is  the  better  Englifhwoman. 
I'faith,  fiate,  niy  v.ooing  is  fit  for  thy  urderflanding.  I 
aiji  glad  thou  canfl  ipeak  no  better  Engliih  ;  fj5r"if  thou 
cuuid-fl,- thou  wouId'O  find  me  futh  a  jlvn  King,  that 
thou  uculd'ft  think  1  had  fold  my  faim  to  buy  my  crown. 

I 
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[  know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love,  but  dire^Iy  to  fiy, 
[love  yon.  Then  if  you  urge  me  farther  than  to  C.y, 
Do  you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  Tint.  Give  me  your  an- 
wer;  i'faiih,  do ;  and  lb  clap  hands  and  a  bargain.     How 

iy  you,  lady  ? 

Cath.  Sauf  votre  honneur,  me  underflanJ  well. 

K.  Henry.  Marry,  it  you  would  put  me  to  verfes,  or 
:o  dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why,  you  undid  mc:  for 
he  one  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafurc  ;  and   for  thi 
jtherl  have  no  rtrcngth  in  mcafure,  yet  a  reafotiable  mea- 
ure  in  rtrength.     ]f  I  could  v\in  aladv  at  leap-frog,  or  by 
/aulting  into  my  faddle  with  my  armour  on  my  back,  un- 
ler  the  corre^ion  of  bi3g:7;ng  be  it  fpoken,    I  Ihouid 
luickly  leap  into  a  wife ;  or  if  I  might  buffet  for  my  love, 
*r  bound  my  horfe  for  her  favours,  I  could  lay  on  like  a 
butcher,  and  fit  like  a  jac-a-napes,  never  off.     But,  be- 
fo-e  God,  Kate,  I  cannot  look  g-cenly,  nor  gafp  out  my 
•Icquence,  nor  have  I  cunning  in  protcftation  ;  only  down- 
Jioht  oaths,  which  I  never  ufe  till  uro'd,  and  never  break 
for  urging.     If  thou  canfl  love  a   fellow  of  this  temper, 
Kate    whofe  face  is  not  worth  fun-burning;  that  never 
looks  in  his  glafs  for  love  of  any  thing  he  Cees  there ;  let 
thine  eye  be  thy  cook.     I    fpeak  plain   foldicr;  if  thou 
canft  love  me  for  this,  take  me;  if  not,  lo  fay  to  thee  that 
I  (hall  die,  'tis  true;  but  for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord,  no: 
yet  I  love  thee  too.     And  while  thou  liv'rt,  Kate,  take  a 
fellow  of  plain  and  uncoined  conllancy  ;  for  he  perforce 
muft  do  thee  right,  becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo 
in  other  places:  for  thefe  fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that 
can  rhime  themfelves  into  ladies'  favours,  they  do  always 
reafcn  themfelves  out  again.     What?  a  fpeaker  is  but  a 
prater ;  a  rhime  is  but  a  ballad ;  a  good  leg  will  fall,  a 
flraight  back  will  ttoop,  a  black  beard  will   turn  white,  a 
curi'd  pate  will  grow  bald,  a  fair  face  will  wither,  a  full 
eye  will  wax  hollow;   but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  fan 
and  the  moon  :  or  rather   the  fun,    and  not  the  moon, 
for  it   fhines  bright,  and  never  changes,  but  keeps   his 
courfe  truly.     If  thoa  w-u!df>  have  fuch  a  one,  take  me ; 
take  a  faldier;  take  a  King:  and  what  fay'ft  thou  then 
to  my  love?    Speak,  my  fair,  and  faiily,  I  pray  thee. 
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Cath.  Is  it  pofliblc  dat  I  (buld  love  de  enemy  ol 
France  ? 

K.  Henry.  No,  it  is  not  poftible  that  you  Ihould  love 
the  enemy  of  France,  Kate  :  but  in  loving  me  you  fliouU 
love  the  friend  of  France;  for  I  love  France  fb  well,  that 
I  will  not  part  with  a  village  of  it:  I  will  have  it  all 
mine;  and,  Kate,  when  France  is  mine  and  I  amyour*S| 
then  your's  is  France,  and  you  are  mine. 

Cath.  I  cannot  tell  vhat  is  dat. 

K.  Henry.  No,  Kate?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French,  (whicfe 
I  am  fure  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a  new-marrietl 
wife  about  her  hufband's  neck,  hardly  to  be  fhook  off); 
Qunnd  fay  le  pofpjfion  de  France,  &  quand  vsus  aves  U 
pojjejjlon  de  moi,  (let  me  fee,  what  then  ?  St  Dennis  be  my 
fpced !)  done  vojire  eft  France^  &  vous  efles  mienne.  It  rf 
as  eafy  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom,  as  tofpea( 
fo  much  more  French  :  I  fhall  never  move  thee  in  French^ 
unlefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me 

Cath.  Saufvoflre  honneir,  le  Francois  que  vous  parlez 
ejl  meilkur  que  V  yingloh  lequelje  park. 

K.  Henry.  No,  faith,  is't  nnt,  Kate .  but  thy  fpeaking 
of  my  tongue  and  I  thine,  moft  truly  falfely,  muft  needJ 
be  granted  to  be  much  at  one.  Bur  Kate,  doft  thou  un"- 
dcrOand  thus  much  Englifii.'  canft  thou  love  me? 

Cath    I  cannot  tell. 

K  Henry.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell.  Kale  ?  I'll 
afk  th(m.  Come,  I  know  thou  loveft  me;  and  at  night, 
wh<?n  vou  come  into  your  cinfet,  you'l!  queflion  thisgentU 
woman  abr>ut  me ;  and  I  know,  Kate,  you  will  to  hei 
difpraife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your  heart: 
but,  g.-od  Kate,  motk  me  mercifully,  the  rather,  gentle 
Princefs,  becaule  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  thou  beefl 
mine,  Kate,  (as  I  have  favirg  faith  within  me  tells  me 
thou  (halt),  I  get  thee  with  fcambling;  and  thou  mufl 
therefore  needs  prove  a  good  foldier-breeder  :  (hall  not 
thou  and  I,  between  St  Dennis  and  St  George,  compound 
a  boy  half  French  half  Englifh,  that  fhall  go  to  Conftan- 
tinople,  and  take  the  Turk  by  the  beard?  (hall  we  not? 
What  fay'fi  thou,  my  fair  Flower-de-luce? 

Cath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.Henry, 
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K.  Hoiry.  No  ;  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  pto- 
nulh;  do  but  HOW  promifc,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour  for 
your  French  part  of  fiich  a  boy;  and  for  my  Eng!i(h 
moiety,  taUe  the  word  of  a  King  and  a  bachelor.  How 
anfwcr  you.  La  pin  telle  Catharit.e  du  niond.',  von  trcs- 
cbcrc  &  d'lv'w.e  dccjfe  f 

Cith.  Your  Majcrtce  ave  faulc  French  enough  todcc£i\e 
tie  mod  fage  danioilll  dat  is  en  France. 

K  Heuy-  Now,  fie  upon  my  falle  French:  by  mine 
honour,  in  true  Enolifti  I  love  ihce,  Kate;  by  winch  be- 
nour  I  dare  not  fwear  thou  lovcft  me,  yet  my  blood  be- 
gins to  flatter  me  that  thou  doft,  nctwilbflanding  the 
poor  and  untempting  effcifl  of  my  vifage.  Now  bellirew 
my  father's  ambition  :  he  was  thinking  of  civil  wars 
v^het]  he  got  me;  therefore  was  I  created  viith  a  ftnb- 
born  outfiJe,  with  an  sfpeft  of  iron,  that  when  I  come 
to  woo  ladies  I  fright  them  :  but  in  faith,  Kate,  the  ci- 
der I  wax,  the  better  I  fhall  appear.  My  comfoit  is, 
that  uld  age  (that  ill  layer  up  of  beauty)  can  do  no  moic 
(poil  upon  my  face  Thou  haft  me,  if  thou  haft  me, 
at  the  word;  and  thou  fbalt  wear  me,  if  thou  wear  me, 
better  snd  better  j  and  therefore  tell  mc,  moft  fair  Ca- 
tharine, will  you  have  me.''  Put  ofFyour  maiden-bluflies, 
avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart  with  the  locks  of  arj 
Emprefs;  take  mc  by  the  hand,  and  fay,  Harry  of  Eng- 
land, I  am  thine :  which  word  thou  (halt  no  fooner  blefs 
mine  ear  withal,  but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud,  England  is 
thine,  Iieland  is  thine,  France  is  thine,  and  Henry  Plan- 
tagenet  is  thine;  who,  though  I  fprak  it  before  his  face, 
if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  befi  King,  thou  fliait  find  the 
befl  King  of  good  fellows.  Corrc,  your  anfwer  in  bro- 
ken mtfic;  for  thy  voice  is  mufic,  arc  thy  Engiifh  bro- 
ken :  therefore,  Q^uecn  of  all,  Catharine,  break  thy 
mind  to  me  in  broken  Englilh  ;  wilt  thou  have  mc  ? 

Cath.  Dat  is  as  it  fhall  picafe  le  Roy  tuoii  pere. 

K.  Hehry.  Nay,  it  will  pleafc  him  well,  Kate;  it  fliall 
pleafe  him.  Kate. 

Ccth.  Den  it  (hall  alfo  content  me. 

K.  Henry.  Upon  that  I  ki.^s  your  hand,  and  I  call  you 
my  Queen. 

Vol.  IV.  F  f  Cath. 
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Cath.  L.vjjez,  mon  Signeur,  hijfcz,  laljfcz :  ma  foy 
jV  ue  veux  point  que  vous  abaijfez  voflre  grandeur,  en  bai- 
Jhit  la  insind^une  vojire  ind'igne  ferviteure\  excufez  moy,^ 
js  vous  fuppl'ie,  mon  tres-pnijpint  Sigr.eur. 

K-  Henry.  Then  I  will  kifs  your  lips,  Kate, 

Cath.  Les  dames  &  damoifch  pour  efire  taifees  devant 
Icur  fwpces,   il  n'ejt  pas  U  coutume  ds  France. 

K.  Henry.  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  fays  fhe  ? 

Lady.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fafhion  pour  les  ladies  ol 
France  ;  I  cannot  tell  what  is  baijfer  en  Englilh. 

K.  Henry.  To  kifs  ? 

Laiy.  Your  Majefly  entendre  better  que  mcy. 

K  Henry  Is  it  not  a  fafhion  for  the  maids  in  France 
to  kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  (he  fay  ? 

Lady.  Ouy,  vrayement. 

X  Henry.  O  Kate,  nice  curtoms  curt'fie  to  great 
Kings.  Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  within 
the  weak  lift  of  a  country's  faftiion:  we  are  the  makers 
of  manners,  Kate;  and  the  liberty  that  follows  our' pla- 
ces, flops  the  mouth  of  all  find-faults;  as  I  will  do  your's, 
for  the  upholding  the  nice  falliion  of  your  country  in  de- 
nying me  a  kifs:  therefore  patiently  and  yielding.  [Kifs- 
ing  her}  You  have  witchcraft  in  your  lips,  Kate;  there 
is  more  eloquence  in  a  touch  of  them,  than  in  the  tongues 
of  the  French  council ;  and  they  ftrnuld  fooner  perfuade 
Harry  of  England,  than  a  general  petition  of  monarchs. 
Here  comes  your  father. 

SCENE       V. 
Enter   the   French   King  and  Queen,    ivith   French  an^     jr, 

Enolilh  Lords. 

Burg.  God  fave  your  Majefty  !  my  Royal  coufin, 
teach  you  our  Princefs  Englilb  .^  I  I 

K.  Henrv.    I  would   have   her  learn,    my  fair  coufin,  i  7, 
how  perfectly  I  love  her,  and  that  is  good  Englifh.  I  i 

Burg.  Is  fhe  apt  *  Mir. 

K-  Henry    Our  tongue  is  rough,  and  my  condition  is 

not    (mooth  ;    Co  that   having   neither  the  voice  nor  the 

heart  of  flittery  about  me,    I  cannot  (6  conjure   up  the 

fpirit  oflovsin  her,  that  he  will  appear  in  his  true  like- 

nefs. 

Burg, 
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Burg.  Pajdon  the  fiankncfs  of  my  miilh,  if  I  anfwcr 
yon  !or  that.  If  you  wouIJ  conjure  in  her,  you  mud 
mske  a  circle  :  if  corjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true  l:kc- 
Dti;,  he  inuii  appear  naked  and  blind.  Csn  you  I  laire 
bcr  then,  bting  a  maid  yet  ros'd  over  with  ihe  viigm 
crlmfon  of  modcOy,  if  flie  deny  the  appearance  of  a  na- 
ked b!md  boy,  in  her  naked  (tclng  filf  ?  It  were,  vr.y 
Lo  d,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid  to  ccnfign  to. 

A'.  Henry  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield,  as  love  is 
blind  and  inforccs. 

Bur7.  They  are  then  cxcus'J,  my  Lord,  when  they 
fee  not  what  :hcy  do. 

A'  Henry.  Then,  good  my  Lord,  teach  your  corfin 
to  confcrt  to  winking. 

Burg.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  Lord,  if  you 
will  tesch  her  to  know  my  meaning.  Maids,  well  fum- 
mei'd  and  warm  kept,  are  like  flics  at  Bartholomew  tide, 
blind,  though  they  have  their  eyes:  and  then  they  will 
endure  handling,  which  before  wculd  not  abi^k  ii-'cking 
on. 

K  Henry.  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot 
fummer;  and  fo  I  fhall  catch  the  flie  your  coufin  in  the 
J&tter  end,  and  Ihe  muft  be  blind  loo. 

Burg.  As  love  is,  my  Lord,  before  it  loves. 
K.  Henry.  It  is  fo  ;   and  you  may  fome  of  you  thank 
Jove  for    my  blindnefs,    who   cannot  fee   many    a   fair 
French  city,  for  one  fair  French  maid  that  Hands  in  my 
way. 

Fr.  King.  Yes,  my  Lord,  you  fee  them  perfp.^ivfly; 
the  cities  turn'd  into  a  maid;    for  they  are  all  girdled 
with  maiden-walls,  that  war  hath  never  eniei'd. 
K  Henry.  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife? 
Fr.  King.  So  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content,  fo  the  maiden  cities  yoo  talk 
of  may  wait  on  her;  ft)  the  maid  that  flood  in  the  way 
for  my  wiJh,  flj^U  Ihew  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Fr.  King.   We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  rcafbn. 
K.  Henry.   Is't  fo,  my  Lords  of  England  .' 
Weji.  The  King  hath  granted  every  article: 
tiis  daughter  6rH ;  and  then  in  fequel  all, 

f  f  2  According 
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According  to  thtir  firm  propofed  nature. 

Exs.  Only  he  hath  not  yet  fubfcribed  this : 
Where  your  Majerty  demands,  That  the  King  of  France, 
li^v-ng  occafion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  (hall  name 
your  Highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition  in 
French,  Noftre  trh-cher  filz  Henry  Roy  d^  ArgUterre,  he- 
ni'-er  de  France ;  and  thus  in  Latin,  Prxcatijfimus  fiiiui 
tio_!fer  Henricus  Rex  y^figlix,  &  keres  Frar.cia. 

Fr.  King.  Yet  this  I  have  not  (brother)  To  deny'd, 
Bin  your  requeft  (hall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  }]enty.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  alliance, 
J-et  that  one  article  rank  with  the  reft, 
/ind  thereupon  give  rat  your  dfiU"h{er. 

Fr.  King.    Take  her,    fair  Ton,   and  from  her  blooii 
raife  up 
IiTue  to  me  ;  that  the^  contending  kingdoms, 
England  and  France,  whofe  very  fhores  lock  pale 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happinels, 
M?v  ceafe  their  hatred;  and  this  dear  conjunfllon 
Plant  ne^ghbcuvhcc:!  nna  Ci.. \?'rJl  ]i''^^  accord 
In  their  fweet  breads;  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  fword  'twixt  England  ana  lair  rrtt'itcr 

Lords.  Amen! 

A".  Henry.  Now  welcome,  Kate;  and  bear  me  witnel* 
all, 
That  here  I  kifs  her  as  my  Sovereign  Queen.     [Flourifa^ti 

^  Tfa.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  marriages, 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one: 
As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  love, 
£0  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  foch  a  fpoulal, 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealousy,  ^^ 

^Vhich  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blcfl'ed  marriage, 
Thrult  in  between  the  pacflion  of  thefe  kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league; 
That  Englifh  may  as  French,   French  Engliftmen, 
Receive  each  other.     God  fpeak  this  Amen! 

y^ll.  Amen  ! 

K  Henry.    Prepare  we  for  our  marriage  ;    en   which 
My  L  rd  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath  ['^^y, 

hnd  all  the  Peers,  for  fureiy  of  our  kjgues. 

Then 
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Then  (hall  I  fvrear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me; 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be! 

•'  lExeur.U 

Enter  Chorus. 
Thus  far  with  rough  and  all  unable  pen 

Our  blending  author  hath  purfu'd  the  (lory; 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men,  _ 

Manglin'T  by  ftarts  the  full  couife  of  their  glory, 
Small  time,  but,  in  that  fmall,  moft  greatly  liy'd 

This  ftar  of  England.     Fortune  made  his  fwotd: 
By  which  the  world's  beft  garden  he  atchiev'd, 

And  of  it  left  his  (on  imperial  Lord. 
Henry  the  Sixth,  in  infant-bands  crown'd  King 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  King  fucceeds 
"Whofe  ftate  fo  many  had  i'  th'  managing, 

That  they  loft  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed: 
\Vhich  oft  our  ftage  hath  fliown ;  and,  for  their  fak,«, 
Jn  yout  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 


{f  f  5  The 


The  Firft  Part  of  Henry  VI. 


DRAMATIS    PERSON  tE. 


KiKG  Henry  VI. 
Duke  of  Gloucerter,  uncle  to 

the  King,  and  ProteBor. 
D///J^(?/"  Bed  ford,  uncle  to  the 
King  and  Regent  of  France. 
Cardinal  Beaufort,  Bipop  of 

Ifinchejier,  and  uncle  like' 

•wife  to  the  King. 
Duke  of  Exeter,  br other  to 

Ki>.g  Henry  IV. 
Duke  (?/Somerfet, 
Earl  0/ Warwick. 
Earl  of  Sali/bury. 
E^r/ff/Suffilk. 
Lord  Talbot. 
Young  Talbot,  his  fen. 
Richard  Plantagenet,  after - 

li/ards  Duke  o/Yotk. 
Mortimer,  Earl  of  March, 
Sir  Johri  Falftaff.  * 
\Voodvile,  Lt.  of  the  Tower. 
Lord  Mayor  of  London. 
6ir  Thoma?  Gargrsve. 
Sir  William  Glanfdale. 
Sir  William  Lucy- 
Vernon,   of  the  White  Refe, 

tr  2'ork  fa&ion. 


Ealler,  of  the  Red  Rofe,  or 

Lanca^er  faHion. 
Charles,  Dauphin, and  after '- 

-wards  King  of  France. 
Re-gnier,  Duke  of  /injou,  and 

titular  King  of  Naples* 
Duke  of  Burgundy, 
Duke  ofAlanion. 
Bajlard  of  Orleans. 
Governor  of  Paris. 
Mafier  Gunner  of  Orleans.  - 
Boy.    his  fon. 
An   old  fhepherd,  father  to 

Joan  la  Pucelle. 
Margaret,  daughter  to  R  ig- 
nier,  and  afterwards  Queen 
to  King  Henry. 
C^mtefs  o/Auvergnc. 
Joan  la  Pucelle,  a  maid  pre- 
tending   to  be  infpir*d  from 
heaven,  andftting  up  for  the 
cha>npionefs  of  France. 
Fiends f  attending  her. 
Lords,     Captains,    Soldiers^ 
Mejfengtrs,    and  feveral 
Attendants,    both   on  the 
Englijh  and  French. 


The  Scene  is  partly  in  England,   and  partly  in  France, 

*  Falftaff  is  introduced  again ^  who  was  dead  in  Henry  V. 
aif^.  2.  fc.  3.  The  reafonis,  becaSfe  this  play  was  written 
by  Shakefpear  before  Henry  IV.  or  V.  See  the  lafl  lines  of 
Henry  V. 

ACT 
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ACT    I.       SCENE    I. 

Wejimnfter- abbey. 

Dead  march.  Enter  thi  funeral  of  King  Henry  V.  attend- 
ed on  by  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  Regent  of  Fra>.ce ;  thi 
Duke  of  Gloucerter,  Proteiior ;  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 
and  the  E^rl  of  Warwick,  the  Biffop  o/Winchcacr, 
and  the  Duke  of  Somcr fit. 
^ed.  T  TUng  be  the  heav'ns  with  black,  yield  day 
I — I  tonight! 

JL  JL  Comets,    importing  change  of  times  *  and 
Brandilh  your  crefted  trefies  in  the  (ky ;  [llatcs, 

And  with  them  fcourge  the  bad  revolting  ftars, 
That  have  confented  unto  Henry's  death! 
Henry  the  Fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long!  ^ 
England  ne'er  loft  a  King  of  fo  much  worth.  _ 

Clou.  England  ne'er  had  a  King  until  his  time. 
Virtue  he  had,  deferving  to  command. 
His  brandifh'd  fword  did  blind  men  with  its  beams; 
His  arms  fpread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings: 
His  fparkling  eyes,  replete  with  awful  fire, 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  enemies. 
Than  mid-day  fun  fierce  bent  againft  their  faces. 
What  Qiould  I  fay  >   his  deeds  exceed  all  fpeech : 
He  never  lihed  up  his  hand,  buc  conquer'd. 

Exe.  Wc    mourn  in  black}    why  mourn  we  not  m 
Henry  is  dead,  and  never  (hall  revive:  [blood? 

Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend  ; 
And  Death's  difhonourable  victory 
"We  with  our  ftately  prefenc  e  glorify, 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
"What?   thall  we  carfe  the  planets  of  mifhap, 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow? 
Or  ftiall  we  think  the  fubtlewitted  French 
Conj'rers  and  forc'rers,  that,  afraid  of  him, 
By  magic  verfc  have  thus  contriv'd  his  end  ? 

ITin-  He  was  a  King,  blcls'd  of  the  King  of  kings. 

•  times,  for  manners, 

'  Unto 
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Unto  the  French,  the  dreadful  judgment-day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be  as  was  his  hght. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  hofts  he  fought: 
The  church's  pray'rs  made  him  fo  profperous. 

GIou.  The  church?  where  is  it?  had  not  churchmen 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  fo  foon  decay'd.  [P^^y'^lj 

None  do  you  like  but  an  effeminate  prince, 
Whom,  like  a  fchool-boy,   you  may  overawe. 

JP'in.  Glo'fter,  whate'er  we  like,  ihou  art  Protedor, 
And  looke(}  to  command  the  Prince  and  realm:  i 

Thy  wife  is  proud;  (he  boldeth  thee  in  awe, 
More  than  God  or  religious  churchmen  may. 

GloU'  Name  not  religion;  for  thou  lovTl  the  flefh,        ' 
And  ne*er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go'^, 
Except  it  be  to  pray  agamft  thy  foes 

Bed.  Ceafe,  ceafe  thefe  jars,   and  red  your  minds  Irk 
Let's  to  the  altar;  heralds,  wait  on  us;  [peaces 

Inftead  of  g'^ld  we'll  offer  up  our  arms, 
Since  arms  avail  not  now  that  Heery's  dead  ! 
PoUerity  awair  for  wretched  years, 
"When  at  their  mother's  moift  eyes-  babes  fhail  fuck; 
Our  ,fle  be  made  a  marifh  of  fait  tears, 
And  none  but  women  kft  to  'wail  the  dead! 
Henry  the  Eifth!  thy  ghoft  I  invocate; 
Profper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils. 
Combat  with  adverft  planets  in  the  heavens  I 
A  far  more  glorious  f^ar  thy  foul  will  make, 
Than  Julius  Caefar,  or  bright  ■- 

SCENE     II.       Enter  a  Mejenger. 
Mejf.  My  honourable  Lords,  health  to  you  all; 
Sad  tidings  Nring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Oflofi,  of  flaiighter,  and  difcomfiture  ; 
Guienne,  Champaign,  and  Rheims,  and  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guyfors,  Poifliers,  are  all  quite  loft. 

Bed.  What  fay'ft  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henry*S 
Speak  /bftly,  or  the  lofs  o^  thofe  great  towns  [corfe? 
Will  make  him  burft  his  lead,  and  rife  from  death. 

G!ou.  Is  Paris  loft,  and  Roan  yielded  up  ? 
If  Henry  were  recall'd  to  life  again, 
Thefe  news  would  caufc  him  once  more  yield  ihe  ghoft. 

Exr 
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Exe.  How  were  they  loft  ?  what  treachery  was  us'd> 
MeJ.  No  treachery,  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Anv)ngrt  the  foldiers  this  is  muttered, 
That  here  you  maintain  fcvcral  factions; 
And,  wlilia  a  field  (houIJ  be  difpatch'd  and  foH£ht, 
You  are  difputir.o  ofyour  gencials. 
Cnc  would  have  lingering  wars  wiih  little  colt; 
Another  would  fly  fwift,  but  wanteth  wings; 
A  third  man  thinks,  w.thout  expcnce  at  all,^ 
By  ouiltful  fair  words,  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 
Av^Tke,  awake,  EngUlli  nobility  ! 
Let  not  iloth  dim  your  honouis,  re'--begot; 
CroppM  are  the  flower-de-luces  in  your  arms, 
Of  Ln^jland's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe^  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
Thefc  tidings  would  call  forth  their  flowing  tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern,  Regent  I  am  ot  France. 
Give  me  my  fleclcd  coat,  I'll  fight  for  France. 
Away  wiih  thefe  difgraccful,  wailing  robes; 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  inftead  of  eyes, 
To  weep  their  intevrailTive  miferies  *. 

s  r  E  N  E  III.     tenter  to  them  another  Mefjer^cr, 
2  M^'l^rdsTvIew'theie  letters,  fuilof  bad  t«ifchancc» 
Fiance  is  revolted  from  theEnglifli  q'jite, 
Except  feme  petty  towns  of  no  import. 
The  Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  King  mRheims, 
The  baftard  Orleans  wi  h  him  is  join'd  : 
Reignier,  Duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  patt, 
The  Duke  of  Alanfon  flies  to  his  fide.  L^^»« 

Exe.  The  Dauphin  crowned  King?  all  fly  to  himf 
O  whither  (hall  we  fly  from  this  reproach  ? 

Glou.  We  will  nor  fly  but  to  our  enemies'  throats. 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  flack,  I'll  fight  it  out. 

Bid    Glo'der,  why  dcubi'ft  thou  of  my  fcrwardnels? 
•An  army  have  I  mulhr'd  in  my  thoughts, 
Whereviith  already  France  is  over-run. 

SCENE  IV.     Enter  a  third  MeJJerger, 

*  i.  e.  their  miferies,  ivhich  have   had  only  a  port  inter* 
n.ijjion  from  Henry  V.'s  death  to  my  connrg  amongft  them. 

3  MeJ[. 
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3  Mff  My  gracious  Lords,  tc  add  to  your  laments, 
wherewith  you  now  bedew  Kmg  Henry's  hearfe 

I  muH  inform  you  of  a  diflnal  fight  * 

Bttwixt  the  flout  Lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 
Wit].  What  !  wherein  Talbot  overcame?  h't  fo  > 
3  M(f.  O,  no;  wherein  Lord  Talbot  was  o'crthrown. 

The  circumftance  Til  tell  you  more  at  large. 

The  tenth  of  Augiift  h{\,  this  dteadful  Lord 

Retir  ng  from  the  Hege  of  Odeans, 

Having fcatce  full  fix  choufand  in  his  troop,    - 

By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 

Was  round  inoomp£t7.'d  and  ftt  upon. 

No  leifure  had  he  to  inrank  his  men. 

lie  wanted  pikes  to  fet  before  his  archers; 
Inflead  whereof,  (harp  ft^kes,  pluck'd  out  of  hedges. 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confufedly,  ** 

To  keep  the  horfemtn  off  fiom  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued  ; 
Where  valiant  Talbot  above  human  thought 
¥nai}cd  wonders  with  his  fword  and  lanrc. 
Hundreds  he  fent  to  hell,  and  none  durft  ftsnd  hJm  • 
r.cr^_  tUte,  and  every  v. here.  inraaM  U  a.....        ' 
The  French  exclalm'd",   The  devil  v\'asin  arms! 
All  the  vvholc  army  Hood  agaz'd  on  him. 
His  fildiers,  fpy'ng  his  undaunted  fpirit, 
yiTdtot!  Taltot  !  cried  out  amain, 
And  rufk'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  the  cor  que  0  fully  been  feal'd  np, 
If  Sir  John  Faliialf  had  nor  play'd  the  coward- 
He  being  in  the  vaward    (plac'd  behind,  * 
"With  purpofe  to  reh'eve  and  follow  them), 
Co'\ardly  fJed,   not  having  flruck  one  flroke. 
Hence  grew  the  gen'ral  wreck  and  mafFacre; 
Jnclofcd  were  they  wiih  their  enemies. 
A  bafe  V.  alloc n,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 
Thrijfl  Talbot  with  a  (pear  into  the  back : 
Whom  all  France,  with  her  chief  afTembled  flren^^th,     ^ 
Dura  not  pre  fume  to  look  once  in  the  face  *' 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  flain  then?  I  will  flay  myfclf, 
For  Jiving  idly  here  in  pomp  and  cafe, 

Whiia 
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WhilO  fuch  a  woithy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dallaid  foc-mcn  is  hetray'd. 

3  Mrj:  O  no!  he  lives,  but  is  took  pn^^ncr, 
And  Lord  Scales  with  him,  and  Lord  Hungcrford; 
McQ  ol  the  rcfl  flaut^htet'd,  or  took  likcw;lc. 

Bed.  His  ranfom  ihcre  is  none  but  I  fliall  pay. 
I'll  haul  the  Dauphin  hsadlnng  from  his  throne, 
His  crown  fl'iall  be  the  ranf.m  of  my  friend. 
Four  of  their  Lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  ours. 
Fa  cwd,  my  mafters,  to  my  talk  will  I. 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make, 
To  keep  our  great  St  George's  feaO  wiihil. 
Ten  thoufand  foldicrs  with  me  I  will  take, 
^Vho^e  bloody  deeds  iTiall  make  ail  Europe  quake. 

3  Mef.  So  you  had  need  :  for  Orleans  is  bcfieg'd; 
The  Englifh  army  Is  grown  weak  and  faint; 
The  Earl  of  Sa!i(bury  craveth  fupply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny, 
Since  they  io  few  watch  fuch  a  multitude. 

Exe,  Remember,  Lords,  yoar  oaths  to  Henry  fworn: 
Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it,  and  here  take  leave 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [£.vz7  Bedford. 

Glou.  ri!  £0  the  tower  with  all  the  hafte  1  can, 
To  view  th'arlllery  and  ammunition; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  King. 

.   lExit  Gloucefler. 

Exe.  To  Eiiham  will  I,  where  the  young  King  is, 
Being  ordain'd  his  fpecia!  governor; 
And  for  bis  fafety  there  I'll  beft  devTe.  [£^i/« 

Jrin.  Each  hath  his  place  and  fundion  to  attend: 
I  am  left  out;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  1  >ng  I  will  not  be  thus  out  or  office  : 
The  King  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  fend, 
And  fit  at  chiefcft  ftern  of  public  weal.  [Exit, 

SCENE     V.      Before  Orleans  in  France. 
Enter  Charles,  Alanlbn,  and  Kcignier,   marching  -with  a 
drum  and  foldiers. 

Char.  Mars  his  true  moving,  ev*n  as  in  the  heav'ns, 

So 
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So  In  the  eartli  to  this  day  is  not  known. 

Late  did  he  (hine  upon  the  Englidi  fiJe: 

Now  we  are  vi^jrs,  upon  us  he  finiles- 

What  towns  of  any  moment  but  we  have? 

At  pleafure  here  we  lie  near  Orleans : 

Tho'  ftill  the  famiOi'd  Engiilh,  like  pale  ghofts,  K^, 

Faintly  bcfi^ge  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

^lan.  They  want  their  porridge,    and  their   fat  bull- 
Either  they  niuft  be  dieted  like  mulrs,  [beeves; 

And  have  their  provender  ty'd  to  their  mouLhs, 
Or  piteous  thty  will  look  like  drowned  mice. 

Reig.  Let's  raife  the  fiege:  why  live  we  iJIy  here? 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear: 
Rcmaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salilbuij', 
And  he  may  well  in  fret'ing  fpend  his  gall  ; 
Nor  men,  nor  money,  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char    Sound,  found  alarm  :  we  will  luih  on  them. 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French. 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me, 
"When  he  fees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.  [Exeunt^ 

[Here  alarm,  they  are  beaten  back  by  the  Engiijh  -with 
great  lofs.  _     ^  ]L 

Re-enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  and  Reignier. 

Char.  Who  ever  (aw  the  like?  what  meri  nive  I? 
Dogs,  cowards,  daftards!  I  would  ne'er  have  fled,  ■     .' 

But  that  they  kfc  me  'midft  my  enemies.  ^    r 

Reig-  Salisbury  is  a  defp'ratc  homicide,  t. 

He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life:  ^ 

The  other  Lords,  like  lions  wanting  food,  j. 

Do  rufh  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey.  t, 

yilan-  Froyfard,  a  countryman  of  ours,  records, 
England  ail  Olivers  and  Rowlands  *  bred, 

*  Theje  were  two  of  the  mojl  famous  in  the  liji  of  Char ^ 
lemagyie^s  twelve  peers;  and  their  exploits  are  rendered  f§ 
ridiculously  and  equally  extravagant  by  the  old  romancers^  ,  j 
that  from  thence  arcfc  that  jayh-.g  amongjl  cur  plain  and  fen-  y 
fible  anccjlors,  of  giving  one  a  Rowland  for  his  Oliver, 
to  fignify  the  matching  one  incredible  lie  iviih  another.  Mr 
Warburton. 
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Puring  the  lime  EdaarJ  the  Third  dlJ  reign. 

More  trnly  now  may  this  be  verified; 

For  none  but  Samfbns  and  Goliafes 

It  fendeth  tbrih  to  (kirmifh;  one  to  ten! 

Lenn  raw-bon'd  rafcals!   who  would  e'er  fuppofc, 

They  hid  fuch  courage  and  audacity  ! 

cL-r.  Let's  leave  this  town,   for  they  are  hair-hrain'J 
And  hunger  will  inforcc  them  be  more  eager.         [fl^vcs, 
Of  old  I  know  them;   rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  dov\n,  than  forfuke  the  fiegc. 

Rei7.  I  think,  by  fome  odd  gimmals  or  device, 
Their"^arms  are  fet  like  clocks,  flill  to  ft? ike  on  ; 
Elfe  they  cjuld  ne'er  hold  out  fo  as  they  do. 
By  my  confent  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone. 

j^lan.  Be  it  fo. 

Enter  the  Bajlard  of  Orleans. 

Baji.  Where's  the  Prince  Dauphin?    1  have  news  for 
him. 

Da:u  BaHard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Baft.  Methinks  your  looks  are  (ad,  your  chear  appalM. 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence? 
Be  not  difmay'd,  for  fuccour  is  at  harnl : 
A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring, 
Which  by  a  vifion,  fent  to  her  from  hcav'n, 
Orda  ned  is  to  raifc  this  tedious  fiege ; 
I   And  drive  the  Englifh  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
The  fpirit  of  deep  prophecy  the  hath, 
Exceeding  the  nine  Sibyls  of  old  Rome  *: 
"What's  part,  and  what's  to  come,  (he  can  de(cry. 
Speak,  ftiall  I  call  her  in?  believe  my  words, 
fcFor  they  are  certain  and  infallible. 

D<iu.  Go,  call  her  in  ;  but  fti(t,  to  try  her  (kill, 
Reignier,  ftand   hou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place; 
Qpeflion  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  (lern  : 
By  this  means  (hall  we  found  what  (kill  (he  hath. 

*  There  -were  no  nine  Sibyls  of  Rome  :  hut  he  confounds 
Xihtngs^  and  mijiakes  this  for  the  nine  books  of  Sibylline  O' 
Itaclcs,  brought  to  one  of  the  Tarquins,    Mr  Warburton. 
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SCENE       Vr.        Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Rag-   Fair   maid,    is't  thou  wilt  do    thefe  wondroas 
feats? 

Piicel.  Rcignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkeft  to  beguile  mc? 
Where  is  the  Dauphin?  come,  come  from  behind  ; 
1  know  thee  well,   tho'  never  {een  before. 
Be  not  amaz'd  ;  there's  nothing  hid  from  me: 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart; 
Stand  back,  j^ou  Lords,  and  give  us  leave  a  while. 

Rei^.   She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  firft  da(h. 

Piictl.  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  (hepherd's  daughter. 
My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art : 
Heav'n,  and  our  Lady  gracious  haih  it  pleas'd 
Tofhine  on  my  contemptible  eftate. 
Lo,  whilft  I  waited  on  my  tender  Iambs, 
And  to  fun's  parching  heat  difplay'd  my  cheeks, 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me ; 
And,  in  a  vifion  full  of  majefty, 
Will'd  me  to  leave  my  hafe  vocation, 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity  :  » 

Her  aid  {he  promis'd,  and  aflur'd  fucce/s. 
In  complete  glory  fhe  reveal'd  herftlf; 
And,  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before, 
With  thofe  clear  rays  which  (he  infus'd  on  me, 
That  beauty  am  I  blefs'd  with  which  you  fee. 
Afk  me  what  queftion  thou  canft  poflible, 
And  I  will  anfwcr  unpremeditated. 
My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dat'rt, 
And  thou  (halt  find  that  I  exceed  my  fex. 
Refoive  on  this,  thou  (halt  be  fortunate, 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Dau.  Thou  haft  aO.onifli'd  me  with  thy  high  terms: 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make, 
In  fingle  combat  thou  (halt  buckle  with  me  ; 
And  if  thou  vanqui(heft,  thy  words  are  true; 
Otherwi(e  I  renounce  all  con(idence. 

Pucel.  I  am  prepar'd  ;  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  fword, 
Deck'd  with  fine  (5ow'r-de- luces  on  each  fide; 
The  which,  at  Toaraio,  in  St  Catharine's  church, 

Out 
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Out  of  a  deal  of  old  Iron  I  chofe  forth. 

Dau.  Then  come  o'  God's  name,  for  I  fear  no  woman. 
Fucfl.  And  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  from  a  man, 

[H.re  theyfij^ht,  and  Joan  la  Puce'le  overcomes, 
Dan.  Stay,  ftay  thy  hands;  thou  art  an  Amazon, 
And  figHte(t  with  the  (word  of  Deborah. 

Pucii  Chiift's  m'  ther  htips  me,  elfe  I  were  too  weak. 
Dau.  Whoe'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  muft  hclj)  me: 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  defirc; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  haft  at  once  fubdu'd; 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  name  be  ib, 
Let  me  thy  fervant  and  not  n)vere"gn  be; 
'Tjs  the  French  Daiipliin  fucth  to  thee  thus. 

Pucel.  1  muft  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love. 
For  my  profcflion's  facred  from  above : 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  foes  from  hence, 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompencc. 

Dau.    Mean   t»m«,    look   gracious   on    thy    proftrate 

thrall. 
Reii^.  My  Lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 
^lan.  Doubtlfls  he  (hr:ves  this  woman  to  her  fmock; 
Elfc  ne'er  could  he  fu  long  protract  his  fpeech. 

Heig.  Shall  we  diilu:b  him,  fince  he  keeps  no  mean? 
^lan.    He  may  mean  more   than    we  poor  men  do 
know: 
Thefe  women  are  flirewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Reig.  My  Lord,  where  ate  you?  what  devifc  you  on  ? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans  or  no? 

Pucel.    Why,  no,  I  fay  ;  diftruflful  recreants! 
Fight  t.ll  the  lall  gafp,  for  I'll  be  your  guard. 

Dau.  What  fhe  fays  I'll  confirm  ;  we'll  fight  it  out, 
Pucel.  Allign'd  I  am  to  be  the  Englifli  fcourge. 
This  night  the  fiege  afTuredly  I'll  raiie  : 
Expefl  iaint  Martin's  fummer.  Halcyon  days> 
Since  I  have  enter'd  thus  into  thefe  wars. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water ; 
"Which  never  ceafeth  to  enlarge  itfelf, 
Till  by  broad  fprcoding  it  difperle  to  nought. 
With  Henry's  death  the  Englilh  circle  ends  ^ 
Pifpcrled  are  the  glories  it  included. 

G  g  2.  Kow 
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N  w  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  fliip, 
V/hich  Casfar  and  his  fortune  bore  at  once. 

Dau.  V/as  Mahnmct  infpired   with  a  dove? 
Thou  vvkh  an  eagie  art  infpired  then. 
IJcL-n  the  mother  of  great  Conflantine, 
Nor  yet  St  Philip's  daughters  *,  were  like  thee. 
Bright  fiu  of  V'enn?,  fail'n  down  on  the  earth, 
iJovv  may  I  reverently  worfhip  thee? 

'j4!a?i.  Leave  off  d»lays,  and  let  us  raife  the  fiege. 

Rcig.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canft   to  fave  our  ho- 
nours; 
Diive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaliz'd. 

Dan.  Prefcntly  try  ;  come,  let's  away  about  it, 
No  prophet  will  J  tiuft,   if  (he  proves  falfe.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE      VII.       The  Toiver-gatis  in  London^ 
Enter  Gloucefter,  luith  his  ferving-tnen. 

Glcu    I  am  this  day  come  to  furvey  the  Tower; 
Since  Henry's  death,  I  fear  there  is  conveyance  f. 
"^Vhcre  be  thefe  warders,  that  they  wait  not  here? 
Open  the  gate?.     'Tis  Gloucerter  that  calls. 

I  JFard.  Who's  there  that  knocketh  fb  imperioufly  ? 

1  AIa>}.  It  is  the  Noble  Duke  of  Glouceflcr. 

2  Ward.  WhoeVr  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 

I  Mnn.  Villains,  anfwer  you  fo  the  Lord  Pioteflor? 

I  JVard.    The  Lord  protedl  him  !   fo  we  anfv^er  him  ; 
We  io  no  otherwife  than  we  are  will'd. 

Glcu.  V/ho  willed  you  ?  or  whole  will  flands  but  mine  ? 
There's  none  Pro:e£tor  of  the  realm  but  I. 
Break  up  the  gates,  I'll  be  your  warranrize; 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill-gtooms? 
Gloucefter'i  men  rufi  at  ike  Towtr-gaies,  and  Woodvile 

the  Lieutenant  fptaks  •unthin. 

Wood.  What  noife  is  this?  what  traitors  have  we  here  .> 

*  Meaning  the  four  daughters  of  Philip,  mentioned. 
Actaxxi.  -who  had  all  the  gijt  <jf  prophefyirg;  he  being  there 
alfo  called  Philip  the  Evangelilf 

f  By  conveyance  ii  meant  theft,  a  clandcfine  convey^ 
ance  oj  Vings  away* 

Chu, 
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Ghu.  Lieutenant,  is  It  you  whcfc  voice  I  hear? 
Open  the  gates  ;  here's  Glo'Qer  that  woulJ  enter. 

mod.  Have  patience.  Noble  Duke  ;   I  may  not  open  ; 
The  Cardinal  of  WincheQcr  forbids  : 
From  him  1  have  exptcfs  commandment, 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  fhall  be  let  in. 

Glou.  Faint-hearted  Woodvile,   prized  him 'fore  me  ? 
Arrooant  Winchefier,    that  haughty  prelate, 
Whom  Henry,   our  late  Sovereign,    ne'er  cou-d  brook? 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God,   or  to  the  King  : 
O'-cn  (he  "ate,  or  I'll  Ihiit  thee  out  fliortly. 

'Serv.  Open  the  gates  there  to  the  Lord  Proteaor  ; 
We'll  burft  them  open,   if  you  come  not  qunkly. 
Enter  to  the  Proteftcr  at  the  Toivcrgctes,  Wmchtfterawrf 
his  tnen  in  tawny  coats. 
Win.  How  now,  ambitions  umpite,    what  means  this  ? 
Clou.  Peel'd  prieft  *,  doll  thou  command  me  be  Ihut 
Win.  I  do,    thou  moll  ufurping  proditor,  [out? 

And  not  protcflor,   of  the  King  or  realm. 

Glou.  Stand  back,  thou  manifcft  confpirator  ; 
Thou  that  contriv'il  to  murder  our  dead  Lord  ; 
Tiou  that  giv'ft  whores  indulgences  to  fin  f  ; 
I'll  canvafs  thee  in  thy  broad  Cardinal's  hat, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  infclence. 

Win.  Nay,   ftand  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot? 
This  be  Damafcus,  be  thou  curfed  Cain  t, 
To  flay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 
"     [Glou.  I  will  not  flay  thee,   but  I'll  drive  thee  back; 
Thy  fcarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing-cloih,  ^ 

I'll  up"  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place.  . 

Win.  Do  what  thou  dar'ft  ;  1  beard  thee  to  thy  face.  \ 

Clou.  What  ?  am  I  dai'd,   and  bearded  to  my  face. 

•  Alluding  to    his  paven  cro-juni  a  metaphor  from  a         ' 

pee rd  orange.     7vlr  Pope.  ,.n-a    r.i 

t  To; public p-a)S  -were  formerly  under  the  dipiit  oj  tte         \ 

Bijbcp  cf  Wtuhepr.    Mr  Pope.  _       ,.  ,  t-ti 

1  N.  B;  About  four  miles  from  Damafcus,  ts  a  high  hJl, 

retorted  to  be  the  fame  en  -which  Cain  Jlttv  hii  Inther  Abclj 

Maundrell's  travel^,  p.  U'-     ■^''  P'^P^- 

G  g  3  Draw, 


354  The  Fifft  Fart  of  Aai. 

Draw,  men,  for  all  this  pnvleged  place. 

Blue  coats  to  tawny.     Prieft,    beware  thy  beard  ; 

I  mean  to    ug  it,  r,na  to  cuff*  you  foundiy. 

Under  my  ^eet  I'll  ftamp  thy  Cardinal's  hat : 

In  fpighi  of  Pope,   or  dignities  o'  church, 

Here  by  he  cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

IVin    Glo'fter,  thou'it  anfwer  this  before  the  Pope. 
Glou.  Wincheflcr  Goofe!  I  cry,  A  rope,  a  rope. 

Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  flay  ? 

Thee  I'll  chafe  hence,  thou  wolf  in  fheep's  array.* 

Out,  tawny  coats;   out,    fcarlet  hypocrite  .'1 
Here  Gioucener^j  men  beat  out  the  Cardinal^s ',  and  enter 

in  the  hurhy-burky,  the  Mayor  of  London,  and  his  officers, 

Mapr.  Fy,  Lords ;   that  you.    beJng    fupreme    magl- 
Thus  contumelioufly  (hould  break  the  peace  !       [Urates, 

Glou.   Peace,  Mayor,  for  thou   know'ft   little   of  ray 


wron2s; 


Here*s  Beaufort,   that  regards  not  God  nor  KIng» 
Hath  here  diftrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  ufe. 

Win.  Here's  Glo'fter  too,   a  foe  to  citizens  , 
One  that  frill  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'er-chargingyour  free  purfes  with  large  fines ; 
That  (eeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  ProteAor  of  the  realm  ; 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himfelf  King,  and  fupprcfsthe  Prince. 

Clou.  I  wiii  not  anfwer  thee  with  words,   but  blows. 

[Here  they  Jkirnvfh  agak. 

Mayor.  Nought  refts  for  me  in  this  tumultuous  ftrife, 
But  to  make  open  proclamation. 
Come,  officer,  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  canfl. 
Off:  -^U  manner  of  men  ajfembled  here  inarms  this  day,  a'^ 
■  gaiiij}  Gcd's  peace  and  the  King's,   -we  charge  and  com- 

manJyo-i,^  in  his  Highnefs's  name,  to  repair  to  your  feve* 

ral  d-ivelling  places  ;    and  not  -wear,  handle,  or  ufe  ant 
Jword,  -weapon,  or  dagger,   henceforward,  upon  pain  of 

deith. 

Glou.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law  : 
But  we  fhdll  meet,   and  tell  our  minds  at  large. 
mn.  Gk'^fler,  we'ii  meet  to  shy  dear  coff,  te  ftre. 

Thy 
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Thy  hcart-blooj  I  will  have  for  this  day's  work. 

Mayor.  I'll  call  for  clubs,    if  ycu  tvill  not  away  : 
This  cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Clou    Mayor,  farewcl:  thou  do'fl  but  what  thou  may'ft. 

Win.   Abominable  Glo'ller,  guard  thy  head, 
For  I  intend  to  have  it  ere  it  be  long. 

Mayer.  See  the  coaft  clear'd,    and  then  we  will  depart. 

Off.  Good  God  !  that  nobles  (hould  fuch  flomachsbear ! 
I  niyfclFfioht  not  once  in  forty  year.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     VJII.       Changes  to  Orleans  in  France, 
Enter  the  Majier  Gunntr  o/Orleans,  and  his  Boy. 

M.  Gun.  Sirrah,  thou  know'rt  how  Orleans  is  btfieg'd, 
And  how  the  Englifh  have  the  fuburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  I  know,  and  oft  have  (hot  at  them, 
Howe'er,  unfortunate,  I  mifs'd  my  aim. 

M.  Gun.  But  now  thou  (halt  not.  Be  thou  rul'd  by  mc; 
Chief  MaflerguHHer  am  I  of  this  town, 
Something  I  muft  do  to  procure  me  grace. 
The  Prince's  '[j?ials  have  informed  me, 
Tile  Englifh,  in  the  fuburbs  dole  intrench'd, 
^V'ent  thro'  a  fccrct  grate  of  iion  bars. 
In  yonder  tow'r,  to  over. peer  the  city  ; 
y^nd  thence  dilcover  how,    with  mod  advantage, 
""J'hey  may  vex  us,  with  (hot  or  with  aflault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience,  * 

A  piece  of  ordnance  'gain  It  it  I  havepiac'd  ; 
And  fully  ev'n  thtfe  three  days  have  1  watch'd, 
If  ]  couid  lee  them.     Now,  Boy,  do  thou  watch. 

For  lean  flay  no  longer, 

If  thou  fpy'if  any,    run  and  bring  me  word,  4 

And  thou  ftialt  find  me  at  the  governor's.  [£,\ifj 

Boy   Father,   I  warrant  you  ;  take  you  no  care  ; 
I'll  never  trouble  you,   if  I  may  fpy  them. 
S     C     E     N     E       IX. 

Enter  Salifbury  and  Talbot  on  the  turrets,  with  others* 

Sal.  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy  again  return'd  ! 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prifuner  ? 
Or  by  what  means  got'rt  thou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
LJifcourfc,   I  pr'ythee,   on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal,  The  Puke  of  Bedford  had  a  prifoner, 

Caliy 
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Cali'd  the  trave  Lord  Ponton  de  Santraile  ; 

For  him  was  I  cxchang'd,  and  ranfbmed, 

But  with  a  ba(er  man  of  arms  by  far, 

Once,  in  contempt,   tbey  wou*d  have  barter'd  mc  : 

"Which  I  difdaining  fcorn'd,   and  craved  death, 

Rather  than  I  would  be  Co  vile  efteem'd. 

In  fine  redcem'd  I  was,   as  I  defired. 

But,   oh !  the  treacherous  Falftaff"  wounds  my  heart  j 

"Whom  with  my  bare  fi^s  I  would  execute, 

If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  pow'r. 

Sal.  Yet  teli'rt  thou  not  how  thou  wert  en^ertain'd. 

Tal.  With  fcofTs  and  fcorns,  and  contumelious  taunts, 
In  open  market-place  produced  they  me, 
To  be  a  public  fpc^acle  to  all. 
Here,  laid  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French, 
The  fcarecrow  that  affrights  our  children  io. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  me, 
And  with  my  nails  digg'd  ftoiies  out  of  the  ground, 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  fhame. 
My  grifly  countenance  made  others  fly; 
Nonedurft  come  near,   for  fear  cf  fudden  death. 
In  iron  wails  they  deemM  me  not  fecure  : 
So  great  a  fear  my  name  amongO  them  fprcad, 
That  they  fuppos'dl  cou'd  rend  bars  of  ftcel, 
And  ipum  in  pieces  ports  of  adamant. 
'Wherefore  a  gnardof  chofen  fliot  I  had  ; 
They  walk'd  about  me  ev'ry  minute-while  ; 
And  if  I  did  but  ftir  out  of  my  bed, 
Ready  they  were  to  (h^ot  me  to  the  heart. 
Enter  the  Boy,  -with  a  lin^tc'n. 

Sal.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endured, 
But  we  w:]l  be  reveng'd  fufficienfly. 
Kow  it  is  fupper-time  in  Orleans: 
Kere  through  this  grate  I  can  count  every  one, 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify. 
Let  us  look  in,   the  fight  will  much  delight  thee  ;  ; 

Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,   and  Sir  Wiiliam  Glanfdalc,  ' 

Let  me  have  your  exprefs  opinions,  « 

"Where  is  beft  place  to  make  our  batt'ry  next  ?  ^ 

Car,  I  think,  at  the  north  gate ;  for  there  ftand  lordTsi* 

Ckn. 
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Ghn.  And  I  here,  at  the  bnlwaik  of  the  bridge. 

Tfl/.  For  anght  I  fee,   this  ci  y  muU  be  famifii'd, 
Or  with  light  ikirmillics  cnfetbkd. 

[Ha-f  they  jhoot,  and  Salifbury  avd  Sir  Tho. 
Gd^gr^ve  fall  down, 

Sal  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  finners. 

G.:r.  O  Lord  gave  mercy  on  me,  woful  man. 

7d/.  What  chance  is  this  that  fuddenly  hath  crolsd  us? 
Speak,  SalillM3ry  ;    at  IcaO,    if"  thou  can'li  Ipeak  j 
How  far'ft  ihou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men? 
One  oF  thy  eyes  and  thy  cheek's  fide  Qruck  oft . 
AccurfeJ  tow'.-,  accuifed  fatal  hand, 
That  hath  confriv'd  this  woful  tragedy! 
In  thirteen  battles  Salifbury  o'ercame  : 
Henry  the  Fifth  he  firft  train'd  to  the  wars. 
Whillt  any  trump  did  found,    or  drum  ftruck  up, 
His  fword  did  ne'er  leave  (biking  in  the  field.  - 

Yet  liv'rt  thou,  Salifbury  ?  tho'  thy  fpeech  doth  faiJ, 
One  eye  thou  haft  to  look  to  heaven  for  grace. 
^[Thc  fun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world,] 
Heav'n,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 
3  f  Salifbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands  ! 
Bear  hence  his  body,   I  will  help  to  bury  it. 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,   hall  thou  any  life? 
Speak  unto  Talbot  ;  nay,  look  up  to  him. 
O  Saliftj'ry,  cheer  thy  fpirit  with  this  comfort, 

Thou  fnalc  not  die,  while 

——He  beckons  w'.th  his  hand,  and  fmiles  on  mc, 
As  who  (hould  fay,  IFkn  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
Kemember  to  averge  me  on  the  French. 
Piantagenet,  I  will  ;    and,    Nero-like, 
Play  on  the  lu'e.  beholding  the  towns  burn: 
Wretched  (hal  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

[Hereon  alarm,  and  it  tkunders  and  lightens 
What  ftir  isthii  I  what  tumult's  in  the  heav'fls? 
Whence  Cometh  this  alarm  and  this  noifc  I 
Enter  a  Mcjfenger. 

Mcjf.  My  Lord    my  Lord,  the  French  have  gather'd 
The  Dauphin,  with  one  Joan  la  PuccUc  join'd,       [head. 
A  holy  prophetds  new  riftn  up, 
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Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raife  the  fiege. 

[Here  Salifbury  tifteth  himfelf  up,  and grones* 
Tah  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Saliftjury  doth  grone ! 
It  irks  his  heart  he  cannot  be  reveng'd. 
Frenchmen,  I'll  he  a  Salisbury  to  you. 
["[Pucelle  or  PufTel,  Dauphin,  or  Dog  fifh, 
■"   I  Your  hearts  I'll  ftamp  out  with  my  horfe's  heels, 
i_And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains.] 
Corivey  brave  Saliitury  into  his  tent, 
And  then  we'll  try  what  daftavd  Frenchmen  d)re. 

l^larnt.     Exeunt,  bear'wg  Salilbury  and 

Sir  Thomas  Gargrave  out, 
S     C     E     N     E       X. 
Here  an  alarm  again;    and  Talbot  purfueth  the  Dauphtrtf  A 
and  driveth  him.     Then  e>2ter  Joan  la  Pucelle  driving\ 
Englijkmen  before  her.     Then  enter  Talbot. 
Tat.  Where  is  my  ftrength,  my  valour,  and  my  force? 
Our  Englifh  troops  retire,  I  cannot  flay  them ; 
A  woman  clad  in  armour,  chafeth  them. 

Enter  Pucelle. 

HcrCj  here,  (he  comes.     J'il  have  a  bout  with  thcc;  ] 

Devi!,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee :  | 

Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch,  I 

And  ftraightway  give  thy  foul  to  him  thou  ferv'{^. 

Pucel.    Come,    come,    'tis  only  I  that  mufl:  difgrace 
thee.  {They  fight, 

[Tal  Heavens,  can  you  fuffer  hell  io  to  prevail? 
My  breaft  I'll  burft  with  draining  of  my  courage, 
\nd  from  my  Ihoulders  crack  my  arms  afunder, 
But  I  will  chartife  this  high-minded  ftrumpet] 
Pucel.  Talbot,  farewel,  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come; 
I  muft  go  vi(nu3l  Orleans  forthwith. 

[a  port  alarm.     Then  eater  the  town  -w'tth  JbldierS* 
O'ertake  me  if  thou  canlt,  I  fcorn  thy  ftrength. 
Go,  go.  chear  up  thy  huoger-lUrved  men, 
Belp  Sajfbury  to  make  his  teftament : 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  fhall  be.  -^[Exit  Pucelle. 

Tal.    ^y  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel  j 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do  ; 
A  wiich,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal 

Drives 
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Drives  back  our  troi^ps    and  conquers  as  fije  \\(\s. 
So  bees  with  fmoak,  and  doves  with  noifoine  ftcnch| 
Are  from  their  h'ves  and  houfes  driv'n  away. 
They  cali'd  us  for  our  ficrcencH.  Eiiglifh  dous, 
Kow  like  iheir  whelps  we  crying  run  away. 

[j^  Jl:ort  alarm* 
Hark,  countrymen  !  either  renew  the  fight, 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  Eng'and's  coat: 
Renounce  your  H)!!,  g  ve  flncp  in  lions'  (lead; 
Shtep  run  not  half  fo  tim'rous  from  the  wolf, 
Or  hoxic  or  oxen  from  the  leopard, 
As  you  fly  from  your  oft  (iibdued  Haves. 

\_Jl.irtn,     Here  another  Jklrmjh, 
It  will  not  be:  retire  into  your  trenches: 
You  all  confented  unto  Salifbury's  dea(h, 
Foi  none  would  ftrike  a  ftroke  in  his  revenge. 
Pucelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans, 
In  fpight  of  us,  or  ought  that  we  cou'd  do. 
O,   would  I  were  to  die  with  Salifbury! 
The  fliarae  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

[Exit  Talbot. 
{Alarm,  Retreat,  Flourijh, 
SCENE        XI. 
Enter  on  the  TV  all,   Pucelle,  Dauphin,  Reignier,  Alanlbn, 

and  Sddiers. 

Pucel.  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls, 
Rcfcu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  Englifti  wolves ; 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  perform'd  her  word. 

Dau.  Divineft  creature,  bright  Aftrea's  daughter, 
How  (hall  I  honour  thee  for  this  fuccefs ! 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens*. 

That 

•  The  gardens  of  Adonis  "were  never  reprefentei  under 
any  local  defcr'iption,  nor  is^  any  fuch  thing  implied  in  this 
place.  They  -were  only  beds  oj  earth  put  into  portable  cafes 
of  filver  or  other  matter,  iij  ivkich  were  raifcd  fuch  fowers 
and  herbs  as  ivere  of  quick  growth  and  fhott  continuance^ 
the  produ^ion  and  maturity  of  them  being  alfo  hafiened  by 
artificial  means.     Upon  th:s  quiiknefs  of  growth  the  allufim 

here 
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That  one  day  bloom 'd,  and  fruirful  were  the  next. 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetefs ! 
Recover'd  is  the  town  of  Orleans; 
More  blefTed  hap  did  ne'er  befal  our  ftate. 

Ke'ig.  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  throughout  the  town? 
Bauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires, 
And  feaft  and  banquet  in  the  open  ftreets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  giv'n  us. 

Alan.  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy, 
When  they  fiiall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

Dau.  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won: 
For  which  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her. 
And  all  the  priefls  and  friars  in  my  realm 
Shall  in  procelfion  fing  her  endlefs  praife. 
A  ftatelier  pyramid  to  her  I'll  rear. 
Than  Rhodope's  or  Memphis'  ever  was ! 
In  memory  of  her  when  fhe  is  dead, 
Her  aflies  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich-jewel'd  coffer  of  Darius, 
Tranfported  fball  be  at  high  feftivals, 
Before  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  St  Dennis  will  we  cry, 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  (hall  be  France's  Saint. 
Come  in,  and  let  us  banquet  royally, 
After  this  golden  day  of  vid^ory.  [Flourifa,    Exeunt, 

A    C    T      II.        S    C    E    N    E      I. 

Before  Orleans. 

Enter  a  Serjeant  of  a  hand,  loith  two  Centlnels. 
Serj-  Q  Irs,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant, 

k!^   If  any  noife  or  foldier  you  perceive 
Near  to  the  wall,  by  fome  apparent  fijin 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard. 

Ce?2t.  Serjeant,  you  (hall.     Thus  are  poor  fervitors 

here  is  founded:    though  anciently  /^f  gardens  of  Adonis 

-was  aprovsrhi'il  e.xpreffion  to  fignify  tranfitory  fleeting  plea- 

Jures,  and  perfons  alfo  of  a  Jl'tght  trifling  account.     See  EraH 

adag.     Oxford  Editor. 

^  (When 
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(When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 

Conflrain'd  to  waich  in  darknels,  rain,  and  colJ. 

Enter  Talbot,    Bedford,    and   Burgundy,    -with  fcalinf- 

ladders.    Their  druim  beating  a  dead  mareh. 

Tal.  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy, 
By  whole  approach  the  regions  of  Artois, 
"VV'alloon,  and  Picardy,  are  friends  to  iis; 
This  happy  night  ^\^e  Frenchmen  are  fecure, 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banqueted. 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity, 
As  fitting  beft  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
Contriv'd  by  art  and  baleful  f^ircery. 

Bed.    Coward  of  France !    how  much  he  wrongs  Ms 
Defpairing  of  his  own  arms*  fortitude,  (fame, 

To  join  with  witches  and  the  help  of  hell! 

Bur.  Traitors  teve  never  other  company. 
But  what's  that  Pucelle  whom  they  term  (b  pure? 

Tal,  A  maid,  (hey  fay. 

Bed.  A  maid  i"  and  be  Co  martial  ? 

Bur.  Pray  God,  flie  prove  not  mafcullne  ere  long! 
If  underneath  the  flandard  of  the  French 
She  carry  armour  as  file  hath  begun. 

Tal   Wtll,  let  them  pra£tife  and  converie  with  fp^rltsj 
God  is  our  fortrefs,  in  whofe  conqu'ring  name 
Let  us  refblve  to  fcalc  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend,  brave  Talbot,  we  will  follow  thee. 

Tal.  Not  all  together :  better  far  I  guefs, 
That  we  do  make  cur  entrance  feveral  ways : 
That  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail, 
The  other  yet  may  rife  againrt  their  foicc. 

Bed    Agreed ;  I'll  to  yon  corner. 

Bur.  I  to  this. 

Tal.  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  gravCi 
Kow,  Salisbury!  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  Englifh  Henry,  (hall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  J  am  bound  to  both. 

Cent,  [vfithi^]    Arm,   arm;    the  enemy  doth  make 
afiault. 

[The  En^Vtfi}  fcalitig  the  •walk,  cry,  St  George! 
A  Talbot! 

Vol,  IV.  II  h  SCENE 
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SCENE       ir. 
The  French  leap  o\r  the  -walls  in  their  Jhirt^.     Enter,  fevem 

ral  -wayi,  Baflard,  Alanfon,   Rcignier,  half  ready  and 

half  unready. 

j4lan.  How  now,  my  Lords?  what,  all  unready  {oi 

Baft,  Unready  ?  I,  and  glad  we  Tcap'd  ib  well. 

Reig.  'Twas  time.  I  trow,  to  wake,  and  leave  our  beds, 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber- doors. 

Jllan.  Of  an  exploits,  fince  firft  I  foilow'd  arms, 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprife 
More  venturous  or  defperate  than  this.  • 

Baft.  I  think  this  Talbot  is  a  6end  of  hell.        ^  ; 

Reig,  If  not  of  hell,  the  heav'ns,  fure,  favour  him. 

Alan.  Here  cometh  Charles,  I  marvel  how  he  fped. 
Enter  Dauphin  and  Joan. 

B^ft.  Tut!  holy  Joan  was  his  defcnfive  guard. 

D(2U.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame? 
Didrt  thou  at  firrt,  to  fiaiter  us  withal, 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 
That  now  our  lofs  might  be  ten  times  as  much? 

Pucel.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  pow'r  alike? 
Sleeping,  or  waking,  mud  I  ftill  prevail? 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me? 
Improvident  foldiers ,  had  your  watch  been  good, 
This  fudden  mifchief  never  cou'd  have  fall'n. 

Dau.  Dnke  of  Alanfon,  this  was  your  default. 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

j4lan.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  fafely  kept, 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government, 
We  had  not  been  thus  ihamefully  furpris'd. 

Baft.  Mine  was  (ecurc. 

Reign.  And  fb  was  mine,  my  Lord. 

Dau.  And  for  myfelf,  moft  part  of  all  this  night, 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precinft, 
I  was  employ'd  in  pafling  to  and  fro, 
About  relieving  of  the  centinels. 
Then  how  or  which  way  Ihruld  they  fir  ft  treak  in  ? 

Pucel,  Queftion,  my  Lords,  no  further  of  the  cafe, 

HoWf 
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How,  or  which  way;  'tis  fure  they  found  fome  part 

But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made; 

And  now  there  rcfts  no  other  fhifc  but  this, 

To  gather  our  foldicrs,  fcattcr'd  and  difpcrsM, 

And  lay  new  platforms,  to  indamage  them.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    III.     JViihin  the  walls  cfOrlea>.s. 
/jlarm.     En:er  a  Saldicr  cn'wg,    A  Talbot!  A  Talbot ! 
the  French  fiy,  Icavvg  their  clouths  behind. 
Sold.  I'll  be  f  >  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left  : 
The  cry  of  Taibot  fcrves  me  for  a  fword; 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  fj^oils, 
Ufing  no  01  her  weapon  but  his  name.  [Exit* 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Burgundy. 
Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fl^d, 
"Whofe  pitchy  mantle  over-veil'd  the  earth. 
Here  found  retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hot  purfuit.        [Retreat* 

Tat.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Saliftury, 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  markct-placf. 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cuiftd  town. 
Mow  have  i  pa'd  my  vow  unto  his  foul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him, 
There  have  at  leaU  hve  Frenchmen  dy'd  to-night. 
And  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 
\Vhat  ruin  bappen'd  in  rev>enge  of  htm, 
W^ithin  th(.ir  chieftft  temple  I'll  crcft 
A  tomb,  wherein  h  s  corpie  (hall  be  mterr'd  ; 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 
Shall  be  ingrav'd  the  fack  of  Oilcans; 
The  treach'rous  manner  of  his  mournful  deathj. 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 
But,  Lords,  in  all  our  bloody  nisdacre^ 
I  mufe  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  Grace, 
His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc, 
Mor  any  of  his  faUe  confederates. 

Bed.  Tis  thought,  Lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began  , 
Rous'd  on  the  fuddcn  from  the.r  drowfy  beds. 
They  did  amongtt  the  troops  of  armed  men 
Leap  o'er  the  walls,  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur.   Myfclf,  as  far  as  i  cou'd  well  difcern 
For  ihaoak  and  dulky  vapours  of  the  night,. 

Jtl  h  2  Ai3Bi 
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Am  Cure  I  fcar'd  the  Dauphin  and  his  trull; 
When,  arm  in  arm,  they  both  came  fwiftly  running, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle-doves, 
That  cou'd  not  live  afunder  day  or  night. 
After  that  things  are  (et  in  order  here, 
"We'll  fullow  them  with  all  the  power  we  have. 
Entir  a  Mejpnger. 

Me{f.  All  hail!,  my  Lords  ;  which  of  this  princely  train 
Call  ye  the  wailike  Talbct,  for  his  acls 
So  much  applauded  thiough  the  realm  of  France? 

Tal.  Here  is  the  Talbot,  who  would  fpeak  with  him  ? 

Mef.  The  virtuous  lady,  Countefs  of  Auvergnc, 
With  modedy  admiring  ihy  rtnown, 
By  me  intreats,  great  Lo*d,  thou  wou'.d'ft  vouchfafe 
To  vifit  her  poor  caftic  where  (he  lies; 
That  Ihe  may  boaft  (he  hath  beheld  the  man 
"Whofc  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  even  fo?  najr,  then,  I  fee  uur  wars 
Will  turn  into  a  peaceful  comic  (port, 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encounter 'd  tvltht 
You  can't,  my  Lord,  dc(pi(e  her  gem  It  fuit. 

Tal.  Ne'er  trufl  me  then  ;  for  when  a  world  of  meo 
Cou'd  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindnefs  over-rul'd  :  - 
And  therefore  tell  her  I  return  gieat  thanks; 
And  in  rubmiffion  will  attend  on  her. 
Will  not  your  Honours  bear  me  company? 

Bad.  No,  truly  i  that  is  more  than  manners  will: 
And  I  have  heard  it  faid,  unbidden  guefts 
Are  often  welcomeft  when  they  are  gone. 

Tal    Well  then,  alone,  fince  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  courtefy. 
Come  hither,  Captain  ;  you  perceive  my  mind.   [Whi/pers, 

Capt*  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  mean  accordingly.    [ExiunU 
SCENE    IV.       The  Countefs  of  Auvergne^s  caJiU» 
Enter  the  Countefs,  and  her  Porter. 

Count.  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge; 
And  when  you've  done  fo,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

Port.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit, 

Couht,  The  plot  is  laid  :  if  all  things  fall  out  right;. 
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I  (hall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 
As  Scythian  Tomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  *  of  this  dreadful  knight, 
And  his  aichievcmcnts  of  no  lefs  account: 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witnefs  with  mine  ears, 
To  t-ive  their  cenfure  f  of  thcfc  rare  reports. 
Etiler  Mejjenger,  and  Talbot.  ^ 
Me(r.  Madam,  according  as  your  Lady  (hip 
By  mdlage  crav'd,  fo  is  Lord  Talho  t  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome.     What !  is  this  the  man  > 
Mejf.  Madam,  it  is. 
Count.  Is  this  the  fcourgc  of  France? 
Is  this  the  Talbot  fo  much  fcai'd  abroad, 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  aill  their  babes?, 
1  fee  report  is  fabulous  and  falfe. 
I  thought  1  (hould  have  fcen  fome  HercuUs; 
A  fecond  He^or,  for  his  grim  afpeO, 
A  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong  knit  limbs. 
Alas!  this  is  a  child,  a  filly  dwarf  : 
It  cannot  be  this  weak  and  writhled  (hrimp 
Should  (hike  foch  terror  in  his  enemies. 

Tat.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you: 
But  fince  your  Lady  (hip  is  not  at  leifure, 
I'll  fort  fome  other  time  to  vifit  you. 

Csunt.   What  means  he  now?  Go  afk  him,  whither  te 

goes. 
Mef  Stay,  my  Lord  Talbot;  for  my  Lady  craves 
To  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Marry,  for  that  (he's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certify  her  Talbot's  here. 

Enter  Porter  -with  keys. 
Count.  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prifoner. 
Tal.  Ptis'ner  1  to  whom  ? 
Count.  To  me,  blood-thirfly  Lord: 
And  for  that  caofe  I  train'd  thee  to  my  hou(e. 
Long  time  thy  (hadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me, 
for  in  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs ; 

•  Rumour,  for  reputation. 
t  Ceulure,  for  judgment  fimply» 
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But  now  the  fubrtance  (hall  endure  the  like, 
And  I  will  chain  thefc  legs  and  arms  of  thins, 
T  hat  haf]  by  tyranny  thefe  many  years 
Wafled  our  country,  flain  our  citizens, 
And  ilnt.  our  Tons  and  hufbands  captifate. 
Tal'  Ha,  ba,  ha. 

Court.  Laugheft  thou,  wretch  ?  thy  mirth  Hjall  (urn  to, 
id^  r  laugh  to  fte  your  Ladyfhip  fo  fond,  [moan, 

To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  ih^dow 
Whereon  to  pradifc  your  feveiity. 
Count.  Why?  art  not  thou  the  man? 
Tdl.  I  am,  inJeed. 
Con.t.  Then  have  ,1  fubflance  too. 
lal.  No,  no;  I  am  but  fhadow  of  myfclf : 
You  are  deceiv'd,  my  fubflance  is  not  here; 
For  what  you  %,  is  but  the  fmallcft  part 
And  Itaft  proportion  of  humanity. 
I  tell  you,  Madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here, 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpacious  lofty  pitch, 
Your  roof  were  not  fiifEcient  to  contain  it. 

Count.  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce; 
He  wilj  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here : 
How  can  thefc  contrarieties  agree  ? 
Tal.  That  will  I  (hew  you  prcfcntly. 
Winds  his  horn ;  drums  Jirike  up;  a  peal  cfordrianc$s 
Eater  Soldhrs. 
How  fay  you,  Madam  ?  are  you  now  pcrfuaded. 
That  Talbot  is  but  Hiadow  of  himfelf  •• 
Thefe  are  his  fubffance,  fmews,  arms,  and  ftrength, 
With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks j 
Rafcih  your  cities,  and  fubverts  yoor  towns; 
And  in  a  moment  makeslbem  dtfoiate. 

Count.  Vidorious  Talbot,  pardon  my  abufe; 
i  rind  thcu  art  no  ltd  than  fame  hath  bruited. 
And  more  than  may  be  gather 'd  by  thy  (hapc. 
Let  my  prefumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath; 
For  1  am  forry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Tal,  Be  not  difmay'd ,  fair  Lady  ;  nor  mi^oafliae 
The  mind  of  Talbc.J,  as  you  did  miaaks 

The 
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Tlie  outward  compofition  of  his  body. 

\v  liat  you  have  done,  hatli  not  offended  mc: 

Vov  other  faiiifaftion  do  I  crave, 

But  only  with  your  patience  that  we  may 

Tallc  of  your  wine,  and  (ce  what  latesyou  have; 

Forfbldiers'  ftomachs  always  ferve  them  well. 

Cunt.  With  all  my  heart,  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feaft  fo  great  a  warrior  in  my  houfc.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  V.     Changes  to  London  in  the  Temple-garden. 
Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,    Warwick,    Somcrfet,    Suf- 
folk, Vernon,  and  others. 

Plan,  Great  Lords  and   Gentlemen,  what  means   this 
Dare  no  man  anfwcr  in  a  cafe  of  truth  i  [filencc? 

Suf.  Within  the  Temple-hall  we  were  too  loud, 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  fay  at  once,  if  I  maintaln'd  the  truth  j 
Ot  elfe  was  wrangling  Somerfct  in  th'  error? 

Suf.  'faith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law; 
1  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it, 
And  therefore  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

Som.  Judge  you,  my  Lord  of  Warwick,  then  between  us* 

War.  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitch, 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth, 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper, 
Betsveen  two  horfes,  which  doth  bear  him  beft. 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merrieft  eye,^ 
I  have,  perhaps,  fbme  fhallow  fpirit  of  judgment: 
But  in  thefc  nice  (harp  qu  llets  of  the  law, 
Good  faith  1  am  no  wifer  than  a  daw. 

Plan.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance  ; 
The  truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide, 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som.  And  on  my  fiJe  it  is  fo  well  appareli'd,. 
So  clear,  fo  (hining,  and  fo  evident, 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan.  Since  ycu  are  tongue-ty'd,  and  fo  loth  to  fpcak, 
In  dumb  fignificants  proclaim  your  thoughts: 
Let  him  that  is  a  true-«born  gentleman, 
And  ftands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth,. 
If  he  foppole  that  I  have  pleaded  truth, 

Fiona 


... 


368  The  Firft  Part  of  Aa  n. 

From  off  this  briar  pluck  a  white  role  with  mc*. 

Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  and  no  fiatterer^ 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth, 
Pluck  a  red  role  from  off  this  thorn  with  me. 

War.  I  love  no  colours;  and  without  all  colour 
Of  bale  infinuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rofe  with  Plantagenet. 

5a/.  I  pluck  this  red  rofe  with  young  Somerfef, 
And  (ay,  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  light. 

Ver.  Stay,  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  tnor^^ 
Till  you  conclude,  that  he  upon  whole  fide 
The  feweft  rofcs  are  cropt  from  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Som,  Good  Mafter  Vernon,  it  is  well  objc^ed : 
If  I  have  feweft,  I  fublcribc  in  filence. 

Plan,  And  I. 

Ver.  Then  for  the  truth  and  plainnefs  of  ihc  ca(e, 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  bloflbm  here, 
Giving  my  verd£t  on  the  white  rofc  fide. 

[Sam.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off) 
Left,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  role  red, 
And  fall  on  my  fide  Co  againft  your  will. 

Ver.  If  I,  my  Lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed, 
Opinion  fliall  be  furgeon  to  my  hurt, 

find  keep  me  on  the  fide  where  ftiil  I  am.] 

Som.  Well,  well,  come  on;  whoelfe? 

Laivjfer.  Unlcfs  my  ftudy  and  my  books  be  falle, 

*  This  is  given  os  the  original  of  the  tivo  badges  of  the 
loufe  of  York  and  Lancajier ;  -whether  truly  or  not,  is  no. 
great  matter.  But  the  proverbial  exprej/ion  of  fay mg  a 
thing  under  the  rofe,  I  am  perfuaded  came  from  thence* 
V/hen  the  nation  had  ranged  it/elf  into  two  great  fadions 
under  the  while  and  red  rofe,  and  -were  perpetually  ptotiingf 
and  counterplot  ting  againjt  one  ancther,  then  -when  a  matter 
offaUion  was  communicated  by  either  party  to  his  friend  in 
the  fame  quarrel,  it  -was  natural  J  or  him  to  add,  that  he 
faid  it  under  the  rofe,  meaning,  that  as  it  concerned  the. 
Ja^ion,  it  ivai  religiously  to  be  kepifecret,  Mr  "Warbur- 
ton. 

Thf 
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The  argument  you  held  was  wrong  in  you;       [To  Som. 
In  fi^n  whereof  I  pluck  a  white  rofc  too. 

rial!'  Now,  Somerfet,  where  is  your  argument? 
Som.  Here  in  my  fcahbard,  meditating  that 
Shall  die  your  white  rofe  to  a  bloody  red. 
'    [ P/dM.  Mean  time,  your  cheeks  do  u  unterfeit  our  rofes: 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnelCng 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som.  No,  Planragcnetj 
'Tis  not  for  fear,  but  anger,   that  thy  cheeks 
Biufh  for  pure  ihame  to  counterfcir  our  rofes; 
And  yet  thy  toi'gue  will  not  contcio  chy  error. 
Plan.  1-jath  not  thy  rofe  a  canker,  Somerfet? 
Ssm.  Hath  not  thy  rofc  a  thorn,  Plantagenet?    . 
Plan.   Ay,  (harp  and  piercing  to  maintain  his  truth; 
Whilft  thy  confuming  canker  eats  his  falfchood. 

Som.  Well  I'll  find  rriends  to  wear  my  bleeding  rofes, 
Ihat  (hail  maintain  what  I  have  faid  is  true, 
Wricrc  falfe  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  feun.] 
Plan.  Now,  by  this  maiden  bloflbm  in  my  hand, 
I  fcoin  thee  and  thy  falhion,  peevi(h  boy. 

Suf    Turn  not  thy  fcorns  this  way,  i'laniapcnet. 
Plan.  ProuJ  Pool,  I  willj  and  fcoin  both  him  and  thee. 
Suf.  I'll  turn  my  pare  thereof  into  thy  tiiroat. 
Som.   Away,  away,  good  William  de  Ja  Pool.' 
We  grace  the  yeoman  by  converfing  with  him. 

JVar.  Now,  by  God's  will,  thou  wrong'ft  him,  Somcr- 
His  grandfather  was  Lior,el  Duke  of  Clarence,  [(et. 

Third  fon  to  the  Third  Edwaro  King  of  England; 
Spring  creftlefs  *  yeomen  from  fb  deep  a  root  ? 
Plan.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege, 
Or  durft  not  for  his  craven  heart  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Chriftendom. 
"Was  not  thy  father,  Richard,  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  treafon  headed  in  our  late  King's  days? 
And  by  his  treafon  (tand'(}  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentry  ? 


•  i.  c.  thoje  -who  have  m  right  to  arms* 
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His  trefpafs  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood; 
And  till  thou  be  reftor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plan.  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted  j 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treafon,  but  no  traitor; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerfet, 
"Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker  Pool,  and  you  yourfelf, 
I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory, 
To  (courge  you  for  'his  apprehenfion  *. 
Look  to  it  well,  and  fay  you  are  well  warn'd. 

Som.   Ah,  thou  fhalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  ftilJ, 
And  know  us  by  ihefc  colours  for  thy  foes: 
For  thefe  my  friends,  in  fpight  of  thee,  (hall  wear. 

Plan.   And,  by  my  foul,  this  pale  and  angry  rofe, 
As  cogoifance  of  my  blood-drinkin^  hate, 
^ill  I  for  ever  and  my  faif^ion  wear, 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave, 
Or  fiourifh  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Suf  Go  forward,  and  be  chok'd  with  thy  ambition; 
And  fo  farewel  until  I  meet  thee  next,  [Exlh 

Som,  Have  with  thee,  Pool :  farewel,  ambitious  Ekhardi 

[Exit, 

Plan.  How  I  am  hrav'd,  and  muQ  perforce  endurtf  it  1 

TVar.   Thi>  blot  that  they  ohjf^t  againO  your  houfc, 
Shall  be  wip'd  cut  in  the  next  p^iliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  Winchciter  and  Glouccfter  j. 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  Yoik, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  V/arwick. 
Mean  time,   in  fignal  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Againtl  proud  Somerfet  and  Wi;liam  Pool, 
Will  1  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rofe. 
And  here  I  prophcfy,  this  brawl  to-day, 
Grown  to  this  fatlion,  in  the  Temple  garden, 
Shall  lend,  between  the  red  rofe  and  the  white, 
A  thoulind  fouls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

[Plan.  Good  Mafter  Vernon,  1  am  bound  to  you, 

That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  fljw'r. 
Ver.  In  your  behalf  ftiU  will  I  wear  the  fame. 

*  i.  e.  QftKio/i, 


Be. 6.  King  Hekry  VI.  571 

Lawyer.  And  Co  will  I. 
Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  Sir. 
Come  let  us  four  to  dinner ;  I  dare  fay, 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.] 
S  C  E  N  E     VI.         y4  priforj. 
Enter  Mortimer,   brought  in  a  chair^  and  Jailors, 

'    Mor.  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age, 

Let  dying  Mortimer  here  reft  himlelf. 

Even  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack, 

So  fare  my  limbs  wiih  longimprifonment : 

And  thefe  gray  locks,  the  purfuivants  of  death, 

Ncftor-like  aged  in  an  age  of  care, 

Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 

Thefe  eyes,  like  lamps  whofe  wafting  oil  is  fpenf, 

Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent  *. 

"Weak  ftioulders  overborn  with  burthcning  gricfi 

And  pithlefs  arms,  like  to  a  wither 'd  vine 

Thai  droops  his  faplefs  branches  to  the  ground  : 

Yet  are  thefe  feet,  whofe  ftrengthlefs  ftay  is  numb, 

(Unable  tofupport  this  lump  of  clay), 

Swift-winged  with  dcfire  to  get  a  grave  ; 

As  wilting,  I  no  other  comfort  have. 

But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come  ? 

Keep.  Rtchaid  PJantagenet,  my  Lord,  will  comc  J 

Wefent  unto  the  Temple,    to  his  chamber; 

And  anfwer  wasreturn'd  that  he  will  come. 
Mor.  Enough ;  my  foul  then  (hall  be  faiisfy^J. 

Poor  Gentleman,  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 

Since  Henry  Monmouth  firft  began  to  reign, 

(Before  whofe  glory  I  was  great  in  arm.^), 

This  lothfome  fcqueftration  have  I  had  ; 

And,    even  fince  then,  hath  Richard  been  obfcur'J, 

Depriv'd  oi  honour  and  inheritance. 

But  now  the  arbitrator  of  defpairs, 

Juft  Death,  kind  umpire  of  mens'  miferies. 

With  fweci  enlargement  doth  difmils  me  hence. 

I  wou'd  his  troubles  likewife  were  cxpirM, 

That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  loft  ! 

*  Exigent, /«)r  conclufion,  pciiod. 

Enter 
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Enter  Richard  Plantagenet. 

Keep>  My  Lord,    your  loving  nephew  now  Is  come. 

Mor.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  friend,   is  he  come  ? 

Plan.  I,   noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd, 
Your  nephew,  late  defp'iCcd  Richard,   comes. 

Mor.  Dire£t  mine  arms  I  may  embrace  his  neck, 
And  in  his  boJom  fpend  my  lateft  gafp 
Oh,   tell  me  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  checks, 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  k\fs. 
And  now  declare,  fweet  flem  from  York's  great  ftock) 
Why  dld'ft  thou  (ay  of  late  thou  wert  defpis'd  ? 

Plan.  Firft  lean  thine  aged  back  againft  mine  arm, 
And  in  that  ea(e  I'll  tell  thee  my  difpleafure. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  cafe, 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixi  Somerfet  and  me; 
Amongft  which  terms  he  loos'd  hh  lavilh  tongue, 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death ; 
Which  oblocjuy  fet  bars  before  my  tongue, 
El(e  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him. 
Therefore,  good  uncle,   for  my  father's  fake, 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  for  alliance  fake,  declare  the  caufe 
My  father  Earl  of  Cambridge  lofi  his  head. 

Mor.  This  caufe,   fair  nephew,  that  imprifbn'd  me, 
And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flow'ring  ynuth 
Within  a  lothfome  dungeon  there  to  pine. 
Was  curfed  inftrumcnt  of  his  deccafe. 

Plan.  Difcover  more  at  large  what  caufe  that  wasj 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guefs 

Mor.  1  will,  if  that  my  fading  breath  permi^ 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  Fourth,  grandfather  to  this  King, 
Depos'd  his  coufin  Richard,  Edward's  fon. 
The  firft-begotten,   and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Edward  King,   the  Third  of  that  defcent. 
During  who(e  reign  the  Pcrcies  of  the  north, 
Finding  his  ufurpation  moft  unjufl, 
Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  thronci, 
The  reafbn  mov'd  the(e  warlike  Lords  to  this, 
Was,  for  that  young  King  Richard  thus  removed, 

Leaving 


Sc.  6.  King  Henry  VI.  373 

Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body, 

I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage : 

For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 

From  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  Con 

To  the  third  Edward;  whereas  Bolingbrokc 

From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree, 

Being  but  the  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 

But  mark  :  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempt 

They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  beir, 

I  loft  my  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 

Long  after  this,   when  Harry  the  Fifth 

After  his  father  Bolingbroke  did  reign, 

Thy  father,   Earl  of  Cambridge,  (then  derlv'd 

From  famous  Edmund  Langlcy,   Dukeof  Yoik> 

Marrying  my  fitter,  that  thy  mother  was), 

Again  in  pity  of  my  hard  diflrefs 

Levied  an  army,  weening  to  redeem 

And  re-inftal  me  in  the  diadem  : 

But  as  the  reft,  fo  fell  that  noble  Earl, 

And  was  beheaded.     Thus  the  Mortimers, 

In  whom  the  title  refted,   were  fupprefs'd. 

Plan.  Of  which,  my  Lord,    your  honour  Is  the  laft, 

M.or.  True  ;  and  thou  feeft  that  I  no  iflue  have, 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death  : 
Thou  art  my  heir;   the  reft  I  wifh  thee  gather: 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  ftudious  care. 

Plan.  Thy  grave  admonifhments  prevail  with  me  : 
But  yet  methinks  my  father's  execution 
Was  nothing  lc(s  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mor.  With  filcnce,  nephew,   be  thou  politic  : 
Strong  fixed  is  the  houfe  of  Lancafter, 
And,   like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence, 
As  princes  do  their  courts,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
"With  long  continuance  in  a  fettled  place. 

Plan.  O  uncle,  would  Cnmc  part  of  my  young  years 
Might  but  redeem  the  paflage  of  your  age  ! 

Mort.  Thou  doft  then  wrong  me,  as  that  flaught'rer 
"Which  giveth  many  wounds  when  one  will  kill.  [doth 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  forrow  for  my  goo4  ; 

Vol.  IV.  1 5  Only 
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Only  give  order  for  my  funeral. 

And  (b  farewel;  and  fair  befal  thy  hopes, 

And  profpVous  be  thy  life,  in  peace  and  war  !         [D:V|» 

P/fl«.  And  peace,   no  war,   befal  thy  parting  (bul! 
In  prifoD  haft  thou  (pent  a  pilgrimage, 
And,   like  a  hermit,  over-paft  thy  days. 
Well ;  I  will  lock  his  counftl  in  my  bread  ; 
And  what  I  do  imagine,    let  that  reft. 
Keepers,  convey  hint  hence ;  and  I  myfelf 
Will  (eehis  burial  better  than  hie  life. 
Here  lies  the  duflcy  torch  of  Mortimer, 
Chok*d  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  fort  *. 
And  for  whofc  wrongs,   thofe  bitter  injuries, 
Which  Somerfet  hath  ofFer'd  to  my  hou(e, 
I  doubt  not  but  with  honour  to  redrefs. 
And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  parliament ; 
Either  to  be  reftored  to  my  blood, 
Or  make  my  ill  th'  advantage  of  my  good,  \Exlt»\ 

ACT    III.       S  C  E  N  E    I.  j 

The  parliament,  j 

Flourtp.  Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Gloucefler,  Win* 
chefter,  Warwick,  Somerfet,  Suffolk,  and  Richard 
Plantagenet.  Gbucejier  offers  to  fut  up  «  hill :  jyiti" 
chejier  fnatches  it,  and  tears  it. 

Win,  /"^Om'ft  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines, 

V^   With  written  pamphlets  ftudioufly  devis'd  ? 

Humphry  of  Glo'fter,  if  thou  can'ft  accufe, 

Or  aught  intend'ft  to  lay  unto  my  charge, 

Do  it  without  invention  fuddenly  ; 

As  I,  with  fudden  and  extemporal  fjjeech, 

Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  can'ft  obje£l. 

Glou,   Prefumptuous  pricft,  this  place  commands  my 
patience  ; 

Or  thouftiould'ft  find  thouhafl  dilhonourM  ne« 

Think  not,  altho*  in  wtiting  I  preferred       ^ 

*  Being  made  a  tool  hy  tk  ^tTtUi  mi  Qthers  to  counte* 

nance  tbeir  quarrels* 

The 
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The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimey, 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,"^or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehcarfe  the  method  of  my  pen. 
No,  Prelate,  fuch  is  thy  audacious  wickedncfs, 
Thy  lewd,    ptftif'rous,  and  diflcntious  pranks, 
The  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  ufurcr, 
Froward  by  nature,   enemy  to  peace, 
l^fcivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  befeens 
A  man  of  thy  profeflion  and  degree. 
And  for  thy  treachery,  what's  more  manifcft? 
In  that  thou  laid'ft  a  trap  to  take  my  life. 
As  well  at  London-bridge,  as  at  the  Tower, 
Befidc,  I  fear  me,  it  thy  thoughts  were  lifted, 
The  King  thy  fovcreign  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  fwclling  heart. 

JVirt.  Glo'fter,  I  do  defy  thee      Lords,  vouchfafc 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  fliall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  perverfe,   ambitious. 
As  he  will  have  "me  ;  how  am  I  fo  poor  * 
How  haps  it  then  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Or  raifemyfelf,  bui  keep  my  wonted  calling? 
And  fojr  diflcntion,  who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  1  do?  except  I  be  provok'd. 
No,   my  good  Lords,  it  is  not  that  offends ; 
It   is  not  that  which  hath  incens'd  the  Duke  : 
It  isbecaufe  no  one  fhould  fway  but  he: 
No  one  but  he  fhould  be  about  the  King  ; 
And  that  ingenders  thunder  in  his  brealt, 
And  makes  him  tuar  thefc  accufations  forth* 
But  he  Ihali  know  I  am  as  good 

Clou.  As  good  ? 
Thou  baftard  of  my  grandfather ! 

Win.  Ay,  lordly  Sir  ;  for  what  are  yoa,  I  pray, 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne  ? 

Glou,  Mp  not  I  then  Protc<ftor,  fancy  prieft? 

With  flnd  am  not  I  a  Prelate  of  the  church  t 

Glou.  Yei,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  cal^le  keeps, 
And  uies  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Win*  UnrcvVcnd  Glo'aer ! 

I  i  2  Glou* 
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Glott,  Thou  art  reverend 
Touching  thy  fpiritual  funfllon,  not  thy  llfct  |    Oi 

Win.  This  Rome  (hall  remedy.  '    k 

Glou,   Roam  thither  then. 

jSowj.  My  Lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War.  Ay,  fee  the  Bifhop  be  not  overborn.  ;    T 

Som.  Methinks  my  Lord  (hould  be  religious,  P 

And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  fuch. 

War.  Methinks  his  Lordlhip  (hould  be  humbler  then, 
Jt  fittelh  not  a  Prelate  fo  to  plead. 

Som.  Ycs^  when  his  holy  (late  is  touch'd  fbnear. 

War.  State,  holy,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that? 
Is  not  his  Grsce  PioteOor  to  the  King  ? 

Rich.  PJantagcnet,  I  fee,  murt  hold  his  tongue;    [jdjldc* 
Left  it  be  faid,   Speak,  firrsh,  when  you  (hould  ; 
Jvluftyoiir  bold  verdiift  enter  talk  with  Lords  * 
E!(e  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchcfter.  ^ 

K.  Henry.  Uncles  of  Glo'fter,  and  of  Winccrter, 
The  fpecial  watchmen  of  our  Englilli  weal ; 
J  would  prevail,    if  prayers  might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
Oh,   what  a  fcandal  is  it  to  our  crown. 
That  two  fuch  Noble  Peers  as  ye  ftiould  jar  ? 
Believe  me,  Lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell, 
Civil  difler.fion  is  a  vip'rous  worm, 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth. 

[A  no'ije  -within,  Down  with  the  tawny  coats. 

K.  Henry.  What  tumult's  this  ? 

War.  An  uproar,    I  dare  warrant, 
Begun  thro'  mahce  of  theBilhop's  men. 

[^A  noife  again.  Stones,  Stones. 
SCENE     \l       KntJr  Mayor. 

Mayor.  Oh,  my  good  Lords,  and  virtuous  Henry, 
Pity  the  city  of  London,  pity  us ; 
The  Bifhop  and  the  Duke  of  Glo'fter's  men, 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon, 
Have  till'd  their  pockets  full  of  pebblc-ftones , 
And,  banding  ihemfelves  in  contrary  parts, 
Do  pelt  fo  faft  at  one  another's  pates. 
That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knock'd  out : 

Ou» 
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Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  ftreet, 
And  we  for  fear  compellM  to  Ihut  our  (hops. 

Enter  feveral  in  Jkirmijh,  -with  hlocdy  patei. 
K.  Her.ry.  "We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to  ourfelves, 
To  hold  your  Haught'ring  hands,    and  keep  the  peace. 
P,ay;    uncle  Gb'rter,  mitigate  this  ftrife. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  if  we  be   forbidden  (tones,  we'll  fall  to 
it  with  our  teeth. 

2  Serv.  Do  what  you  dare,   we  are  as  rcfolute. 

[SkirmJ]}  again- 

Glou.  You  of  my  houdioid,  leave  this  peevifh  broil, 
And  fet  this  unaccuftom'd  fight  afide. 

3  Serv.  My  Lord,  we  know  your  Grace  to  be  a  man 
Juft  and  upright  ;  and  for  your  royal  birth 

Inferior  to  none  but  to  his  Majefty :  ^ 

And  ere  that  we  will  fufFer  fuch  a  piincc, 

So  kind  a  father  to  the  common-weal, 

To  be  difgraced  by  an  ink-horn  mate  ; 

We,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight, 

And  have  our  bodies  fliughter'd  by  thy  foes. 

I  Serv.  Ay,   and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field  when  we  are  dead.  \Begin  again, 

Glou.  Stay,   ftay,    I  fay  ; 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  you  fay  you  do, 
Let  me  perfuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

K  Henry.  O,  how  this  difcord  doth  afflid  my  foul  ! 
Can  you,  my  Lordof  Winehefter,   beheld 
My  fjghs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
Who  ihould  be  pitiful,   if  you  be  not  •• 
Or  who  fhould  ftudy  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  .' 

War,  My  Lord  Proteftor,   yield  ;  >  ield  Winchefler ; 
Except  you  mean  with  obftinate  repulie 
To  flay  your  fbvereign,  and  defltoy  the  realm. 
You  fee,  what  mifchicf,  and  what  murther  too, 
Hath  been  ensued  thro' your  enmity  : 
Then  be  at  peace,   except  ye  thtrlt  for  blood. 
Win.  He  Ihall  fubmit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 
Gkut  CompafTion  on  the  King  cemmands  nee  floop, 

J  i  3  O: 
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Of  I  would  fee  hjs  heart  out,  ere  the  pried 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  Lord  of  Winchefler,  the  Duke 
Hath  banifli'd  moody  difcontented  fury, 
As  by  his  fmoothed  brows  it  doth  appear.  > 

"Why  look  you  ftill  (b  ftern  and  tragical? 
Clou.  Here,  Wincheftcr,  1  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K.  Henry.    Fie,   uncle    Beaufort :  I   have   heard   you 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  fin  :  [preach, 

And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
But  prove  a  chief  oiicader  in  the  fame  ? 

War.  Sweet  King  !  the  Bifhop  bath  a  kindly  girdt 
For  fhame,  my  Lord  of  Winchefler,   relent ; 
"What,    fhali  a  child  inftru£t  you  what  to  do? 

Win.  Weil,  Duke  of  Glo'fter,  I  will  yield  to  thee  | 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand,  I  give. 

Clou.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart. 
See  here,   my  friends  and  loving  countrymen, 
This  token  fcrveth  for  a  flag  of  truce 
Betwixt  ourfelves  and  all  our  followers. 
So  help  me  God  as  I  diflemble  not  ! 

Win.  [y^Jide*]  So  help  me  God  as  I  intend  it  not. 

K.  JH^nry.  O  loving  uncle,   gentle  Duke  of  Glo'fter, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contract ! 
Away,  my  mafters,  trouble  us  no  more ; 
But  join  in  fricndihip  as  your  Lords  have  done* 

1  Serv.  Content,  I'll  to  the  furgeon's. 

2  Serv.  So  will  I. 

^Serv.  And  I'll  fee  what  phyfick  the  tavern  affords. 

[ExeunU 
SCENE      in. 
JVar»  Accept  this  fcrowl,   moft  gracious  Sovereign, 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  Majefty. 

Clou.  Well  urg'd,  my  Lord  of  Warwick  :  for,  fweet 
And  if  your  Grace  mark  ev'ry  circumftance,        [Prince, 
You  have  great  reafbn  to  do  Richard  right : 
Elpecially  for  thofe  occafions 
fit  EUham-pIace  I  told  your  Majefly. 
K'  Hinrj/,  And  ihofe  occafions,  uncle,  were  offeree : 

Therefore, 
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Therefore,  my  loving  Lords,   our  pleafure  is, 
That  Richard  be  rcflored  to  his  blocd. 

War.    Let  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  blooJ, 
So  (hall  his  father*s  wrongs  be  recrnnpens'd. 
Win.  As  will  the  reft,  fo  willcth  Winchcfter. 
K.  Henry.  If  Richard  will  be  true,   not  that  aloac, 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give, 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
From  whence  you  fpringby  lineal  defccnt. 

Rich.  Thy  humble  fcrvant  vows  obedience, 
And  faithful  ftrvice,  till  the  point  of  death. 

K.  Henry.  Stoop,  then,  and  let  your  knee  againft  my 
And  in  rcguerdon  of  that  duty  done,  [foot. 

I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  fword  of  York. 
Rife,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagcnet, 
And  rife  created  Princely  Duke  of  T^rk. 

Rich.  And  fo  thrive  Richard,   as  thy  foes  may  fall! 
And  as  my  duty  fprings,   fo  penlh  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  againft  your  Majefty  ! 

AIL  Welcome,  high  Prince,  the  mighty  Duke  of  York! 
Som.  Perilh,  bafe  Prince,  ignoble  Duke  of  York ! 

[Jfidu 
Clou.  Now  will  it  beft  avail  your  Majefty 
To  crofs  the  feas,  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France  : 
The  prefcnce  of  a  King  ingenders  love 
Amongft  his  fubjcfts  and  hjs  loyal  friends, 
As  it  difanimates  his  enemies. 

K.  Henry.  When  Glu'fter  fays  the  word,   King  Harry 

For  friendly  counfel  cuts  off  many  foes.  [goes  ; 

Clou.  Yuur  (hips  already  are  in  readinefi.         [Exeunt, 

Manet   Exeter. 
Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  France, 
Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  cnfue. 
This  late  d;flention  grown  betwixt  the  Peers, 
Burns  under  feigned  sfties  of  forg'd  love, 
And  will  at  laft  break  out  into  a  flame. 
As  fcfter'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees, 
Till  bones,  and  flefh.  and  fmews,   fall  a*ay  ; 
So  will  this  bale  and  envious  difcord  breed* 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophecy. 

Which, 
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"Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry  nam'd  the  Fifth,  } 

Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  fucking  babe;  | 

That  Henry  born  at  Monmouth  fhou'd  win  all;  1 

And  Henry  born  at  Windfbr  fhould  loft  all : 

Which  is  fb  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wifh 

His  days  may  finiQi  ere  that  haplefs  time.  [Exit', 

SCENE    IV.       Changes  to  Roan  in  Franct. 
Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle,  difguii*d,   and  four   Soldiers  -with 

facks  upon  their  backs. 

Putel.  Thefe  are  the  city-gates,  the  gates  of  Roan^       .1 
Thro*  which  our  policy  muft  make  a  breach.  3 

Take  heed,  be  wary,  how  you  place  your  words;.  | 

Talk  like  the  vulgar  fort  of  market-men,  | 

That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  corn.  :: 

If  we  have  entrance,  (as  I  hope  we  (hall), 
And  that  we  find  the  flothful  watch  but  weak, 
I'll  by  a  fjgn  give  notice  to  ouf  friends, 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them, 

Sal.  Our  facks  (hall  be  a  mean  to  fack  the  city, 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Roan  ; 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [KriOchi- 

Watch,  Qui  va  Id  ? 

Pucel.  PaifanSt  pauvres  gens  de  France.  , 

poor  market-folks,  that  come  to  fell  their  corn. 

Watch.  Enter,  go  in,  the  market-bell  is  rung. 

Fucel.  Now,  Roan,    I'll   Ihake   thy  bulwarks    to   the 
ground.  [Exeunt*- 

Enter  Dauphin^  Baflard,  and  Reignicr, 

Dau.  St  Dennis  blefs  this  happy  flratagera  ; 
And  once  again  we'll  fleep  fecure  in  Roan. 

Baji.  Here  enter'd  Pucelle  and  her  praftlfants: 
Kow  fhe  is  there,  how  will  (fee  fpecify. 
Where  is  the  bcfl  and  fafcft  pafTage  in  ? 

Reig,  By  thrufting  out  a  torch  from  yonder  towV, 
Which,  once  difcern'd,  fhews,  that  her  meaning  is, 
Ko  way  to  that  (for  weaknefs)  which  fhe  enter'd. 
Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  on  the  top,    thrujling  out  a  torch 
burning, 

Fucel.   Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding-torch, 
That  joineth  Roan  unto  her  countrymen, 

But 
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But  hurning  Fatal  to  the  Talbotitcs. 

Bap.  Sec,  Noble  Charles,  tht  beacon  of  our  friend, 
Tbc  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  ftands. 

Dau.  Now  fbines  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes. 

Reig.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  ends; 
Enter,  and  cry,  The  Dauphin  !  prefcntly, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch. 

\^An  alarm ;  Talbot  in  an  excurfton. 

Tal.  France,  thou  fiialt  rue  this  treafon  with  thy  tears. 
If  Talbot  but  furvivc  thy  treachery. 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  damned  forcerefs, 
Hath  wrought  this  hellifh  mifchief  unawares, 
That  hardly  we  efcapM  the  pride  *  of  France.         {Exit* 

S     C    E    N     E        V. 
^n  alarm :  Excurfions .    Bedford  brought  in  ficki  n  a  chair. 

Enter  Talbot   and   Burgundy,   -without',    -wtthwy  Joan 

la  Pucelle,    Dauphin,    Bajiard,    and  Alanfon,    on  the 

"Walls. 

PuceL  Good -morrow,  gallants,  want  ye  corn  for  bread? 

1  think  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  will  faft, 

Before  he'll  buy  again  at  fuch  a  rate. 

'Twas  full  of  darnel ;  do  you  like  the  tafte  ? 

Burg.  Scoff  on,  vile  fiend,  and  (hamclcfs  courtezan! 
1  truft  ere  long  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own. 
And  mske  thee  curfe  the  haiveft  of  that  corn. 

Dau.  Your  grace  may  ilarve,  perhaps,  before  that  time. 

Bed.  Oh,  let  not  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  thistreaion ! 

Pucel.  What  will  ye  do,  good  grey-beard  ?  break  a  lance, 
And  run  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  ? 

Tal.  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  dcfplght, 
Incompafs'd  with  thy  luftful  paramours, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age, 
And  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half-dead  ? 
Damfel,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  you  again. 
Or  elfe  let  Talbot  perifh  with  his  fhame. 

Pucel.  Are  you  fo  hoc  ?  yet,  Pucelle,  hold  thy  peace; 

f  i,  Ci  haughty  po-wer. 
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If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. 

[They  -whifper  together  In  counctU 
God  Ipeed  the  parliament!   who  (hall  be  the  fpeaker? 

Tal.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  field  ? 

Pufel  Belike  your  Lordfliip  takes  us  then  for  fools, 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 

Tal  I  (peak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate ; 
But  unto  thee,  Alanf  n,  and  the  reft. 
Will  ye,  like  foldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out?* 

j4lan.  Seignior,  no. 

Tal.  Seignior,  hang: bafe  muleteers  of  France ! 

Like  peafaot  foot  boys  do  they  keep  the  walls, 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Fucel  Captains,  away;  let's  get  us  from  the  wall^ 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs  by  his  looks. 
God  be  wi'  you,  my  Lord;  we  came.  Sir,  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here.    ^  {Exeunt  from  the  -walls* 

Tal,  And  there  will  we  be  too  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  el(e  reproach  be  Talbot's  greateft  fame  I 
Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honour  of  thy  houfe, 
Prick'd  on  by  public  wrongs  fuftain*d  in  France, 
Either  to  get  the  town  again  or  die. 
And  I  as  lure  as  Englifh  Henry  lives, 
And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror, 
As  fure  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Great  Coeur-de-lion*s  heart  was  buried; 
So  fure  I  fwear  to  get  the  town  or  die. 

Burg.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows<> 

Tal.  But  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  prince. 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford :  come,  my  Lord, 
"We  will  bcftow  you  in  (bme  better  place. 
Fitter  for  fickneft  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  fb  difhonour  me: 
Here  I  will  fit  before  the  walls  of  Roan, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal  and  woe. 

Burg.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  perfiiade  yott, 

Bed.  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence :  for  once  i  read, 
That  ftout  Pendragon,  in  his  litter  fick. 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquiihed  his  foes, 
llethinks  I  fbould  revive  the  foldier's  hearts; 

Becauff 
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Becauft  I  ever  found  them  as  myftlf. 

Tal.  Undaunted  fpirit  in  a  dying  bread  ! 
Then  be  it  fo;  hcav'ns  keep  old  Bedford  fafc! 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand, 
And  let  upon  our  boafting  enemy.  [Ejrt/. 

jia  alarm:  txcurfions.     Enter  Sir  John  Falftaff,  and  a 
Captain. 

Capt.  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Falflaff;  in  fuch  hade? 

Fal.  Whither  away  ?  to  fave  myfelf  by  flight. 
We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 

Capt.  What !  will  you  fly,  and  leave  Lord  Talbot  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  all  tht  Talbots  in  the  world  to  favc  my  life. 

[Exit. 

Capt.  Cowardly  Knight,  11!  fortune  follow  thee.      [Exit, 
Jte treat :  excurfms.     Pucclle,  Alanfon,   and  Dauphin  fij. 

Bed.  Now,  quiet  foul  depart  when  Heaven  fliail  pleafcj 
For  I  have  fcen  our  enemies'  overthrow. 
What  is  the  truft  or  ftrength  of  f  )olifli  man? 
They  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  fcoiis, 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  themfelvcs. 

Ipies ;  and  is  carried  off  in  his  chtir* 
SCENE     VL       fFithin  the  -walls  of  Roan. 
J§n  alarm :  Enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  the  rejl% 

Tal.  Loft  and  recover'd  in  a  day  again  ? 
This  'S  a  double  honour,  Burgundy  ; 
Yet  heav'ns  have  glory  tor  this  victory ! 

Burg    Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
Inflirines  thee  in  his  heart,  and  there  erc£ls 
Thy  noble  deeds  as  valour's  monuments. 

Tal.    Thanks,  gentle  Duke.  But  where  is  PuccHe  now.* 
I  think  her  old  famiiar  is  afleep. 

Now  Where's  the  Baftard's  braves,  and  Charles  his  giikes? 
What,  all-a-morti'  Roan  hangs  her  head  for  griefj 
That  fuch  a  valiant  co/rpany  are  Aid, 
Now  wp  will  take  f:imc  order  in  the  town, 
Placing  therein  fome  exptrt  officers. 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  King; 
For  there  young  Henry  with  his  Njbles  lies. 

3ur^,  What  wills  Lord  Talbot,  pleafeth  Burgund)(. 
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Tal  But  yet  before  wc  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  Noble  Duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceas'dj 
But  (ee  his  exequies  fulfilled  in  Roan. 
A  braver  foldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  (way  in  court. 
But  kings  and  mightieQ  potentates  mull  die, 
For  that's  the  end  of  human  miftry.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE        VII. 
Enter  Dauphitiy  Bafiardt  Alanfon,  and  Joan  la  PuccUc. 

Pucel.  Difmay  not.  Princes,  at  this  accident. 
Nor  grieve  that  Roan  is  to  recovered. 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corroGve, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedy'd. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while, 
And,  like  a  peacock,  fweep  along  his  tail ; 
We'll  pull  his  plumes  and  take  away  his  train,  | 

If  Dauphin  and  the  reft  will  be  but  rui'd. 

Daw.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hithert(^ 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence. 
One  fuddcn  foil  (hall  never  breed  diftruft. 

Baft.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  fecret  policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  world, 

Alan.  We'll  fet  thy  ftatue  in  fome  hollow  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  blefled  faint. 
Employ  thee  then,  fwcet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Pucel,  Then  thus  it  muft  be,  this  doth  Joan  dcvlft : 
By  fair  perfuafions  mix'd  with  fugar'd  words, 
We  will  entice  the  Duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Dau.  Ay,  marry,  iweeting,  if  we  cou'd  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors , 
Nor  (hall  that  nation  boaft  it  fo  with  us, 
But  be  extirped  from  our  provinces. 

Alan.  For  ever  (hould  they  be  expuls'd  from  France, 
And  not  have  title  of  an  earldom  here. 

Pucel.  Your  Honours  (hall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  th«  wilbed  end, 

[Drum  beats  afar  af, 

Haik,  by  the  found  of  drum  you  may  perceive 

^    ^  Their 
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Their  powers  arc  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 

[Here  beat  an  Eu^lif)  march. 
There  goes  the  Talbot  with  his  colours  fprcaJ, 
And  all  the  troops  of  Englifh  after  him. 
Now  in  the  rereward  comes  the  Duke  and  his ; 

[Frensh  march. 
Fortune,  in  favour,  makes  him  lag  behind; 
Summon  a  parley,  wc  will  talk  with  him. 

[Trumpets  found  a  parley. 
SCENE  VIII.   Enter  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  marching, 

Dau.  A  parley  with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Bitrg.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy  ? 

Pucel.  The  Princely  Charles  of  France,    thy  country- 
man. 

Burg.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Charles  ?  for  I  am  marching 
hence. 

Dau.  Speak,  Pucelle,  and  inchant  him  with  thy  words. 

Fticel-  Brave  Burgundy,  undoubted  hope  of  France! 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  handmaid  fpeak  to  thee. 

Burg.  Speak  on,  but  be  not  over-tedious. 

Pucel.  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France; 
And  fee  the  cities  and  the  towns  defac'd 
By  wafting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe. 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lovely  babe. 
When  death  doth  clofe  his  tender  dying  eyes; 
See,  fee  the  pining  malady  of  France, 
Behuld  the  wounds,  the  moft  unnat'ral  wound?. 
Which  thou  thy felf  haft  given  her  woful  brcafl. 
Oh,  turn  thy  edged  fword  another  way ; 
Strike  thofe  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  thofe  that  help. 
One  drop  of  blood  drawn  from  thy  country's  bofbm, 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  flreams  of  common  gorcj 
Return  thee  therefore  with  a  flood  of  tears, 
And  v.-alh  away  thy  country's  flained  (pots. 

Burg.  Either  (be  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  words, 
Or  nature  makes  me  fuddenly  relent. 

Pucel.  Befides,  all  French  and  France  exclaim  on  thee; 
Doubting  thy  birth,  and  lawful  progeny. 
Whom  join'ft  th^u  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation 
That  Will  not  iruft  thce  but  for  pr&(i;'5 lake.' 

Vol,.  IV,  K  k  ^V*hcn 
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When  Talbot  hath  Cet  footing  once  in  France, 

And  fafoion'd  thee  that  inftrument  of  ill; 

Who  then  but  Englifli  Henry  will  be  Lord, 

And  thou  be  thruft  out  lik«  a  fugitive? 

Call  we  to  mind  and  mark  but  this  for  proof  j 

Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe? 

And  was  not  he  in  England  prifbncr? 

But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy, 

They  fet  him  free  without  his  ranfbm  paid, 

In  fpight  of  Burgundy  and  all  his  friends. 

See,  then,  thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  countrymCR, 

And  join'ft  with  them  will  be  thy  ilaughter-mcn. 

Come,  come,  return;  return,  thou  wand'ring  Lord; 

Charles  and  the  rert  wiil  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Burg.  I'm  vanquift'd.     Thefe  haughty  words  of  her'j 

Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon  fhot, 

And  made  me  almoft  yield  upon  my  knees. 

Forgive  me,  country  and  f.veet  countrymen; 

And,  Lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace. 

My  forces  and  my  pow'r  of  men  are  yours. 

So  farewel,  Talbot,  I'll  no  longer  trurt  thee. 

Pucel,  Done  like  a  Frenchman :    turn,   and  turn  a- 

gain  *. 
Dau,  Welcome,  brave  Duke!    thy  friendlhip  make* 

us  frelh. 
Baji.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breads. 
^!an.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  play'd  her  part  in  this, 

And  doth  dcferve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Dau.  Now,  let  us  on,  my  Lords,  and  join  aur  poweri, 

And  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  [Exeunk 

SCENE     IX.  Chafjges  to  Paris. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Wincheftcr,  York,  Suf- 
folk, Somerfct,  Warwick,  Exeter,  i^c.  To  them  Tal- 
bot, -with  his  foldiers. 
Ttil.  My  gracious  Prince,  and  honourable  Peers, 

Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 

•  This  feetns  to  be  an  offering  of  the  poet  to  his  royal 
mljlrefs's  rtfcntment,  for  Henrj/  iViV  I  aft  great  turn  in  re- 
li^icft,  in  the  jf ear  i;pj, 
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1  have  a  while  glv'n  truce  unto  my  wars, 

To  do  my  duty  to  my  fovcreign.  ^  ^ 

In  fi^n  whereof,  this  arm  (that  hath  recaim  d 

To  your  obedience  fifty  foitrcfTcs, 

Twelve  cities,  and  fcv'n  walled  towns  of  ftrcngih, 

BtfiJes  five  hundred  prifoners  of  efteem) 

Lets  fall  tlie  fwurd  before  your  Highnefb'  feet ; 

And,  wiih  fubmlffive  loyalty  of  heart, 

Afuribes  the  glory  of  his  conqueft  got, 

Firft  to  my  G  id,  and  next  unto  your  Grace. 

K.  Henry.  Is  this  the  farn'd  Lord  Talbot,  uncle  Glo'fler, 
1  hat  hath  fj  long  been  refident  in  France  ? 

Cbu.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Majcfty,  my  LIcge.     ^ 
K.  Henry.    Welcome,    brave   Captain,    and  viaorious 
"When  I  was  young    (as  yet  I  am  not  old),  [Lord. 

I  do  remcnober  how  my  father  faid, 
A  Qouter  champion  never  handled  fword. 
Long  Gnce  we  were  refolved  of  your  truth, 
Your  faithful  fervice  and  your  tuil  in  war; 
"Yet  never  have  you  tafied  your  reward, 
Or  been  rcguerdon'J  with  fo  much  as  thanks, 
Becaufe  till  now  we  never  fiw  your  face : 
Therefore  ftand  up,  and,  for  thefe  good  deferts, 
We  here  create  you,  Eirl  of  Shreivsbury, 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place.  [Exeunh 

Manctit  Vernon,  and  BaOet. 
Vcr.  Nenv,  Sir,  to  you  that  were  fo  hot  at  fea, 
Dirgracini  of  thefc  colours  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  my  Njble  Lord  of  Yo.k; 
Dar'ft  thou  maintain  the  former  word'^  thou  fpak'ti? 

Bof.   Yes,  Sir,  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  fancy  tongue 
Againft  my  Lord  the  Duke  of  Somcrfet.  ^ 
Ver.  Sirrah,  thy  Lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 
3af.   Why,  what  is  he?  as  gjod  a  man  as  York. 
Ver.  Hark  ye;  not  fo:  in  witncfa  take  you  that. 

[Strikes  him* 
Bif.  Villain,,  thou  know'ft  the  law  of  arms  is  fuch, 
That  whofo  draws  a  fword  in  th'  prefence,  Vs  death, 
Or  clle  this  blow  fliould  broach  thy  deareft  blood. 

K  k  2    .  But 
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But  ni  unto  his  Majefly,  and  crave  ^ 

I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong,  | 

^Vhen  thou  (halt  fee  I'll  meet  thee  to  thy  coft. 

Ver.  Well,  mifcrcant,  I'll  be  there  as  foon  as  yon, 
And  after  meet  you  fboner  than  you  would.        [Exeunt, 

A    C    T      IV.        S    C    E    N    E      I. 

Paris. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucener,  Wlnchefkr,  York,  Suf- 
folk, Somerfet,  Warwick,  Talbot,  Exeter,  and  Ca- 
ver mr  of  Paris. 

Clou.  T    Ord  Bifliop,  fct  the  crown  upon  his  head. 

JLi  win.  God  dve  King  Henry,  of  that  name 
the  Sixth ! 

Ghu.  Now,  Governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oatb^ 
That  you  elcd  no  other  King  but  him ; 
Efteem  none  friends  but  fuch  as  are  his  friends, 
And  none  your  foes  but  fuch  as  (hall  pretend 
Malicious  practices  againft  his  ftate. 
This  fliall  )'e  do,  fo  help  you  righteous  God ! 

Enter  Falitaff. 

Fal.  My  gracious  Sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais 
To  hafte  unto  your  coronation, 
A  letter  was  deliver^  to  my  hands. 
Writ  to  your  Grace  from  th'  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

TaL  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  and  thee  [ 
I  vow'd,  bafe  Knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next, 
To  tear  the  gaiter  from  thy  craven  leg, 
Which  I  have  done  ;  becaufe  unworthily 
Thou  waft  inOalled  in  that  high  degree. 
Pardon  me.  Princely  Henry,  and  the  reft: 
This  daftard,  at  the  battle  of  Po'diers, 
When  but  in  all  I  was  fix  thoufand  firong, 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one, 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  ftroke  was  given, 
Like  10  a  trufty  '/quire  did  run  away. 
In  whith  aftault  we  loft  twelve  hundred  men  J 
My  felf  and  divers  gentlemen  belide 
Were  there  furpris'd,  and  taken  prifoncrs. 

Then 
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Then  juJge,  great  Lords,  iTI  hive  done  amifs; 
Or  whether  that  fuch  cowuds  oucht  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  kni;)hthood,  yea,  or  no? 

G!o:i.  To  fay  the  truth,  this  faiQ  was  infamous, 
And  i!l  befctminj;  any  c-'mmon  man; 
Much  more  a  Knight,  a  Captain,  and  a  Leader. 

Tal.  When  fiiTt  this  order  was  ordain'd,  my  Lords, 
Knights  o*  the  ga:tcr  were  of  noble  birth  ; 
\'a!ivint  and  vi  tuouf,  full  of  haughty  courage: 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  (hrinking  for  diftrefs, 
But  always  relulute  in  mofi  extremes. 
Ke  then  that  is  not  furnifh'd  in  this  fort, 
Doth  but  ufurp  the  facred  name  of  Knight, 
Piufaning  this  mofl  honourable  order; 
And  rhou'd,  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge, 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-born  fwain 
That  doth  preHime  to  boaft  of  gentle  blood. 

K  Henry.  Stain  to  thy  countrymen  !    thou  hcai'rt  thy 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  waft  a  Knight;     [doom  ; 
Hencefoifh  wc  banifh  thee  on  pain  of  death.     \^Exit  Fal. 
And  now,  my  Lord  Protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  Duke  of  Bi:rgundy. 

Clou.  What  means  his  Gr«ce,  that  he  hath  chang'J 


his  fly 


) 


No  more  but  plain  and  bluntly,  To  the  King.       IRtading, 

Ha  h  he  forgot  he  is  his  Sovereign? 

Or  doth  this  churlifti  fuperfcription 

Portend  fome  alterati  n  in  good  will? 

What's  he  e?  I  have  upon  eTpecial  caufe,  [Reads. 

Mov^d  wuh  ccrrpajfion  of  my  country's  ivrcck, 

Together  ivitb.  ike  pitiful  complaints 

OJ  fuch  as  y:ur  oppreJJi:n  feeds  upoa, 

F'.tfaksn  your  pernicious  f^Bion, 

j4.:djcii,^diuith  Chvlesthe  rightful  King  of  Franc tn 

O  monlirous  treachery!  can  this  Ic  fo? 

That  in  alliance,  amity,   and  oaths, 

There  (hould  be  found  fuch  falfc  d;{Tcmb!'ng  guile? 

K  Henry.    What!  doth  my  mcle  Burgundy  revolt? 

Gkii,  He  doth,  my  Lord,  and  is  bcco.Tie  your  i'oe. 

K  k  3  K  Ho.ry. 
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K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  word  this  letter  doth  contain  ? 
Clou.  It  is  the  worft,  and  all,  my  Lord,  he  writes. 
K  Henry.    Why  then,  Lord  Talbot  there  fhall  talk 
And  give  him  chiftifement  for  this  abufe.         [with  him, 
My  Lord,  how  fay  you,  are  you  not  content  ? 

Tal-  Content,  my  Liege?   yes:    but  that  I  am   pre- 
vented, 
I  (hould  have  beog'd  I  might  have  been  employ'd. 

K  Henry.  Then  gather  ftrength,  and  march  unto  him 
I^t  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  trcafbn,  [ftrait : 
And  what  offence  it  is  to  flout  his  friends. 

Tal.   I  go,  my  Lord,  in  heart  defifing  ftill 
You  may  behold  confofion  of  your  foes.       [Exit  Talbot, 
SCENE     II.       Enter  Vernon  and  BafTet. 
Ver.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  Sovereign. 
Baf.  And  me,  my  Lord,  grant  me  the  combat  too. 
7'ork-  This  is  my  feivant;  hear  him,  Noble  Prince. 
Som.  And  this  is  mine;   fweet  Henry,  favour  him. 
K.  Henry,  Be  patient.  Lords,    and  give  them  leave  to 
fjjeak. 
Say,  Gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim  ? 
And  wherefore  crave  you  combat  ?  or  with  whom  ? 
Ver.   With  him,  my  Lord,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong* 
Saf.  And  I  with  him,,  for  he  hath  done  mc  wrong. 
K.  Henry.  What  is  the  wrong  ahereon  you  both  com- 
Ilrft  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  anfwer  you.  [plain. 

Baf.  CrofTifig  the  fca,  from  England  into  France, 
This  fellow  here,  with  envious,  carping  tongue, 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rofe  I  wear ; 
Saying,  the  fangnine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did  reprefcnt  my  mafter's  blulhing  cheeks; 
"When  fiubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth 
About  a  certain  queftion  in  the  law, 
Argu'd  betwixt  the  Duke  ot  York  and  him  j 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms. 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach, 
And  in  defence  of  my  Lord's  worthinef% 
i  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Vir.  And  that  is  my  petition,  NoWe  Lord  i 
For  iho'  hs  f««m,  wiih  forged  quaint  conc€kp 

To 
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To  fct  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent; 
Yet  know,  my  Lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him ; 
And  he  firfl  took  exceptions  at  this  badge, 
PfOnouncing  that  the  palenefs  of  this  flow'r 
Bcwray'd  the  faininefs  of  my  matter's  heart. 
2'ork.  Will  not  this  malice,  Somcrfet,  be  left? 
S.m.  Your  piivate  grudge,  my  Lord  of  York,  will  out. 
Though  ne'er  To  cunningly  you  fraother  it. 

K.  Henry.  Good  Lord !    what  rr-adnefs  rules  in  brain- 
When,  for  Co  flight  and  frivolous  a  caufe,         [fick  men  t 
Such  faAious  emulations  Qiall  arife! 
Good  coufins  both  of  York  and  Somerfef, 
Quiet  yourfclve?,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

Tork.  Let  this  diflenfion  firil  be  try'd  by  fighf, 
And  then  your  Highnefs  (hall  command  a  peace. 
Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  U5  alone; 
Betwixt  ourfelves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

Tork.  There  is  my  pledge  j  accept  it,  Somcrlet. 
JVr,  Nay,  let  it  reft  where  it  began  at  firlt. 
Baf.  Con6rm  it  (b,  mine  Honourable  Lord. 
Glou.  Confirm  it  Co\  confounded  be  your  ftrife^ 
And  perifii  ye  with  your  audacious  prate  ; 
Prcfumptuous  vafTals!  are  you  not  ailiam'd 
"With  this  immodeft  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  diflurb  the  King  and  us? 
And  you,  my  Lords,  metbinks  you  do  not  wel! 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  objections; 
Much  lefs  to  take  occafion  from  their  mouths 
To  raile  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourfelves. 
Let  me  perfuade  you,  take  a  better  courfe. 

Ext'   It  grieves  his  Highnefs;   good  my  Lords,   ht 

friends. 
K.  Henry.  Come  hither,  you  that  wou'd  be  combatants. 
Henceforth  1  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour, 
Quite  to  forget  this  quatrel,  and  the  caufe. 
And  you,  my  Lords,  remember  where  we  are: 
In  France;  amongft  a  fickle,  wavering  nation. 
If  they  perceive  diirenfion  in  our  looks, 
And  that  within  ourfelves  wc  difagree, 
Jiow  will  their  grudging  ftgmac'is  be  provok'd 
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To  wilful  difobedience,  and  rebel  ?  ] 

Befide,  what  infamy  will  there  arife, 

When  foreign  princes  rhuH  be  certi^y'd, 

That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 

King  Henry's  Peers  and  chief  Nobility 

Deftroy'd  themfeives,  and  loft  th'  realm  of  France! 

O,  think  upon  the  conquefl  of  my  father, 

My  tender  years,  and  let  us  not  foregf> 

That  for  a  trifle  which  was  bought  with  blood. 

Let  me  be  umpire  in  tliis  doubtful  llrife. 

I  fee  no  reafbn,  if  I  wear  this  roCe 

That  any  one  (hould  therefore  be  fufpiclous 

I  more  incline  to  Somerfet  than  York. 

Both  are  my  kinfmen,  and  I  love  them  both. 

As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  cro'^n, 

Becaufe,  forfuoth,  the  King  of  Scots  is  crown'J. 

But  your  difcretions  better  can  pcrfuade, 

Than  I  am  able  to  inflrufl  or  teach  :  J 

And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace,  "i 

So  let  us  ftill  continue  peace  and  love. 

Coufin  of  York    we  inQitute  your  Grace 

To  be  oor  Regent  in  the(e  parts  of  France: 

And,  good  my  Lord  of  Somerfet,  unite 

Your  troops  of  borfernen  with  his  bands  of  foot: 

And,  like  true  fubjcft!:,  fons  of  your  progenitors, 

Go  chcarfully  together,  and  digeft 

Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 

Our  felf,  my  Lord  Prote<3or,  and  the  reft, 

After  fome  refpite,   will  return  to  Calais; 

From  thence  to  England  ;  where  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  prefcnted,  by  your  viiftories, 

"With  Charles,  Alanfbn,-  and  that  trait'rous  rout. 

[Flctifip.     Exeur.U 
Manent  Yotk,  Watwitk,  Exeter,  and  Vernon. 

War.   My  Lord  of  York,  I  promise  you,  the  King 
prettily,  mcthought,  did  play  the  orator. 

York.   And  fb  he  did;   but  yet  I  like  it  not, 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerftt. 

War,   Tnfti,  thi  t  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  hitn  not : 
J  dare  prefu;Tie,  fvv'cet  Prince,  he  thought  no  Initn. 

TorK 
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York.  And  if  I  wis.  he  uid But  let  It  rcrt; 

Other  affairs  mufl  now  be  managed.  [^ExeunU 

Aland  Exeter. 

Exe.  Well  didfl  thou,  Richard,  to  fuppreft  thy  voice ; 
For  had  the  pafllons  of  thy  heart  burft  out, 
I  fear  we  fhould  have  leen  decypher'd  there 
More  ranc'rous  fpight,  more  furious  raging  broils^ 
Than  yet  can  be  imagined  or  fuppos'd. 
But  howfoe'er,  no  fimple  man  that  fees 
This  jarring  difcord  of  Nobility, 
This  (hould'ring  of  each  other  in  the  court, 
This  factious  bandying  of  their  favourites, 
But  that  he  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event. 
'Tis  much,  when  fceptres  are  in  childrens'  hands; 
But  more,  when  envy  breeds  unkind  divifion  : 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confufion.         [Exit, 

SCENE     III.      Before  the  -walls  of  Bourdeaux. 
Enter  Talbot  tvith  trumpets  and  druws. 

Tal.  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bourdeaux,  trumpeter, 
Summon  their  General  unto  the  wall.  [Sounds^ 

Enter  General,  aloft. 
Englifh  Joiiii  Talbot,  Captains,  calls  you  forth, 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  King  of  England; 

And  thus  he  would. —Open  your  city-gates, 

Be  humbled  to  us,  call  my  fovere  gn  yours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  fu'ojefts, 
And  I'!!  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  pow*r. 
But  if  you  frown  upon  this  proffer'd  peace, 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants, 
Lean  famine,  quartering  fteel,  and  climbing  firej 
Who  in  a  moment  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  (lately  and  air-braving  towers. 
If  you  forfake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Gen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death, 
Our  nation's  terror,  and  their  bloody  fcourge  ! 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
Cn  I.    thou  canfl  not  enter,  but  by  death; 
For  I  proteft  we  are  well  fortify'd, 
And  ftrong  enough  to  ifTue  out  and  fight. 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed, 

Stands 
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Stands  With  the  fnarss  of  war  to  tangle  theft 

On  eiiher  hand  thee,  there  are  fquadrons  pitch'd 

To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  fl'ght; 

iind  no  way  canft  thou  turn  thee  for  redrefs, 

But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil, 

And  pale  deftruflicn  meets  thee  in  the  face. 

Ten  thoufand  French  have  ta'cn  the  faciamcnt, 

To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 

Upon  no  Chrillian  foul  but  Englini  Talbot. 

Lo  !  there  thou  ftand'll,  a  breathing  valiant  man, 

Of  an  invincible,  unconquer'd  fpirit : 

This  is  the  lateft  glory  of  thy  praife, 

That  I  thy  enemy  dew  thee    whbal ; 

For  ere  the  glafs  that  now  begins  to  run 

Finifn  the  procefs  of  this  fandy  hour, 

Thefe  eyes  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured, 

Shall  fee  thee  wither'd,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

[  Drum  afar  cf. 
Hark!  hark  !  the  Dauphin's  drum,  a  warning  bell, 
Sings  heavy  mufic  to  thy  tim'rous  foul ; 
And  mine  (hall  ring  thy  dire  departure  cut. 

lExitfrom  the  tusllSt, 
Tal.  He  fables  not  :  I  hear  the  enemy. 
Out,  (bme  light  hcrfemen,  and  perufe  their  wlngs» 
O,  negligent  and  heedlefs  difcipline  1 
Kow  arc  we  park'd  and  bounded  in  a  pale  ! 
A  little  herd  of  England's  tim'rous  deer. 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs* 
If  we  be  Englilh  deer,  be  then  in  blood  ; 
Not  rafcal-like  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch ; 
But  rather  moody,  mad,  and  dcfp'rate  flags, 
Turn  on  the  bl./ody  hounds  wi^h  heads  of  fteel, 
And  make  the  cowards  ftand  aloof  at  bay. 
["[Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine, 
[And  they  fhall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  my  friends.] 
God  and  St  George,   Talbot,  and  England's  right, 
Profpcr  our  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight  I         \_Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV.      Another  part  of  France, 
Enter  a  Mtjfenger  that  meets  York.     Enter  York,  -ivUb- 

truwptt  and  man^  foldiers, 

2'srkt 
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Tork.  Are  not  the  fpeeJy  fcouts  return'J  again, 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 

Mejf-    I'hcy  are  retum'd,  my  Loid,  and  give  it  out 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdcaux  with  his  pow'r, 
To  fight  with  Talbot :  as  he  march'd  along, 
By  your  efpyals  were  dlfcovcred 

Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Daupliin  leJ,    [deaux. 
Which  joiu'd  wirh  him,  and   made  their  march  tot  Bour* 

2'ork.  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerfet, 
That  thus  delays  my  promi(c;d  fupply 
Of  horfcmen  that  weie  levied  for  this  fiegc  ! 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  exp^d  my  aid, 
And  I  am  lowted  by  a  traitor  villain, 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier  ; 
God  comfort  him  in  this  ncccfllty  ! 
If  he  mifcarry,  faicwel  wars  in  France. 
Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

L'icy.  Thou  princely   leader  of  our  Englilh  rtrcngtft, 
Never  fo  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  refcue  of  the  Noble  Talbot; 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  wafte  of  iron, 
And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  dedruftion  : 
To  Bourdcaui:,  warlike  Duke;   to  Bourdeaux,  York! 
E!fe  farewei,  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  honour. 

Tork.  O  God  1  that  Someifct,  who  in  proud  heart 
Doih  flop  my  cornets,  were  in  Talbot's  place  i 
So  fhould  we  fave  a  valiant  gentleman, 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire  and  wrarhful  fury  makes  mc  weep, 
That  thus  we  die  while  remifs  traitors  flecp, 

Lucy.  O,  fend  fame  fuccour  to  the  diftiels'd  Lord! 

Tork    He  dies,  we  lofe;   I  break  my  warlike  word  1 
W'e  mourn,  France  fmilcs;  we  lofe,  they  diAy  get  : 
All  long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerfet. 

Lucy.   Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  foul, 
And  on  his  fon  young  John  !  whom,  two  hours  fince, 
1  met  in  travel  towards  his  warhke  father. 
This  fev'n  yeais  did  not  Talbot  fee  his  fon, 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  iheir  Jivts  are  done. 
Ttrk,  Alasi  m  hat  joy  fhall  N^-blc  Tdbot  have, 

To 
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To  bid  his  j'oung  Con  v.'elcome  to  his  grave! 

Away  !  vexation  almoft  flops  my  breath, 

That  fundred  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. 

Lucy,  farewcl ;  no  more  my  fortune  can, 

But  curie  the  caufe ,  I  cannot  aid  the  man. 

Maine,  Bloys,  Poidiers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 

Long  all  of  Somerlet,  and  his  delay.  lExit> 

Lucy.  Thus  while  the  vulture  of  fedition 
Feeds  in  the  bo{bm  of  fuch  great  commanders, 
Sleeping  negle£lion  doth  betray  to  lofs 
The  conqneds  of  our  fcarce  cold  conqueror, 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  Fifth  !  — —  While  they  each  other  crofs, 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  lofs.  [£a£/« 

SCENE     V.       Another  part  of  France. 
Enter  Somer{et,  vnth  his  army. 

Som.  It  is  too  late ;  I  cannot  fend  them  now  5 
This  expedition  was  by  York  and  Talbot 
Too  rafhiy  plotted.     All  our  gen'ral  force 
Might  with  a  Tally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with.     The  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  fullied  all  his  glofs  of  former  honour 
By  this  unheedful,  defp'rate,  wild  adventure. 
York  fct  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  thame, 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name. 

Capt.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 
Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Som.  How  now,  Sir  William,    whither  were  you  Cent  ? 

Lucy-  Whither,   my  Lord?   from  bought  and  fold  Lord 
"Who  wring'd  about  with  bold  adverfity,  [Talbot; 

Cries  out  for  Noble  York  and  Somerfet, 
To  beat  afiailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  while  the  honourable  Captain  there 
props  bloody  fUeat  from  his  war-wearied  limbs, 
And,  in  advantage  ling'ring,  looks  for  refcue; 
You,  his  falfe  hopes,  the  truft  of  England's  honour, 
Keep  ofTaloof  with  worthlefs  emulation. 
Let  not  your  private  difcoid  keep  away 
The  levied  fuccours  that  Ihguid  lend  him  aid  ? 

While 


Sc.6.  King  Henry  VI.  29" 

While  be,  renowned  noble  gentleman, 
yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds. 
Orleans  the  baftard,  Ch.ulc?,  and  Burgundy, 
Alanlbn,  Re:gnicr,  compaH;  hini<about; 
And  Talbot  pcrifheth  by  your  default. 

Som.  York  fet  him  on,  York  fiiould  have  fcnt  liim  aij. 

Lucy.  And  York  as  fart  upon  your  Grace  exclaims  • 
Swearing,  that  you  with  hold  his  levied  horfc, 
Collc£ied  for  this  expedition. 

Som  York  lies:  he  might  have  fcnt,  and  had  the  horfe  : 
I  owe  him  little  duty,  and  Icfs  love, 
And  take  foul  fcorn  to  fawn  on  him  by  fending. 

Lucy.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  of  France, 
Hath  now  Intrapt  the  noble-minded  Talbot : 
Never  to  England  (hall  he  bear  his  life; 
But  dies,  betray'd  to  fortune  by  your  ftrife, 

Som.  Come,  go  ;  I  will  difpatch  the  horfcmen  flrall  ; 
"Within  fix  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucy.  Too  late  comes  refcue;    he  is  ta'en  or  (lain; 
For  fiy  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled  : 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot,  then  adieu  ! 

Lucy,  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  fhamc  in  yon. 

[Exeuht* 
SCENE    VI.    ^fuld  of  battle  near  Bourdeaux. 

Enter  Talbot,   a^d  his /on. 
Tal.  O  young  John  Talbot,  I  did  fend  for  thee 

To  tutor  thee  in  flratagems  *  of  war; 

That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  thee  reviv'd, 

When  faplefs  age  and  weak  unable  limbs 

Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 

But,  O  malignant  and  ill-boding  ftars  ! 

Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  fealt  of  death, 

A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger. 

Thcfcfore,  dear  buy,  mount  on  thy  fwifteft  hotfe, 

And  I'll  dire£t  thee  how  thou  flialt  efcape 

By  fudden  flight.     Cme,  dally  not ;  be  gone 
John.  Is  my  name  Talbot  ?  and  am  I  your  /on  * 

*  Stratagem, /c>r  art y/w/i/y. 
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And  fhall  I  fly  ?  O!  if  you  love  my  mother, 
DiOionour  not  her  honourable  name, 
To  make  a  baftard  and  a  Gave  of  me. 
The  world  will  fay,  he  is  not  Talbot's  blood, 
That  bafely  fled  when  Noble  Talbot  ftood.  _ 

Tal.  Fly,  to  revenge  m.y  death  if  I  be  fiain. 

John.   He  that  flies  lb,  will  ne'er  return  again. 

Tal.  If  we  both  ftay,  we  both  are  fure  to  die. 

John.  Then  let  me  flay,  and,  father,  do  you  fly. 
Your  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  fhould  be ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  lofs  is  known  in  me. 
Upon   my  death  the  French  can  liitle  boall; 
In  your's  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  loft. 
Flight  cannot  Hain  the  honour  you  have  won  : 
But  mine  it  will,   that  no  exploit  have  done. 
You  fled  for  vantage,  ev'ry  one  will  fwear  : 
But  if  I  bow,  they'll  fay  it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  flay, 
If  the  firft  hour  I  fhrink  and  run  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality  *, 
Rather  than  life  prelerv'd  with  infamy. 

Tal.  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  In  one  tomb  ? 

John.  Ay,  rather  than  I'll  fliame  my  mother's  womb, 

T(jI.  Upon  my  blefling  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

Tal.  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  fi<v'd  in  thee. 

John  No  part  of  him  but  will  be  Ihame  in  me. 

Tal.  Thou  never  hadft  renown,  nor  canfl  not  lofe  It. 

John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name ;  (hall  flight  abule  it  ? 

Tal.  Thy  father's  charge  (hall  clear  thee  from  that  (lain. 

John    You  cannot  witnefs  for  me,  being  fiain. 
If  death  be  fo  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

Tal.  And  leave  my  followers  here  to  fight,  and  die  ? 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  fuch  fliame. 

John.  And  fliall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame  ? 
No  more  can  I  be  fever'd  from  your  fide, 
Than  can  yourfelf  yourfelf  in  twain  divide, 

*  Mortality,  for  death, 

Stay> 
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Stay,  go,  io  uhat  ycu  will,    the  like  do  I; 
For  live  I  v\ill  not,  if  my  father  Jie. 

TuL  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  ihee,    fair  fon, 
Born  to  ccliplc  thy  life  this  aftcinoon- 
Come,  fiJe  by  fide,  together  live  and  die, 
And  Ibul  wih  foul  from  Fiance  to  heaven  fly.     [Eieunt. 
^larm  :  excurfionSy  ivh:rein  Talbot*5  fon  ii  hemni'd  about\ 
and  Talbot  rcfcues  him. 

Tal-  St  Gcorr^e,  and  viilory  !  fight,  (oldiers,  fight. 
The  Regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France's  fword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot  ?  Piufe,  and  take  thy  breath  ; 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  refcu'J  ti.ee  from  death. 

Jjhn.  O,  twice  my  father  !  twice  am  I  thy  fbn. 
The  life  thou  gav'd  me  fiift,  was  loft  and  done, 
Till  with  thy  warlike  fword,  defpight  of  fate, 
To  my  determin'd  time  thou  gav'ft  new  date. 

Tal.  When  from  the  Dauphin's  creft  thy  f.vord  ftruck 
It  warm'd  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  defirc  [fire, 

Of  bold-fac'd  vi£t'.-ry.     Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youihful  fpleen  and  warlike  rage, 
Beat  down  Alanfon,  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  relcu'd  thee. 
The  ireful  baftard  Orleans,  that  drew  blood 
Froni  thee,  my  boy,  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  firft  fight,  I  foon  encountered; 
And,  intsrchang'ng  blows,  I  quickly  fhed 
Some  of  his  bal lard  blood  ;  and  in  difgracc 
Befpoke  him  thus.     Contaminated,  bafc, 
And  mifbegotten  blood  I  fpill  of  thine. 
Mean  and  right  poor,  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine, 
Which  thou  didft  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy- 
Here,  purpofing  the  baftard  to  deftrcy, 
Csme  in  ftrong  refcue-     Speak,  thy  father's  care, 
Alt  not  thou  weary,  John  ?  how  doft  thou  fare! 
Wile  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly, 
Kow  thou  art  feal'd    the  (on  cf  chivalry  ? 
Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  when  I  am  deadj 
The  help  of  ooe  (lands  me  in  little  ftcad. 
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Oh,  too  much  folly  is  It,  well  I  wot, 

To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  fmall  boat. 

li"  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmens'  rage, 

To  morrow  I  (hail  die  with  mickle  age. 

By  me  they  nothing  gain;  and  if  1  ftay, 

'Tis  bat  the  fhort'ning  of  my  life  one  day. 

la  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  houfhold's  name. 

My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  fame. 

AW  thc/e,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  ftay ; 

Ail  thefe  are  fav'd  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

John.  The  fword  of  Orleans  haih  not  made  me  (inart ; 
Thefe  words  of  your's  draw  life-blood  from  my  he^rt. 
Out  on  that  vantage  bought  with  fuch  a  (hame, 
To  fave  a  paltry  life,  and  flay  bright  fame! 
B:fore  young  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  i3y, 
The  coward  horfe  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die! 
And  like  me  to  the  pcafant-boys  of  France, 
To  be  fhame's  fcorn,  and  fubjeft  of  mifchancc. 
Sujfely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won, 
Ail'  if  I  fjy,  I  am  not  Talbot's  Ton  ! 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot  ; 
If  Ton  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  foot. 

Tal.  Then  follow  thou  thy  defp'rate  fire  of  Crete, 
Thou  Icarus!   thy  life  to  me  is  fweet. 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  father's  fide; 
Ana,  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride,      [Exeurih 
SCENE       VII. 
Jhrm:    Excurfions.     EiUr  old  Tzlbot,  led. 

Tal.   Where  is  my  other  life?  mine  own  is  gone, 
O!  vvhere's  young  Talbot?  where  is  valiant  John? 
Triurrvphant  Death,  fmear'd  with  captivity  ! 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  fmile  at  thee. 
W'iie.i  he  petceiv'd  me  fhrink,  and  on  my  knee, 
tiis  bloody  fword  he  brandifh'd  over  me; 
And,  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence  H 

Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  ftern  impatience. 
But  when  my  angry  guardant  flood  alone, 
Tend'ring  my  ruin,  and  afTiil'd  of  none, 
Diziy-ey'd  fury  and  great  rage  of  heart 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  ftart, 

Into 
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Into  the  (lun'ring  haitio  of  the  French  : 
And,  in  that  fca  of  blood,  my  boy  did  drench 
His  over-mounting  fpirit;   and  there  dy'd 
My  Icarus!  my  blolTjm  in  his  pride! 

E'ltcr  John  Talbot,  borjie. 

Serv.  O  my  dear  Lord!  lo !  where  your  Con  is  borne. 

Tut.    Thju  antic  Death,    which  laugh'll  ua  here  to 
Anon,  from  thy  inrn'ting  tyranny,  [fcorn, 

Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity, 
Two  'i"all)ots  winged  through  the  liiher  flcy, 
In  thy  dcfpight,  Ihall  'fcape  mortality. 
O  tliou,  wiioie  wounds  become  hard-favour'd  death, 
Speak  to  thy  father  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath. 
TBrave  Death  by  fpeaking.  whither  he  will  orno. 

imagine  him  a  frenchman,  and  thy  foe. 

Poor  boy !  he  fmiles,  mtihinks,  as  who  fliould  (ay, 
^Had  Death  been  French,  then  Death  had  died  to-day.} 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  fdthei's  arras; 
My  fpirit  can  no  longer  bear  the.^  harms. 
Soldiers,  aiieu  I  I  have  what  I  would  hav^, 
Now  my  old  aims  are  young  John  Talbot's  grave. 

[D/a. 

A     C     T      V.        S     C    E    N    E      I. 

Continusi  near  Bourdcaitx. 

Enter  Dauphin,  Alanfbn,    Burgundy,    B.ijlard,  and  Pu- 
ce lie. 
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u,    f"  TAD  York  and  Somerfct  brought  refcue  in, 
JTX    V/e  (hould  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 

Bajl.   How  the  young  whelp  ot  Talbcjt's  raging  brood 
Did  flcfh  his  puny  fv.'oid  in  Frenchmens'  blood! 

Puctl.  Once  1  encountered  him,  and  thus  I  faid: 
Thou  maiden  youth,  be  van<^uiih'd  by  a  maid. 
But,  with  a  proud,  majeflical,  high  fcorn. 
He  anfwer'd  thus :    Young  Talbot  was  not  bora 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  g'glot  wench. 
So,  rufbing  in  the  boweis  of  the  French, 
Ke  left  me  proudly,  at  unworthy  fight. 

jP..r.  Doubtlefs  he  would  have  made  a  noble  knight. 
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See  where  he  lies  inherfed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  moft  bloody  nurfer  of  his  harms. 

Bajfl.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  afunder  • 
"Whofe  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  wonder. 

Dau.  Oh,  no;  forbear:  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 
Enter  Sir  \^'illiam  Lucy, 

Lucy.  Condiifl  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent,  to  know 
Who  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Dau»  On  what  fubmiffive  meflage  art  thou  fent  ? . 

Lucy,  Submiffion,  Dauphin?  'tis  a  mere  French  wcid  ; 
"We  EngiiHi  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
3  come  to  know  what  prifbners  thou  haft  ta'cn, 
And  to  furvey  the  bodies  of  the  dead.  ' 

Dau.  For  prifoners  afk'ft  thou  ?  hell  our  prifon  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft? 

Lucy.  Where  is  the  great  Alcldes  of  the  field, 
Valiant  Lord  Talbot,  Earl  of  Shrewfbury  ? 
Created,  for  his  rare  fuccefs  in  arms, 
Great  Earl  of  Wafhford,   Waterfurd,  and  Valence, 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig,  and  Urchinfield; 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  Lord  Verdon  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwcl  of  Wingfield,  Lord  Furnival  of  Sheffield, 
The  thrice  vidorious  Lord  of  Faulconbridge, 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  St  George, 
Vvorthy  St  Michael,  and  the  Golden  Fleece, 
Great  Marlhal  to  our  King  Henry  the  Sixth 
Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France. 

PuceU  Here  is  a  filly,  (lately  rtyle,  indeed . 
The  Turk,  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath, 
V/rites  not  ib  tedious  a  flyle  as  (his. 
Him  that  thou  magnify 'ft  with  all  thefe  titles, 
Stinking  and  f]y-blown  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  flain,  the  Frenchmens'  only  (courgc. 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Nemefis? 
Oh,  were  mine  eye-balis  into  bullets  tutn'd, 
That  I  in  rage  might  ftioot  them  at  your  faces! 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life, 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France! 
Wejre  but  his  piflure  left  asnoo^  you  here, 

it 
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It  would  amaze  the  proudeft  of  you  all. 

Give  me  their  bodies,  that  I  may  bear  them  hence, 

And  give  them  burial  as  befcems  their  worth. 

P:iceL  I  think  this  upftart  is  old  Talbot's  ghcft, 
He  fptaks  wich  fiich  a  proud  commanding  fpiiit. 
For  Cod^s  (ake,  let  him  have  'em  ;  to  keep  them  here, 
They  would  but  (link  and  pucriKy  the  air,  , 

D:i:t.  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy,  ni  bear  them  hence  : 
But  from  their  alhes:,   Dauphin,  fhall  be  reared 
A  phoenix  that  fta'I  make  all  Fiance  afea^'d. 

D(i:i    So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  what  thou  wilt. 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conq'ring  vein  ; 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  flain.         [Exeuni. 
SCENE     II.       Chavgcs  to  England. 
Enter  Kivg  Henry,  Gloucefter,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry    Have  you  perus'd  the  letters  from  the  Pope_, 
The  Emperor,  and  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  ? 

Ciou.  I  have,  rny  Loid;  and  their  intent  is  this, 
They  humbly  llie  unto  yoar  Excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  pe^ce  concluded  ot\ 
Between  the  realms  of  Engldnd  and  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  How  doth  your  Grace  afRtl  this  motion? 

Clou.   Well,  my  good  Lord ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  Rop  efTufion  of  our  Chriftian  blood, 
And  ftablilh  quictnefb  on  every  Gde   . 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  marry,  uncle,  for  I  always  thought 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural. 
That  fuch  immanity  and  hloody  Urife 
Should  reign  among  profefTors  0^  one  faith. 

Glou.  Befide,    my  Lot d,  the  (boner  to  effcft 
And  filler  bind  this  knot  of  amity, 
The  Earl  of  Armagnac,  near  kin  to  Charles, 
A  mao  of  great  authority  in  France, 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  Grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  funapiuous  dowry, 

K.  Henry.    Marriage?    alas!    my  years  are  }'et   too 
And  fitter  is  my  (Tudy  and  my  books,  [young; 

Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet  call  lb'  ambafTadors;  and,  as  you  plcaft; 

Sc 
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So  let  them  have  their  anfwers  ev'ry  one, 
1  fhall  be  well  content  with  any  choice 
Tends  to  GoJ's  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 
Enter  Winchefler,  and  three  y^mbajfadors. 

Exe.  What,  is  my  Lord  of  Winchcrtsr  indali'J, 
And  call'd  unto  a  Cardinal's  degree  ? 
Then  I  perceive  that  will  be  verify'd 
Hei:ry  the  Fifth  did  /bmetime  prophefy  : 
IF  once  he  came  to  be  a  Cardinal, 
He'll  make  his  cap  coequal  with  the  crown. 

K'  Henry.  My  Lords  Ambafladors,  your  fev'ral  fuits 
Have  been  confider'd  and  debated  on; 
Your  purpofc  is  both  good  and  reafbnable; 
Ar,d  therefore  are  we  certainly  refolv'd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace, 
"Which  by  my  Lord  of  Winchefter  we  mean 
Shall  be  tranfported  prefently  to  France, 

Clou.  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  Lord  your  mafter, 
J  have  inform'd  his  H^gbnefs  Co  at  large, 
As,  liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts, 
Her  beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  dower, 
He  doth  intend  (he  Ihall  be  England's  Queen. 

K.  Henry.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  contrafi, 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  pledj^e  of  my  affeflion. 
And  fb,  my  Lord  Prote£lor,  fee  them  guarded, 
And  fafely  brought  to  Dover;  where,  infhipp'd, 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  fea. 

lExeuKt  King  anci  train* 

Win.  Stay,  my  Lord  Legate,  you  fnall  tirll  receive 
The  fum  of  money  which  I  promifed 
Should  be  deliver'd  to  his  Holinefs, 
For  clothing  me  in  thefe  grave  ornaments. 

Legate,  I  will  attend  upon  your  Lord  (hip's  leifure. 

Win.  Now,   Winchefter  will  not  fubmit,  I  trow, 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudefi  Peer. 
Humphry  of  Glo'Uer,  thou  (halt  well  perceive, 
That  nor  in  birth,  nor  for  authority, 
The  8i(hop  will  be  overborne  by  thee: 
I'il  cither  mak*;  thee  ftoop,  and  bend  thy  knee, 
Or  fack  this  country  v.-ith  a  mutiny,  {Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S  -C   E    N   E     III.       Changes  to  France.. 
Enter  Dauphin,  Burgundy,  Alaiifoa,    Bajlunl^  Reign  cr 

and  Joan  la  Puccllc. 

Dj«.   Thefj  news,    my  Lords,   may  cheer  our  dioop- 
'Tis  fdid,  the  ftout  PariGans  do  revolt,  [ing  ipiiits: 

And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

Alan    Then  march  to  Paris,  Royal  Chailfis  of  Fraocf,. 
And  keep  not  back  your  pow'rs  in  dalliance. 

Puccl.  Peace  be  among  them  if  they  turn  to  uSj 
Elfe  ruin  combat  with  their  palacts. 

Enter  Scout- 
Scout.  Succefs  unto  our  valiant  General, 
And  happinefs  to  his  accomplices  ! 

Duu.  What  t'dings  lend  our  (bouts?  I  pr'ythee,  ^eak« 

Scout.  The  Kngiilh  ai-my  that  divided  was 
Into  two  pans,  is  now  conjoined  in  one, 
Ard  mear;s  to  give  you  battle  prefently, 

Duu.  Somewhat  too  fuddtn,  Sirs,  the  warning  Is ;, 
But  we  will  prefently  provide  for  them. 

Burg.  I  truft  the  ghoft  of  Talbot  is  not  there; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  Lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Puccl.  Of  all  bafe  paflions  fear  is  moll  accurs'J. 
Command  the  conquelt,  Charley,  it  fhall  be  th.ne: 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Di:u.  Then  on,  my  Lords,  and  f  ranee  be  fortunafe, 

[Exeunt: 
Alarm  :    Excurfions.     Enter  Joan  la  PuceKe. 

Pucel.  The  Regent  coi.quers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fly<> 
Now  help,  ye  charming  fpells  and  periapts; 
And,  ye  choice  fpirits,  that  admonilh  me, 
And  give  me  figns  of  future  accidents;  [Thimdi?^ 

You  fpeedy  helpers,  that  are  fubftitutes 
Under  the  loidly  monarch  of  the  north,. 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprife. 

Enter  Fiends. 
This  fpctdy  quick  appearance  argues  proof 
Of  your  accullom'd  dilgence  to  me. 
Now,  ye  familiar  (piriis,  that  arc  cull'd 
Qut  of  the  powerful  legicas  under  earth, 

Help 
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Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

[They -walk,  ofidjpeak  not. 
Oh,  hold  me  not  with  filcnce  over  long  ! 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you 
In  earneft  ot  a  further  benefit :' 
So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now. 

[They  hsHg  their  heads. 
No  hope  to  have  reirefs?  my  body  Ihall 
Pay  recompence,  if  you  will  grant  my  fuit. 

[They  pake  their  heads* 
Cannot  my  body  nor  blood  facrifice  , 

Intreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ?  £ 

Then  take  my  foul,  my  body,  foul,  and  all,  % 

Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[They  depart. 
See,  they  forfake  me.     Now  the  time  is  come, 
That  France  muft  vail  her  lofty  plumed  creft, 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 
Jkly  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak, 
And  hell  too  ftrong  for  me  to  buckle  with. 
Now,   France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  duft.         [Exit. 
Excurfions.     Pucelie  and  York  fight  hand  to  hand.     Pu- 
celle  is  taken.     The  French  ^^. 

York.   Damfel  of  France,  I  think  I  have  you  faft. 
Uncham  your  fpirits  now  with  fpelling  charms, 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  grace! 
See  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows, 
As  if,  with  Circe,  fhe  would  change  my  fhapc. 

Pucei.  Chang'd  to  a  worfer  fiiape  thou  canft  not  be. 

I'ork.  Oh,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man; 
No  lliape  but  his  can  pleafe  your  dainty  eye. 

PuceL  A  plaguing  raifchief  light  on  Charles  and  thee  ? 
And  may  ye  both  le  fuddenly  furpris'd 
By  bloody  hands,  in  fleeping  on  your  beds  ! 

Tork.  Fell,  banning  hag  !  inchantref,  hold  thy  tongue. 

Pucel.  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  curfe  a  while. 

I'ork^  Curfe,  milcreantj  when  thoucottjsft  to  the  (take. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE         IV. 

^larm.     Enter  Suffolk,  iv'ith  Lady  Margaret  in  J/ts  hand. 

Suf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  priloncr. 

[Gaza  en  her* 
Oh,  faireft  beauty,  do  not  fear  nor  fly; 
For  I  will  touch  ihce  but  with  reverend  hands: 
I  kifs  thefe  fingers  for  eternal  peace, 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 
Who  art  thou  -   fay  ;  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret^  my  name;    and  daughter  to  a  King, 
The  King  of  Naples,  whofoe'cr  thou  art. 

Suf.   An  Earl  I  am,  and  S:iffolk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle,  ^ 

Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me  : 
So  doih  the  fwan  her  downy  cygnets  lave, 
Keeping  them  pris'ners  underneath  her  wings. 
Yet  if  this  (ervile  ufage  once  offend, 
Go  end  be  free  again,  as  Suff  Ik's  friend.      [She  is  goings 
Oh,  flay  !  I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pafs; 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  fays,  No. 
As  plays  the  fiin  upon  the  glafly  ftreams, 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam, 
So  feems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak  : 
I'll  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind. 
Fie,  De  la  Pole,   difable  not  thyfelf : 
Haft  not  a  tongue  ?  is  fhe  not  here  thy  pris'ncr  ? 
"Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  woman's  fight  ? 
Ay  ;  beauty's  princely  majefly  is  fuch. 
Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  tli^  fenfes  rough. 

Mar.  Say,  Earl  of  SufFlk,  if  thy  name  be  fo, 
"What  ranfom  muft  I  pay  before  I  pa(s  ? 
For  I  perceive  I  am  thy  prifoner. 

Suf.  How  canft  thou  tell  fhe  will  deny  thy  fult, 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love  ?  [Afidf, 

Mar.  Why  (peakTt  thou  not  ?  what  ranfom  muft  I  pay  ? 

Suf   She's  beautiful;    and  therefore  to  be  wooed  : 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  to  be  won.  [j4f.d(. 

Mar.   Wilt  thou  accept  of  ranfom,  yea,  or  no  ? 

Suf.  Fond  man  !  remember  that  thou  haft  a  wife; 

Then 
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Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ?  [v^^-V* 

Mar.  *Tviere  beft  to  leave  him,  for  he  wiil  not  hear, 

Si(f.   There  all  is  marr'd;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 

Mar.  He  talks  at  random ;  fiire  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf-  And  yet  a  difpenfation  may  be  hud. 

Mar.  And  yet  I  would  that  thou  would  anfw'er  me. 

Suf.  rll  win  this  Lady  Margaret.     For  whom  ? 
Why,  for  my  King, 
r[Tun),  that's  a  wooden  thing. 
^     Aicr.   He  talks  of  wood  ;  it  is  Come  carpenter.] 
Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  (atisfy'd, 
And  peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  realms. 
Bat  there  remains  a  fcruple  in  that  too  : 
For  though  her  father  be  the  King  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  ?.nd  Maine,  yet  he  is  poor, 
And  our  Nobility  will  Icorn  the  match.  [.i^fide. 

Mar.  Hear  ye  me,  Captain  ?  arc  yc  not  at  leifure? 

Suf.  It  fliall  be  Co,  difdain  they  ne'er  fo  much  : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. 
Madam,  I  have  a  fecret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  though  I  he  inthrali'd,  he  feems  a  Knight, 
And  will  not  any  way  difhonour  me.  [y^ftde* 

Suf.  Lady,  vouchfafe  to  liften  what  I  (ay. 

Mar  Perhaps  I  fliall  be  refcu'd  by  the  French, 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtefy.  [y^fide, 

Suf.  Sweet  Madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caufe. 

Mar.  Tufii,  women  have  been  captivate  ere  now. 

i^4ftde, 
f    [Suf.  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  Co  * 
l^Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  quid  for^w  ] 

Suf.  Say,  gentle  Princcfs,  would  you  not  fuppofc 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  Qiieen  ? 

Mar.   To  be  a  Queen  in  bondage,  is  more  vile 
Than  is  a  fiave  in  bale  ferviliiy  : 
For  princes  fhould  be  free. 

Suf   And  fo  fliall  you, 
If  happy  England's  Royal  King  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  mc? 

Suf  I'll  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  Queen, 
To  put  a  golden  fceptrc  in  thy  hand, 

And 
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And  ftt  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head 
If  thou  wilt  condelccnd  to  be  my 

Mar.   What? 

Suf.  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife. 

Suf.  No,  gentle  Madam :  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  lb  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myfelf, 
liow  fay  you,  Madam  >  arc  you  fo  content  > 

Mar.  An'  if  my  father  plcafe,  1  am  content. 

Sif.  Then  call  our  captains  and  our  colours  forth  •  I 

And,  Madam,  at  your  father's  cartle  wails,  '  I 

We'll  crave  a  parley  to  confer  with  him.  f 

^    C  ?  ?  ^  r,^"     •  ^'"."^'  .    ^"^"'  ^^'g"''^'"  '"  i^'  -^'^^IS, 

i>»p  See.  Reignier,  fee  thy  daughter  prifoncr. 
S.eig.  To  whom } 
Suf.  To  me. 

Rtig.  Suffolk,  what  remedy? 
I  am  a  foldier,  and  unapt  to  weep,  'i 

Or  to  exclaim  on  Fortune's  ficklenefs. 
_  Suf.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  Lord. 
Conlent,  and  for  thy  honour  give  confenr, 
Thy  daughter  (hall  be  wedded  to  my  King  ; 
Whom  1  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto; 
And  this  her  eafy-held  imprifonment 
liath  gam'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty, 
Reig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 
S'a/    Fair  Margaret  knows, 
That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  fafn. 

I^e'g    Upon  thy  princely  warrant  I  defccud. 
To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy  jult  demand. 
Suf.  And  here  I  will  expert  rhy  coming. 
V  •      XTT  J^""^P^ts  found.     Enter  Rcignicr. 
Keig,  Welcome,  brave  Earl,  into  our  territories; 
Command  m  Anjou  what  your  Honour  pleale-. 

5«/-    I  hanks,  Rcignier,  happy  i,,  fo  fweet  a  child, 
rit  to  be  made  companon  of  a  King. 
What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  unto  my  fuit> 

i^f/f.  Smce  thou  dofi  dcij^n  to  woo  her  Jittle  worth.  ''\ 

1  o  be  the  princely  bride  of  fuch  a  Lord  • 
"^OL.IV,  Mm  Upoo 
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Upon  condition  I  may  quietly  ^ 

Enjoy  mine  own,  the  country  Mame  and  Anjow, 
Free  from  oppreffion  or  the  ftroke  of  war, 
My  daughter  fhall  be  Henry's,  if  he  pleafe. 

Suf.  That  is  her  ranfom,  I  deliver  her; 
And  tbofe  two  counties  1  will  undertake 
Your  Grace  (hall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Re'iT.  And  I  again  in  Henry's  Royal  name, 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  King, 
Give  thee  her  hand  for  Hgn  of  plighted  faith. 

Suf.  Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly  thanks, 
Becaufe  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  King. 
And  yet  methinks  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  cafe.  lAJtde. 

I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  news, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  folemniz'd : 
So  farewel,  Reignier ;    fet  this  diamond  late 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

Rei^.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Chriftian  Prince  King  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewel,   my  Loid:   good  Wilhes,   praife  and 

Shall  SufFolk7ver  have  of  Margaret.  \^e  is  golnj, 

Suf.  Farewel,  fweet  Madam;  hark  you,  Margaret  j 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  King. 

Mar.  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  virgin  and  his  fervant,  fay  to  him. 

Suf.  Words  fwcetly  plac'd,  and  modeftly  direfted. 
But,  Madam,  I  muft  trouble  you  again; 
No  loving  token  to  his  Majefty  > 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  a  pure  unfpotted  heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  fend  the  King. 

S«/.  And  this  withal.  ,,        ^     [K^fes  her. 

Mar.  That  for  thyfelf 1  will  not  fo  prefumc, 

To  fend  fuch  peevifti  *  tokens  to  a  King. 

Suf,  O,  wert  thou  for  myfelf ! but,  Suffolk,  Ray , 

Thou  may'ft  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth; 
There  minotaurs,  and  ugly  treafons,  lurk. 

*  pecvifii/cr  ch'ildifli.  g^jj^U 
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Solicit  HenTy  wilh  her  wondrous  praifc, 

Bethink  thte  on  her  virtues  that  furmounr, 

Her  nat'ral  graces  that  cxtinguifli  art ; 

Repeat  their  lemblance  often  on  the  (cas; 

That,  when  ihou  com'O  to  kneel  at  Hemy's  fcpf, 

Thou  may'll  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder. 

[  ExfUKt. 
SCENE        VI. 
Enter  York,  Warwck,  a  Shepherd,  and  Puccllc. 

Yoik.  Bring  forth  that  (orcerefs,  conJemn'd  to  burn. 

Skcp.  Ah,  Joan!   this  kilis  thy  fclher'j  heart  outrij^ht. 
Have  I  (ought  tv'ry  country  far  and  near, 
And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out, 
Muft  I  behold  thy  tiir.elefs,  cruel,  death ! 
Ah,  Joan,  fweet  daughter,  I  will  die  with  thee. 

Pucel-  Decrepit  miler  *  !  bafe  ignoble  wretch! 
1  am  defcended  of  a  gentler  blood. 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend  of  mine. 

Shep.  Out,   out ! my  Lords,    an'  pleafe  you,  'tis 

I  did  beget  her,  all  the  parifh  knov.s :  [not  lo; 

Her  mother,  living  yet,  can  teftify, 
She  was  the  firrt  fruit  of  my  bach'lotOiIp. 

War.  Gracelefi,  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  ? 

York    This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been, 
Wicked  and  v  le;  and  fb  her  death  concludes. 

Shep.  Fie,  Joan,  that  thou  wilt  be  fb  obftacle: 
God  knows,  thcu  art  a  collop  of  my  fl^-ftj, 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  fhcd  many  a  tear ; 
Deny  me  not,  I  pray  thee,  gentle  Joan. 

Pucel.  Peafant.  avaunt  I  You  have  fuborn'd  this  man 
Of  pur  pole  tt>  obfcu^e  my  noble  biith. 

Shep.  '  f  is  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  pricft 
The  morn  that  1  was  wedded  to  her  mother. 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  bicffing,  good  my  giil, 
^Vilt  thou  not  llcop  ?  now  curfed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity  !   I  would  the  milk 
Thy  mother  gave  th<;e  when  thou  fuck'dft  her  breaft, 
Had  been  a  little  ratfbane  for  thy  fake  : 

*  i.  Ct  ■wretch, 

M  m  2  Or 
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Or  elfc,  when  thou  didft  keep  my  lambs  a-field, 

I  \vi(h  (bme  rav'nous  wolf  had  eaten  thee. 

Dof>  thou  deny  thy  father,  curfed  drab  ? 

O,  burn  her,  burn  her;  hanging  is  too  good.  [Exltt 

Tori.  Take  her  a>Aay,  for  (he  hath  liv'd  too  long, 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Fucel.  Firft  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condemn'd : 
>Jot  me  bego'len  of  a  fhephcid  Twain, 
I3ur  i/Tu'd  from  the  prog.ny  of  kings; 
Virtunu?  and  holy,  chofen  from  above, 
By  infpiratinn  of  celtftia!  g'ace, 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
J  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  fpiriis. 
But  V  u  that  are  pt^lluted  with  your  luf{s, 
Sfain'd  with  the  guiltlefs  blood  of  innocents,  ^ 

Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoafand  vices,  ^ 

Becaufe  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have,  * 

You  judge  it  llraight  a  thing  impoffible 
To  compafs  wonders,  lut  by  help  of  devils. 
No;  milconceived  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy, 
ChsiVt  ar.d  imi-naculate  iu  very  thought : 
"Whoft  maden  blood,  thus  rig'roufiy  effbs'd. 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  g3tes  of  hf  av'n. 

York.  Ay,  ay;  away  wiih  her  to  execution. 

Jfar    And  hark  ye^  Sirs;  becaufe  fhe  is  a  maid, 
Spare  for  no  faggots,  let  there  be  enow : 
place  pitchy  barrels  on  the  fatal  flake, 
That  ih  her  torture  may  bt  (horfered. 

Pucel.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts? 
Then,  Joan,  difcovcr  thine  infitm.ity, 
That  warran^cth  by  law  thy  privilege. 
I  am  with  child,  ye  blooiy  bomicides  ; 
Murther  r."  then  the  fruit  within  my  womb, 
Aithcu^ih  yc  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

l\rk.'  N  w  htav'n  forefcnd!  the  holy  maid  with  child! 

War.  The  greateft  miracle  that  ere  you  wrought : 
Is  all  your  duiX  prtcifenefs  come  .o  this.' 

York.  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  joggling: 
I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

^  War, 
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Jfar.  Well,  go  to;  we  will  have  no  baflards  live; 
Efpccially  fince  Cbatlcs  mu(l  father  it. 

Pucel.  You  are  decciv'd  ;  my  child  is  none  of  his; 
It  was  Alanfon  that  enjoy'd  my  love. 
■^      [I'ork.  Alanfon  !  that  notorious  Machlavcl  !J 
It  dies,  an'  if  it  had  a  ihoufard  lives. 

Puccl.  O,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you; 
*Tw3s  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  Duke  I  nam'd, 
But  Rcignier,  King  of  Naples,  that  prevail'd. 

IVar.  A  married  man!  that's  mo(l  intc  lerable. 

7'ork.  Why,   here's  a  girl;   I  think  Ihe  knows  not  well 
(There  were  lb  many)  whom  fhe  may  accufe. 

War.  Ii's  fign  (lie  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

Tork.  And  yet,  forIi)oth,  (he  Is  a  virgin  pure. 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  bi  at  and  thee : 
Ufe  no  intreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain, 

Pucel.  Then  lead  me  hence  ;   with  whom  I  leave  my 
May  never  glorious  fun  refleft  his  beams  [curie. 

Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode  ! 
But  darkncfs  and  the  gloomy  (hade  of  deaih 
Inviron  you,  till  mifthief  and  delpalr 
Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  your(eIvcs  ? 

[Exil  guarded, 

York.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  com  fume  to  aihes, 
Thou  foui  accur(ed  miniiter  of  hell  ! 
SCENE     VII.       Enter  Cardinal  of  Winchencr. 

Car    Lord  Regent,  I  do  greet  your  Excellence 
With  letters  ot  commidion  from  tht  King. 
For  know,  my  Lords,  the  Hates  of  Chriflendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorfe  of  thefc  outrageous  broils, 
Have  earnertly  impl.'r'd  a  gen'ral  peace 
Bftvuxt  our  nation  and  th'relpiring  French; 
And  /ee  at  hand  the  Dauphin  and  his  train 
Approaching  to  confer  about  (ome  matters. 

York.  Is  all  our  travel  turn'd  to  this  efTef^? 
After  the  (laughter  of  (o  many  Peers, 
So  many  captain?,  gentlemen,  and  (bidlers, 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown, 
And  (bid  their  bcdies  for  their  country's  benefit, 
Shall  we  at  laH  conclude  effeminate  peace? 
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Have  we  not  loft  moft  part  of  all  the  towns, 
By  trcafbn,  falfehood,  and  by  treachery, 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ? 
Oh,  Warwick,  "Warwick  !  I  forefee  with  grief 
The  utter  lofs  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

War.  Be  pntient,  York;  if  we  conclude  a  peace, 
It  fhall  be  wiih  foch  flrift  and  fevcre  covenants, 
As  little  (hail  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Dauphin,  Alanfon,  Baftard,  and  Rcignier. 

Dau.  Since,  Lords  of  England,  it,  is  thus  agreed. 
That  peaceful  truce  (hall  be  proclaim'd  in  France, 
"We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourfelves, 
"What  the  conditions  of  that  league  muft  be. 

Tork.  Speak,  Wincheftcr ;  for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  paflage  of  my  prifbn'd  voice, 
By  fjght  of  thefe  our  baleful  enemies. 

JFiu.  Charles  and  the  reft,  it  is  ena£Ved  thus: 
That  in  regard  King  Henry  gives  confent, 
Of  mere  compaffinn  and  of  lenity, 
To  eafe  your  country  of  diflrefsful  war, 
And  fnffcr  you  to  breathe  in  frui'ful  peace, 
You  (hall  become  tree  liegemen  to  his  crowir. 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fwcar 
To  pay  him  tribute  and  fubmit  thyfelf. 
Thou  (halt  be  plac'd  as  Viceroy  under  him, 
And  ftill  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

^lav.  Muft  he  be  then  a  (hjdow  of  himfelf  ? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coroncl, 
And  yet  in  fubftanec  and  authority 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  ? 
This  proffer  is  ablord  and  rcafonlels. 

Dau.  '  ris  known  already  that  I  am  poflefsM 
Of  more  than  half  the  Gallion  territories. 
And  therein  rev'renc'd  for  their  lawful  King. 
Shall  I.  for  lucre  of  the  reft  unvanquifh'd, 
DetraO  fo  much  from  that  pterogative, 
As  to  be  call'd  but  Viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,   Lord  AmbafTador,  I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more, 
Be  caft  from  poffibility  of  all. 

Torh 
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Tork.  Infulting  Charles,  haft  thou  by  ftcrct  means 
Us'd  intercefllon  to  obtain  a  league ; 
And  now  the  matter  grows  to  compronDifc, 
Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  comparifon  ? 
Eitlicr  accept  the  title  thou  ufurp'tl, 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  King, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  dcftrr, 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  inccfTant  wars. 

Reig.  My  Lord,  you  do  not  well  in  oblVmacy 
To  cavil  in  the  couife  of  this  contrail ; 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one 
We  fliail  not  find  like  opportunity. 

[Afide  to  the  Dauphin, 

j4lan.  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 
To  (ave  your  lubjeits  from  fuch  mafldCrc, 
And  ruthlefs  flaughters,  as  are  daily  iccn 
By  our  proceeding  in  hoftility. 
And  therefore  take  this  compail  of  a  truce, 
Ahhough  you  break  it  when  your  picafure  fcrves. 

[y^fide,  to  the  Dauphiti, 

War,  How  fay'ft  thou,    Charles  i   ihall  our  condition 

Dau.  It  (hall :  [ftand  I 

Only  rcferv^d,  you  claim  no  intcreft 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrilbn. 

York,  Then  fwear  allegiance  to  his  Majefty 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  difbbey, 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England ; 
Thou,  nor  thy  Nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England. 
So  now  difmifs  your  army  when  you  pleafe  : 
Hang  up  your  cnfigns,  let  your  drums  be  ftill, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  folemn  peace.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VIII.      Changes  to  England. 
Enter  SuiTolk,  in  conference  with  King  Henry;  Glouceftcr, 
and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  Your  wondrous  rare  deicription,  Noble  Earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  affonifh'd  me. 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifts, 
Do  breed  love's  fettled  pafTions  in  my  heart* 
And  like  as  rigour  of  tempcnuous  gufts 

Provoke* 
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Provokes  the  migluieft  huik  againft  the  tide, 

So  am  I  driven  by  breath  of  her  renown, 

Either  to  fuffer  fliipwreck,  or  arrive 

Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

*   Suf.  Tufh,  my  good  Lord,  this  fuperficlal  tale 

Is  but  a  preface  to  her  worthy  praife. 

The  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  dame 

(Had  I  fiifBcient  (kill  to  utter  them) 

Would  make  a  volume  of  inticing  lines, 

Able  to  ravifh  any  dull  conceit. 

And,  which  is  more,  (he  is  not  fb  divine, 

So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights, 

But  with  as  humble  lowlinefs  of  mind 

She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  : 

Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chafte  intents, 

To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  Lord. 

K,  Henry.  And  oiherwife  will  Henry  nc*er  prcfume : 
Therefore,  my  Lord  Proteftor,  give  confent, 
That  Marg'ret  may  be  England's  Royal  (^uecn. 

Clou.  So  (hould  I  giveconfent  to  flatter  fin. 
You  know,  my  Lord,  your  Highneft  is  betrothM 
Unto  another  lady  of  efteem  : 
How  (hall  we  then  difpenfe  with  that  contrafl-. 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  i 

Suf.  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oathsj 
Or  one,  that  at  a  triumph  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ftrength,  forfaketh  yet  the  lifls 
By  reafon  of  his  adverfary's  odds. 
A  poor  Earl's  daughter  is  unequal  odds, 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  oflcncc 

Clou.  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Marg'ret  more  than  that  * 
Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  Eat  I, 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel. 

Suff.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  her  father  Is  a  King, 
The  King  of  Naples  and  Jerufalem; 
And  of  fuch  great  authority  in  France, 
That  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace, 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Glou.  And  fo  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  may  iOf 
Because  he  is  near  ktnlinan  unto  Charles. 

Exe. 
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Exe.  Bcfidc,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  lib'ral  Jow'r, 
While  Reignicr  fboncr  will  receive  than  give. 

S"f.   A  dowV,    my  Lords  !    difgrace  not  lb  your  King, 
That  he  fhould  be  (o  abjc^,  baft,  and  poor, 
To  chiife  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfcdl  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  Queen, 
And  n't  to  feek  a  Queen  to  make  him  rich. 
So  worthlefs  peafants  bargain  for  their  wives, 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  (heep,  or  horfc. 
But  marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneyfhip. 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  Grace  afTcfts, 
Muft  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed. 
And  therefore,  Lords,  fince  he  affefls  her  moft, 
}t  moft  of  all  theft  reafons  bindeth  as. 
In  our  opinions  (he  Ihould  be  preferr'd. 
For  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell, 
An  age  of  difcord  and  continual  ftrife  ? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  blift, 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celeftial  peace. 
Whom  fliould  we  match  with  Henry,  being  a  King, 
But  Marg'rct,  that  is  daughter  to  a  King  ? 
Her  peerkis  feature,  joined  with  her  birth, 
Approves  her  fit  for  none  but  for  a  King : 
Her  valiant  courage  and  undaunted  fpirit 
(More  than  in  woman  commonly  is  ften) 
Anfwer  our  hope  in  ifTuc  of  a  King: 
For  Henry,  fon  unto  a  conqueror, 
Is  likely  to  beget  more  conquerors, 
If  with  a  lady  of  fo  high  refolve 
As  is  fair  Marg'ret,  he  be  link'd  in  love. 
Then  yield,  my  Lords,  and  here  conclude  with  me, 
That  Marg'ret  (hall  be  Queen,  and  none  but  (he. 

K.  Henry.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report, 
My  Noble  Lord  of  Suffolk,  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  padion  of  infldming  love, 
J  cannot  tell;  but  this  I  am  afTur'd, 
I  feel  fuch  (harp  didenfion  in  my  brea(l, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 

Vol.  IV.  N  n  A» 
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As  I  am  fick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 

Take  therefore  fhipping ;  port,  my  Lord,  to  France  ; 

Agree  to  any  covenants  ;  and  procure, 

That  Lady  Marg'ret  do  vouchfafe  to  come 

To  crofs  the  (eas  to  England,  and  be  crown'd 

King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  Queen, 

For  your  expences  and  fufficient  charge, 

Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 

Be  gone,  I  fay ;  for  till  you  do  return, 

I  nm  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  cares. 

And  you,  good  uncle,  banifh  all  offence : 

If  you  do  cenfure  me,  by  what  you  were, 

Not  what  you  are,  1  know  it  will  excufe 

This  fudden  execution  of  my  will. 

And  fb  conJufl  me,  where  from  company 

i  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  {ExU* 

Clou.  Ay  ;  griefj  I  fear  me,  both  at  firrt  and  laft. 

[Exeunt  Gloucefter  and  Exeter, 

Suf.    Thus  SiifToik  hath  prevaii'd,  and  thus  he  goes, 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece, 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  In  love  : 
But  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Marg'ret  fhall  now  be  Queen,  and  rule  the  King; 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  King,  and  realm.        [Exit* 
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